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King   HENRT  VL 


ACT  I.     SCENE    I. 

Alarum.     Enter  'Duke  of  York,  Edwnrc!*  Richard; 
Norfolk,  Mountague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers, 

WARWICK. 
I  Wonder  how  the  King  ercap'd  our  Hanc's? 
Yark-  \V,iiIe  we  purlu'd  the  Horfemen  of 

the  Noah, 
J  He  flily  dole  away,  ar.d  left  his  Men: 

Whereat  the  great  Lord  of  Northmm^rrlauJ, 
'  Whofe  wirhke  Ears  could  never  brook  Re- 
Chear'd  up  the  drooping  Army,  and  himfcU",  (ttttU 

Lord  C/ifonl  and  Lord  Si.iforU  all  a-brcaft, 
Charg'd  our  main  Bitttl's  Hronr;  and  breaking  I'p, 
Were  by  the  Swords  of  cnnimon  Soldiers  (lain. 

£clu:   !  -^  ;'  •:  -".ij's  Father,  Duks  ot BMCiki»igbamt 
Is  cir'      .'ii  ;r-dcd  tl.-.ngcrou'^. 

icitic  li.'  I'll  a  down-' ij^ht  blow: 

icKold  Jtis  Blood. 


of  \X:L-JbiTt'i  Blood; 

J. 

im  wbat  I  did. 
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Tirkc  Richard  hath  beft  dcferv'd  of  all  my  Sons  t 
But  is  y^ur  Grace  dead,  my  Lord  of  Somerjet } 

Norf.  Such  hope  have  all  the  Line  ol  John  of  Ganrtt* 

Rich.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  fhakc  King  Henrj%  Head. 

Wmt.  And  fo  do  I,  viftorious  Punce  oiTorkz 
Bv^iore  I  ftc  thee  feated  in  the  Throne, 
Which  now  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier  ufurps, 
I  vow  by  Hea^*n,  thefe  Eyes  fliall  never  clofe. 
This  is  the  Palace  of  the  fearful  Kinp, 
And  this  the  Regal  Seat;  pofllfs  it  Torkjt 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  King  Henrfs  Heir^, 

Tork*  Aflift  me  then,  fweet  Warwick^  and  I  will; 
For  hit'jcr  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf.  We'll  all  aflift  you;  he  that  flies  ftialldie. 

Torkf  Thank*;,  gentle  Norfolkj  flay  by  me  my  Lords, 
And  Soldiers  flay  and  1  dge  by  me  this  ^\^\\t.[Thej go  up, 

Wur.  And  when  the  King  comes,  offer  him  no  violence, 
Unlefs  he  feck  to  thru  ft  you  out  by  force. 

Torkj.  The  Qi'een  this  day  here  holds  her  Parliament, 
But  little  thinks  we  fhall  be  of  her  Counfel; 
By  Words  or  Blows  here  let  us  win  our  right. 

Rich.  Arm*d  as  we  arc,  let's  ftay  within  this  Houfc. 

War.  The  bloody  Pa'liament  fliall  this  be  called, 
Unlefs  PUntagenttj  "Duke  of  Tork^  be  King^ 
And  baftiful  licnrj  dcpos'd,  whofeCowardilc 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  Enemies. 

Tork^  Then  leave  me  not,  my  Lords,  be  refblutef 
I  mean  to  take  pofleflion  of  my  Righr. 

IVar.  Neither  the  King,  nor  he  that  loves  him  beftf 
The  proudeft  He  that  holds  up  Lancafter, 
Dares  ftir  a  Wing,  if  VKsirw/ici^fliake  his  Bells, 
ril  phnt  Plant a^cifcty  ro(  t  him  up  who  dare: 
Rcfolve  thee  KtcharJ,  claim  the  Englifb  Crown. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Clifford,  Northumberland,  Weftmor- 

land,  Excrcr,  and  others. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lords,  lo  k  where  the  fturdy  Rebel  fitf, 
Kven  in  the  Chair  of  Srare;  belike  he  means, 
Bjclc'd  by  the  Powvr  of  Warwick:*  that  falfe  Peer, 
To  afpire  unto  th'.-  Crown,  and  Reign  a3  King, 
Earl  oi  NortkHmberland^  he  flew  thy  Father, 

And 
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And  thine.  Lord  CUffordy  and  you  have  both  vow*d  reveoge 
On  him,  his  Sons,  his  Favourites,  and  his  Friends. 

North.  If  I  be  nor,  Heav'ns  be  reveng'd  on  me, 

Cltf.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn  in  Steel. 

Wefi.  Whit,  (hall  we  fuffer  this?  Let's  pluck  him  down. 
My  Heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  ir. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Earl  of  WeftmorUnd. 

Clifi  Patience  is  for  Poltroons,  and  fuch  is  he: 
He  durft  not  fit  there  had  your  Father  liv*d. 
My  gracious  Lord,  here  in  the  Parliament 
Let  us  aflail  the  Family  of  Torkz 

North.  Well  haft  tfiDu  fpoken,  Coufin  be  it  fo^ 

K.Henry.  Ah,  know  you  not  the  City  favours  them^ 
And  they  have  Troops  of  Soldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Wefi.  But  when  the  Duke  is  (lain,  they'll  quickly  By. 

K,  Henry.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henrf%  Heart, 
To  make  a  Shambles  of  the  Parliament  Houfe. 
Coufin  of  Exeter^  Frowns,  Words,  and  Threats, 
Shall  be  the  War  that  Henry  means  to  ufe. 
Thou  fadious  Duke  of  Tbr/^,  dtfcend  my  Throne, 
And  kneel  for  Grace  and  Mercy  at  my  Feet, 
I  am  thy  Sovpraign. 

Tork^  Henry  I  am  thine. 

Exe.  For   ihame  come  down,    he  made  thee  Duke  of 
Thrk. 

Tork^  It  was  my  Inheritance,  as  the  Earldom  was. 

Ext.  Thy  Father  was  a  Traitor  to  the  Crown. 

War.  Exeter  thou  art  a  Traitor  to  the  Croy^n, 
In  following  this  ufurping  Henry. 

Clif.  Whom  fliould  he  follow,  but  his  natural  King? 

War.  True,  Clifford^  and  that's  Richard  Duke  of  Torl^. 

K.  Henry.  And  (hall  I  ftand,  and  thou  fit  inmyThioneS 

Torl^.  It  muft  and  (hall  be  fo,  content  thy  felf. 

War.  Be  Duke  of  Lancafler^  let  him  be  K  n^. 

Wefi.  He  is  both  King  and  Duke  of  Lancafier^ 
And  that  the  Lord  of  We/tmorland  (hall  maintain. 

PPar.  AndVKfni;/ri^(hall  difproveit.  You  forger. 
That  we  are  ihofe  which  cbas'd  you  from  the  Field, 
And  flew  your  Fathers,  and  with  Colours  fpread 
March'd  trough  the  City  to  the  Palace  Gates. 

B  i  N§rth. 
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JNfhrth.  Yes,  Wawicl^  I  remember  it  to  my  griefi 
And  by  his  Soul>  thou  and  thy  Houfe  Hi  all  rue  it.' 

Wefi.  Flanta^enety  of  thee  and  thefe  thy  Sons, 
Thy  Kinfmen,  and  thy  Friends,  I'll  have  more  lives 
Than  drops  of  Blood  were  in  my  Father's  Veins. 

Qif.  Urge  it  no  more,  left  that  inftead  of  words 
I  fend  thee,  Wkrwickj^  fuch  a  Mieffengcr, 
As  fhall  revenge  his  Death,  before  I  ftir. 

H^ar,  Poor  Clifford  I  how  I  fcorn  liis  worthlefs  Threats. 

Tork^  Will  you,  we  fhew  our  Title  to  the  Crown  ? 
If  not,  our  Swords  (hall  plead  it  in  the  Field. 

K^Henrj.  What  Title  haft  thou.  Traitor,  to  the  Crown  3 
Thy  Father  was,  as  thou  art,  Duke  of  Torki^ 
Thy  Grandfather  Roger  Mortimer^  Earl  of  March. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  ftoop> 
And  feiz'd  upon  their  Towns  and  Provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  Francej  fith  thou  haft  loft  it  all. 
K.Henrj.  The  Lord  Protedor  loft  it,  and  not  I; 
When  I  was  Crown'd  I  was  but  nine  Months  old* 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now. 
And  yet  methinks  you  lofe: 
Father,  tear  the  Crown  from  the  Ufurper's  Head. 

Edw.  Sweet  Father  do  fo,  fet  it  on  your  Head* 

AioHnt.  Good  Brother, 
As  thou  lov'ft  and  honoureft  Arms, 
Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  ftand  cavelling  thus. 

Rich.  Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  and  the  King  wiH 

ay. 

Tork*  Sons,  Peace. 

K.  Henry.  Peace  thou,  and  give  Kiog //ifi/r;  leave  to  fpeak. 

War.  P//i«M^f»^r  (hall  fpeak  firft:  H^ar  him  Lprds, 
And  be  you  filent  and  attentive  tod, 
jpor  he  that  interrupts  him,  (hall  not  live. 
K.  Henrj.  Thintft  thou  that  I  will  leave  my  Kingly  Throne, 
Wherein  my  Grandfire  and  my  Father  fat?     " 
No;   firft  fliall  War  unpeople  this  my  Realm; 
Ay,  and  their  Colours  often  born  in  France^ 
And  now  in  England*  to  our  Hearts  great  Sorrow, 
Shall  be  my  Winding-(hcet  :  Why  faint  you,  Lords  t 
My  Title's  goodj  and  better  far  than  his. 
"^  '    '  ■  War. 
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VJar.  But  prove  it,  Hcnrjy  and  thou  (halt  be  King. 

K.  Henry.  Henry  the  Fourth  by  Conqueft  got  th;  Crown. 

Tork.  *Twas  by  Rebellion  againft  his  King. 

K.Henry.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  my  Title's  weak: 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  King  adopt  an  Heir  J 

Torkf  What  then  ? 

K.  Henry.  And  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  King: 
For  Richard^  in  the  view  of  many  Lords,  , 
Refign'd  the  Crown  to  Henrj  the  Fourth, 
Whofe  Heir  my  Father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

Tork.  He  rofe  againft  him,  being  his  Sovcraign, 
And  made  him  to  refign  his  Crown  perforce. 

War.  Suppofe,  ipy  Lords,  he  did  it  unconftrain'd. 
Think  you  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  Crown? 

Exe.  No;  for  he  could  not  fo  refign  his  Crown, 
But  that  the  next  Heir  ftiould  fucceed  and  reign. 

K.Henrj.  Art  thou  againft  us,  Duke  oi  Exeter  f 

Exe.  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

Tarki  Why  whifper  you,  my  Lords,  and  anfwcr  not  ? 

Exe.  My  Confeien^ce  tells  me,  he  is  lawful  King. 

K.  Henrj.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him. 

North.  PUntagenetj  for  all  the  claim  thou  lay^ft. 
Think  not,  that  Henrj  (hall  be  deposed. 

War.  Deposed  he  (hall  be,  in  defpite  of  all. 

North.  Thou  art  deceived : 
'Tis  not  thy  Southern  Power 
Of  Efex,  Norfolkj  Suffolk^  nor  oiKent^ 
Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuous  and  proud. 
Can  fet  the  Duke  up  in  defpight  of  me. 

Clif.  King  Henry^  be  thy  Title  right  or  wrong. 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence; 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  fwallow  me  alive. 
Where  I  (hall  kneel  to  him  that  fl:w  my  Father. 

K.  Henrj.  Oh  Cliffordy  how  thy  words  revive  my  Hea^t; 

Torl^  Henry  of  Lancafier^  refign  thy  Crown  r 
What  mutter  you,  or  what  confpirc  you.  Lords  { 

Wur.  Do  right  unto  this  Princely  Duke  of  Tarl^ 
Or  I  will  fill  the  Houfe  with  armed  Men, 
And  o'er  the  Chair  of  State,  where  now  he  fits 
Write  up  his  Title  with  ufurping  Blood. 

[He  ft  amps  with  his  foot ^  and  the  Soldiers  Jbew  themfelvu. 

B  4  KHonrj. 
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K.  Bcffrj,  My  Lord  of  Warwick^  hear  me  but  one  word ; 

Letm    tor  th :s  time  reign  as  King. 

Torkz  Confirm  the  Crown  to  me,  and  to  mine  HeirSy 
And  thou  fhalc  Keign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'ft. 

K.Henrj.  I  am  content:  Richard  PUntdgtnet^ 
Enjoy  the  Kingdom  after  my  dtctafe. 

Cltf.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  Prince,  yourSonl 

Wur.  What  good  is  this  to  Englaniy  and  himfelfi 

Wefi.  Bafe,  ftarful,  at  d  deJpainng  Htnrj  \ 

Clif.  How  haft  thou  injured  both  thy  (elf  and  us! 

W^ft.  I  cannot  ftay  to  hear  thefe  Articles. 

Nor  h.  Nor  f . 

Qif.  C  >me  Coufin,  let  us  tell  the  Queen  thefe  News. 

Wtj}-  Fircwtl,  famt-heartcd  and  degenerate  King, 
In  whofe  cold  BKod  no  fpaik  of  Honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  Houfeof  7>ri^ 
And  die  ii  Bands,  for  this  unmanly  deed. 

Clif.  In  dr'^adful  Wa*-,  may 'ft  ihou  be  overcome* 
O  live  in  Peace  aba>  don*d  and  defpis'd. 

\Exit$nt  Nor.  Cliff.  Wcftm. 

Wur.  Tnrn  this  way,  Hcnrj^  and  regard  them  not. 

Exe.  Th  y  (eck  revence,  and  therefore  will  not  yield. 

K.  Her.  ry.  A  h  Exeter ! 

TVAr.  Why  fliould  you  figh,  my  Lord? 

K.  Henrj.  Not  for  my  Tlf,  Lord  If^rwici^  but  my  Son, 
Whom  r  unnaturally  (hall  difir.herit. 
But  be  it  as  it  may;  I  here  entail 
The  Crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  Heirs  for  everi 
Condirionally,  that  here  you  take  an  Oath, 
To  ceafe  this  Civil  War;  and  whilft  I  live. 
To  honour  me  as  thy  King  and  Soveraign  2 
Neither  by  Treafon  nor  Hoftiliry, 
To  feck  to  pur  me  down,  and  Reign  thy  felf. 
^    Tor^  This  Oifh  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 

War.  Lorglive  KD^Ueriry:  Plantdgevef,  embrace  him. 

K.  He  rj.  Aid  long  live  t*^nu,  and  thefe  thy  forward  Sons^ 
Torkz  Now  Ti/r^^and  Layicajter  are  reconcird. 
Exe.  Accurft  be  i.e  that  fetks  to  make  them  Foes. 

Sonet.     Here  they  come  down. 
Tork*  Far^^Wf  ?,  my  gracious  Lord,  I'l]  to  my  Caftle. 
War.  And  ril  keep  London  with  my  Soldiers. 

Norf. 
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Norf.  And  I  to  N^rfrlk,  with  my  Followcn^ 

Mount.  And  I  unto  \\i\i  Sea  from  whence  I  came.    \Exi% 
J    K.Hcnrj.  And  I  w;th  grief  and  forrow  to  the  Court* 
Enter  the  Oneen^  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Exe.  Here  cr  m.s  lue  Qten, 
Wh  'fe  looks  bewray  her  anger : 
I'll  fteal  away. 

K,  Henrj.  Exeter  fo  will  I :  \Going. 

Queen,  Say,  {^o  not  from  me  I  will  follow  thee-— 

if,  Henrj.  Be  parienr,  :entlt  Qieen,  and  I  will  ftay. 

Queen.   Who  can  bt  p.ticnt  m  fich  extreamsi 
Ah  wretched  Mar.f  would  I  had  dy*d  a  Maid« 
And  never  ften  thee,  never  born  thee  Son, 
Seemg  thou  haf^  proved  fo  unnatural  a  Father* 
Hath  he  defe?  v'd  to  lofe  his  Birth-right  thus  ? 
Hadft  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  fo  much  as-I^ 
Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  onccy 
Or  nourifht  him,  as  I  did  with  my  Blood ; 
Thou  wouWft  have  left  thy  deareft  Heart-blood  there» 
Rather  than  made  that  Savage  Duke  thine  Heir, 
And  difiiiherired  thire  on^y  Son. 

Prince.  Father,  you  canhot  difinherit  mc: 
If  you  be  King,  why  Ihould  not  I  fucceed? 

K.  Henry.  Pardon  me,  Margaret  i  pardon  me*  fweetSoo; 
The  Earl  oi  Warwick  md  the  Duke  enforc'd  mc. 

Queen.  Enforc'd  thee?  artthouKing,  andwiltbeforc*d! 
I  Ihame  to  hear  thee  fpeak;  ah  timorous  Wretch! 
Thou  haft  undor  e  thy  felf,  thy  Son,  and  me. 
And  given  unto  the  Houfe  of  Tork^  fuch  head,  1 
As  thou  (halt  Reign  bur  by  their  fufferance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  Heirs  unto  the  Crown, 
What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  Sepulchre, 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  f 
Warwickj^  Chancellor,  and  the  Lord  of  Calais^ 
Stern  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  Seas, 
The  Duke  is  made  Protedor  of  the  Realm, 
And  yet  (halt  thou  be  fafe?  fuch  fafety  finds 
The  trembling  LamS,  invironed  with  Wolves. 
Had  I  bfen  there,  which  am  a  filly  Wonuin, 
The  Soldiers  (hould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  Pikcs^' 
before  I  would  have  grafted  to  that  hSt. 

But 
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But  thou  preferr'ft  thy  Life  before  thine  honour. 

And  feeing  thou  doft,  I  here  divorce  my  felf. 

Both  from  thy  Table,  Henrj^  and  thy  Bed, 

Until  that  Aft  of  Parliament  be  repealed) 

Whereby  my  Son  is  difinherited. 

The  Northern  Lords,  that  have  forfworn  thy  ColourSii 

Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  fee  them  fpread : 

And  fpread  they  (hall  be,  to  thy  foul  difgrace* 

And  utter  ruin  of  the  Houfe  of  Torl^ 

Thus  do  I  leave  thee;  come  Son,  let's  away. 

Our  Army  is  ready,  come,  well  after  them. 

K.  Henrj.  Stay,  gentle  MArgareu  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Queen.  Thou  haft  fpoke  too  much  already;    get  thee 
gone. 

K* Henry.  Gentle  Son  Edward^  thou  wilt  ftay  with  me? 

Qneen.  Ay^  to  be  murther*d  by  his  Enemies. 

Prince.  When  I  return  with  Vidory  from  the  Field, 
I'll  fee  your  Grace ;  'till  then  TU  follow  her. 

Queen.  Come,  Son,  away,  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Prince. 

K.  Henrj.  Poor  Queen, 
How  love  to  me,  and  to  her  Son, 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  Rage. 
Reveng'd  may  (he  be  on  that  hateful  Duke, 
Whofe  haughty  Spirit^  winged  with  defire, 
Will  coft  my  Crown,  and  like  an  empty  Eagle,^ 
Tire  on  the  Flefti  of  me,  and  of  my  Son. 
The  lofs  of  thofe  three  Lords  torments  my  Heart ; 
ril  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair; 
Come,  Coufin,  you  (hall  be  the  Meffenger. 

Exe.  And  I  hope  (hall  reconcile  them  all.  [Exit. 

Enter  Richard,  Edward,  4«^  Mountaguc. 

Hkh.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give  me  leave. 

Edw.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  Orator. 

Mount.  But  I  have  reafons  ftrong  and  forcible. 

Enter  the  Dukf  pf  York. 

Tork:  Why,  how  now  Sons  and  Brother,  at  a  ftrife? 
What  is  your  Quarrel?  how  began  it  firft? 

Edw.  No  Quarrel,  but  a  fli^t  Contention. 

Tork*  About  what? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  Grac(?  and  U5, 
The  Crown  of  England^  father,  which  is  y#urs.        T$rkg 
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Tork*  Mine,  Boy  ?  not  'till  King  Henry  be  dead. 

Rich.  Your  Right  depends  not*  on  his  Life,  or  Death. 

Edw.  Now, you  are  Heirt  therefore  enjoy  it  now: 
By  giving  the  Houfc  oi  Lan^after  leave  to  breathe. 
It  will  out-run  you.  Father,  in  the  end. 

Tork.  I  took  an  Oath,  that  he  ihould  quietly  Reign. 

Edw.  But  for  a  Kingdom  any  Oath  may  be  broken : 
J  would  break  a  thoufand  Oaths  to  Reign  one  Year. 

Rich.  No;  God  forbid  your  Grace  (hould  be  forfworn, 

T0rk. '  I  ftiall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  War. 

Rich,  ril  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'll  hear  me  fpeak. 

Tork*  Thou  can'ft  not.  Son,  it  is  impoffible- 

Rich.  An  Oath  is  of  no*  moment,  being  not  too|c 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  Magifirate, 
That  hath  Authority  over  him  that  Swears. 
Hemrj  had  none,  but  did  ufurp  the  Place. 
Then  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe. 
Your  Oath,  my  Lord*  is  vain  and  frivolous. 
Therefore  to  Arms  :  and.  Father,  do  but  think. 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  Crown, 
Within  whofe  Circuit  is  Eljfium^ 
And  all  that  Poets  feign  of  Blifs  and  Joy. 
Why  do  we  linger  thus?  I  cannot  reft. 
Until  the  white  Rofe  that  I  wear,  be  dy'd 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  Blood  pf  Henrj%  Heart. 

Tork^.  ^/cW^,  enough :  I  will  be  King,  ordie. 
Brother,  thou  (halt  to  London  prefently. 
And  whet  on  W^rwickjio  this  Enterprizc. 
Thou,  Richard^  (halt  go  to  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 
You>  Edward^  (hall  unto  my  Lord  Cobbam^ 
With  whom  the  Kentiflomen  will  willingly  rife. 
In  them  I  truft;  for  they  are  Soldier?, 
Witty,  courteous^  liberal,  full  of  Spirit. 
While  you  are  thus  employ'd,  what  rcfteth  more, 
But  that  I  fetk  occafion  how  to  rife? 
And  yet  the  King  not  privy  to  my  drift. 
Nor  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier. 

Enter  Gabriel. 
But  ftay,  what  News?  why  com^ftrhouinfuchpofl? 

Gab.  The  Queen, 

With 
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With  tU  the  Northern  Earls  and  Lords, 
Intend  here  to  beHege  you  in  your  Caftle. 
She  is  hard  by,  with  twenty  thoufand  Men; 
And  therefore  fortifie  your  Hold#  my  Lord* 

Torkz  Ay,  with  my  Sword. 
What,  think-ft  thou  that  we  fear  them? 
Edward  and  Richard^  you  (hall  flay  with  m^ 
My  Brother  Montague  (hall  poft  to  London. 
Let  noble  ff^arwicky  Cobham^  and  the  refl. 
Whom  we  have  left  Protedors  of  the  King, 
With  powerful  Policy  ftrengthen  themfelves. 
And  tiuft  not  Hmple  Henrj^  nor  his  Oaths* 

Mont.  Brother,  I  go :  Til  win  them,  fear  it  not* 
And  thus  moft  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

\Exit  Montague, 

Enter  Sir  John  Mortimer,  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer, 
Torl^  Sir  John^  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer^  mine  Uncles* 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour. 
The  Army  of  the  Queen  means  to  befiege  us. 
Sir  John.  She  (hall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the  Field. 
Tork:  What,  with  five  thoufand  Men  ? 
Rich.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  Father,  for  a  need. 
A  Woman's  General;  what  ihould  we  fear? 

lA  march  afar  of. 

Edw.  I  hear  their  Drums: 
Let's  fet  our  Men  in  order. 
And  iffue  forth,  and  bid  them  Battel  ftreighr. 

Torkt  Five  Men  to  twenty,  though  the  odds  be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  Uncle,  of  ourViftory. 
Many  a  Battel  have  I  won  in  France^ 
When  as  the  Enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one  : 
Why  (hould  I  not  now  have  the  lik?  Succefs  ? 

[_AlarHm.         E^i$. 
Enter  Rutland,  and  his  Tutor. 
Rut.  Ah,  whether  (hall  I  flie,  to  fcape  their  Hands) 
Ah,  Tutor,  look  where  bloody  Clifford  comes. 

Enter  Clifford. 
Clif.  Chaplain,  away,  thy  Priefthood  faves  thy  Life; 
As  for  the  Brat  of  this  accurfed  Duke, 
Whofe  Father  flew  my  Father,  he  (hall  die. 
Tutor.  And  I,  my  Lord,  will  bear  him  Company, 

Clif. 
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Clif.  SoldierS)  away  with  him. 

Tmor.  Ah  Clifford,  murthcr  not  this  innocent  Child, 
Left  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  Man.  [£xit, 

CUf.  How  now  ?  is  he  dead  already  ? 
Or  is  it  fear  that  makes  him  clofe  his  Eyes  { 
ril  open  them. 

Rhu  So  looks  the  pent-up  Lyon  o'er  the  wretch^ 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  Paws : 
And  fo  he  walks,  infulting  o'er  his  Prey, 
And  fo  he  comes  to  rend  his  Limbs  afunder. 
Ab>  gentle  Cltffordj  kill  me  with  thy  Sword, 
And  not  with  fuch  a  cruel  threatning  Look. 
Sweet  Clifford^  hear  me  fpeak  before  I  die : 
I  am  too  mean  a  fubjed  of  thy  wrath, 
Be  thou  revengM  on  Men,  and  let  me  live. 

Qif.  In  vain  thou  fpeak'ft,  poor  Boy : 
My  Father's  Blood  hath  ftopt  the  paffage 
Where  thy  Words  Aiould  enter. 

Rhu  Then  let  my  'Father's  Blood  open  it  again. 
He  is  a  Man,  and,  CUffardj  cope  with  him. 

Clif»  Had  I  thy  Brethren  here»  their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  revenge  fufficient  for  me: 
No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  Fore-fathers  Graves, 
And  hung  their  rotten  Coffins  up  in  Chains, 
It  could  not  (lake  mine  Ire,  nor  eafe  my  Heart. 
The  fight  of  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Torl^ 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  Soul: 
And  *cill  I  root  out  their  accurfed  Line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  Hell. 
Therefore 

Rut.  O  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  Death: 
To  thee,  I  pray— — fweet  Clifford^  pity  me. 

CUf.  Such  pity  as  my  Rapier's  point  affords. 

Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm;  why  wilt  thou  flay  met 

aif.  Thy  Father  hath. 

Rut.  But  'twas  e'er  I  was  bom. 
Thou  haft  one  Son,  for  his  fake  pity  me. 
Left  in  revenge  thereof,  fith  God  is  juft. 
He  be  as  miferably  flain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  Prifon  all  my  Days, 
And  when  I  give  occafion  of  Offence^ 

Then 
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Then  let  mc  die,  for  now  thou  haft  no  caufe. 

Clif.  No  caufe  ?  thy  Father  flew  my  Father,  therefore  die. 

Hut.  Diifacianty  landis  fntntna  Jit  ifta  tua^  [Stabs  him ^ 

Clif.  Plantagenety  I  come,  Plantagenet^ 
And  this  thy  Son's  Blood  cleaving  to  my  Blade, 
Shall  ruft  upon  my  Weapon,  'till  thy  Blood 
Congeal'd.with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.        \Exit. 

AUrum.     Enter  Richard  Dnkc  of  York. 
,   Torh.  The  Army  of  the  Queen  hath  got  the  Field : 
My  Uncles  both  are  flain  in  refcuing  me. 
And  all  my  Followers,  to  the  eager  Foe 
Turn  back,  and  fly,  like  Ships  before  the  Wind, 
Or  Lambs  purfu'd  by  hunger-ftarved  Wolves, 
My  Sons,  God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them : 
Bu(  this  I  know,  they  have  demean'd  themfelves 
Like  Men  born  to  Renown,  by  Life  or  Death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  Lane  to  me. 
And  thrice  cry 'd,  Courage,  Father,  fight  it  out : 
And  full  is  oft  come  Edward  to  my  fide, 
With  Purple  Falchion,  painted  to  the  Hilc 
In  Blood  of  thofe  that  had  encountrcd  him ; 
And  when  the  hardieft  Warriors  did  retire, 
Richard  cry'd,  Charge,  and  give  no  foot  of  Ground; 
And  cry'd,  a  Crown,  or  elfe  a  glorious  Tomb, 
A  Scepter,  or  an  llarthly  SepuJcher. 
With  this  we  charg'd  again ;  but  out  alas. 
We  bodg'd  again  ;  as  I  have  feen  a  Swan, 
With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  againft  the  Tide, 
And  fpend  her  ftrength  with  ovei>matching  Waves. 

[^A  fl)9rt  Alarum  wtthin. 
Ah  hark,  the  fatal  Followers  do  purfue, 
And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fury. 
And  .were  I  firong,  I  would  not  fliun  their  fury. 
1  he  Sands  are  numbred  that  make  up  my  Life, 
Here  muft  I  ftay,  and  here  my  Life  muft  end. 
Enter  the  Oueen^  Clifford,  Norrhumberland,  the  Prince  $f 

Wales,  and  Soldiers, 
Come,  bloody  Cliffordy  rough  Northumhertandt 
I  dare  your  quenciilefs  fury  to  more  rage  : 
I  am  your  Butt,  and  I  abide  your  Hi  or. 

North*  Yield  to  out  mercy,  proud  Plantagenist. 

Clif 


King  Henrjr  VI.  1551 

Clif.  Ayi  to  fuch  mercy  as  his  ruthlcfs  Arm 
With  downright  payment  fhew'd  unto  my  Father. 
Now  PhaetoH  hath  tumbled  from  his  Car, 
And  made  an  Evening  at  the  Noon-tide  Prick. 

York*  My  Alhes^  as  the  Phcenix^  may  bring  forth 
A  Bird»  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And  in  that  hope  I  throw  mine  Eyes  to  Heav*n» 
Scorning  whate'er  you  can  afflid  me  with. 
Why  come  you  not  ?  what !  Multitudes  and  fear  ? 

Qif.  So  Cowards  fight  when  they  can  fly  no  farther. 
So  Doves  do  peck  the  Falcons  piercing  Talons, 
So  defperate  Thieves*  all  hopelefs  of  their  Lives* 
Breath  out  Invedives  'gainft  the  Officers. 

Tork^  Oh,  Clifford^  but  bethink  thee  once  again. 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time : 
And  if  thou  canft*  for  blu(hing»  view  this  Face* 
And  bite  thy  Tongue  that  flanders  him  with  Cowardice^ 
Whofe  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  e'er  this. 

Clif.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  Word  for  Word, 
But  buckler  with  thee  Blows  twice  two  for  one* 

Queen.  Hold*  valiant  Clifford^  for  a  thoufand  caufes 
I  would  prolong  a  while  the  Traitor's  Life : 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf;  fpeak  thou,  Northnmberland. 

North.  Hold  CUffordy  do  not  honour  him  fo  much. 
To  prick  thy  Finger,  though  to  wound  his  Heart. 
What  Valour  were  it,  when  a  Cur  doth  grin. 
For  one  to  thruft  his  Hand  between  his  Teeth, 
When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his  foot  away  i 
It  is  Wars  prize  to  take  all  vantages* 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  Valour. 

Clif.  Ay,  ay,  fo  ftrives  the  Woodcock  with  the  Gin . 

North.  So  doth  the  Cony  ftruggle  in  the  Net. 

Tork.  Se  triumph  Thieves  upon  their  conquer'd  Booty, 
So  true  Men  yield*  with  jRobbers  fo  o'er-matchr. 

North.  What  would  your  Grace  have  done  unto  him  now? 

Queen.  Brave  Warriors,  Clifford  znd  NorthumterUnd, 
Come  make  him  (land  upon  this  Molehill  here* 
That  caught  at  Mountains  with  out-flretchedArms 
Yet  parted  but  the  (hadow  with  his  Hand. 
What*  was  it  you  that  would  be  England's  King  I, 
Was't  you  that  revelfd  in  our  Parliament, 

Ai«( 
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And  m^de  t  Preachment  of  your  high  Defcent/ 

Where  are  yourmtfs  of  Sons  to  back  y«:u  now. 

The  wanton  Edward^  and  rh^  lufty  Georgd 

And  Where's  that  valiant  Crook-back  PfOdigy, 

Dickj9  your  Boy,  that  wi'h  hi>  grumMing  voice 

Was  wont  to  cheer  his  Dad  in  IVl  ti'ics? 

Or  with  the  re  ft,  where  is  your  Da'-hng  RutUndi 

Look  Torl^  I  ftiin'd  this  Napkin  with  the  Bljod 

Tiut  vahant  Cliford^  with  his  Rapier's  point. 

Made  iflue  from  the  bofom  of  th;  B  >y ; 

And  if  thine  Eyes  can  water  for  his  Death, 

I  give  thee  this  to  dry  ihy  Cheeks  withal. 

Alas,  p>or  Tork^j  but  tha-  I  hite  thee  deadly,^ 

Ifliould  lament  thy  mifcrable  Stare. 

I  prithee  grieve,  to  mike  me  merry,  Ttnrk* 

What,  harh  thy  fiery  Heart  fo  parcht  thine  Intrailsi 

That  not  a  Tear  can  fall  fori^ivr/^m^sD.ath, 

Why  art  thou  patient,  Man?  thou  ihould'ft  bemad  : 

And  I,  to  make  \)x:t  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus; 

S^amp,  rave  and  fret,  that  I  may  fing  and  dance. 

Thou  would 'ft  be  fee*d,  I  fee,  to  make  me  fport: 

Tcrl^  cannor  fpeak,  unlefs  he  wear  a  Crown. 

A  Crown  for  Tirit—— and,  Lords  bow  low  to  him  ^ 

Hold  you  his  Hands,  whilft  I  do  fet  it  on. 

[Putting  a  Paper  Crown  on  his  ffcdd^ 
Ay  marry.  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  King: 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  took  King  Henry's  Chair* 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  Heir, 
But  how  is  it»  that  great  PUntaqanet 
Is  crown'd  fo  foon,  ^od  broke  his  folemn  Oath{ 
As  I  bethink  me,  you  ihould  not  be  King, 
*TilI  our  King  Henry  had  (hook  Hands  with  Death* 
And  will  you  pale  your  Head  in  Henrf%  Glory, 
And  rob  his  Temples  of  the  Diad.m, 
Now  in  this  Life  againft  the  holy  O  .th? 
Oh,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable. 
Off  with  the  Crown,  and  with  the  Crown  his  Head^ 
And  whilft  we  brearh  take  him  to  do  him  dead.  . 

CUf.  That  is  my  OfHce,  for  my  Father's  fake. 

Queen.  Nay  ftay,  let's  here  the  Orisons  he  makes. 

Tork^  She. Wolf  of  frstnce^ 
But  worfe  than  Wolves  of  /r^^cr,  Whoft 
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Whofe  Tongue  more  poifons  than  the  Adder's  Tooth : 

How  ill-befeeming  is  it  in  thy  Sex, 

To  triumph  like  an  jimazsomnn  Trull» 

Upon  their  Woes,  whom  Fortune  captivates? 

But  that  thy  Face  is  Vizard-like,  unchanging* 

Made  impudent  with  ufe  of  evil  Deeds, 
'   I  would  aflfay,  proud  Queen,  to  make  theebloih. 

To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'f)',  of  whom  deriv'd# 

Were  ihame  enough  to  (hame  thee 

Wert  thou  not  ftiamelcfs : 

Thy  Father  bears  the  Type  of  King  of  Naples^ 

Of  both  the  Sicils  and  Jerm/dUmy 

Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Englip  Yeoman. 

Hath  that  poor  Mon^ch  taught  thee  to  infulc? 

It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not»  proud  Queen, 

Unlefs  the  Adage  muft  be-verify'd. 

That  Beggars  mounted  run  their  Horfe  to  Death. 

Tis  Beauty  that  doth  oft  make  Women  proud* 

But  God  he  knows,  thy  (hare  thereof  is  fmall.  ' 

'Tis  Virtue  that  doth  make  them  moft  admir'd» 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wondred  at. 
*Tis  Government  that  makes  them  feem  Divine, 
•  The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable. 
Thou  art  as  oppofite  tp  every  good* 
As  the  Anripodes  are  unto  us. 
Or  as  the  South  to  the  Septentrion. 
Oh  Tyger's  Heart,  wrapt  in  a  Woman's  Hide,^ 
How  could'ft  thou  drain  the  Life-blood  of  the  Child> 
To  bid  the  Father  wipe  his  Eyes  withal. 
And  yet  be  feeh  to  wear  a  Woman's  Face  { 
Women  are  foft,  mild,  pitiful  and  flexible; 
Thou  ftern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfelefs. 
Bidft  thou  me  rage?  why  now  thou  haft  thy  wi(h* 
Would'ft  have  me  weep  ?  why  now  thou  haft  thy  wiU. 
For.  raging  Wind  blbws  up  inceifant  Show*rs, 
And  when  the  rage  allays,  the  Rain  begins. 
Thefe  T«ars  are  my  Cweet  RmtUnd^s  OVequies, 
.  And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  to  his  Death, 
'Gainft  thee,  fell  C/i/^ri,  and  thee,  falfe  Fmr&  Woman: 

Ninth.  Be(hrewme,  but  his  Palfions  move  me  fo^ 
That  hardly  can  I  chedc  mine  Byes  from  Tears. 
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Tork.  That  Face  of  his, 
The  hungry  Cannibalswould  not  have  touchr. 
Would  not  have  (lain'd  the  Rofcs  juft  with  Blood  : 
But  you  are  more  inhuman^  more  incxorabic. 
Oh  ten  times  more,  than  Tygers  oiHjrcania. 
Sc  c,  ruthlefs  Queen,  a  haplefs  Father's  Tears : 
This  Cloth  thou  dip'dft  in  Blood  of  my  fweet  Boy^ 
And  I  with  Tears  do  wa(h  the  Blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  Napkin^  and  go  bead  of  this« 
And  if  thou  teli'ft  the  heavy  Story  right. 
Upon  my  Sou),  the  Hearers  will  flied  Tears: 
Yea,  even  my  Foes  will  (hcd  faft-falling  Tears, 
And  fay,  alas,it  was  a  piteous  Deed. 
There  take  the  Crown,  and,  with  the  Crown,  my  Curff . 
And  in  thy  need,  fuch  comfort  come  to  ther. 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  Hand. 
Hard-hearted  Clifford^  take  me  from  the  World, 
My  S^u!  to  Heav'n,  my  Blood  upon  your  Heads. 

North.  Had  he  been  Slaughter-man  to  all  my  Kin, 
I  (hould  not  for  my  Life  but  weep  with  him. 
To  fee  how  inly  Sorrow  gripes  his  Sou!. 

Qneen.  What,  weeping  ripe,  my  Lord  NortbumberlMMdi 
Thmi  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all. 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  ihy  melting  Tears. 

Clif.  Here's  for  my  Oath,  heie's  for  my  Father's  Deacb» 
Qusn»  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle^heartgdKing. 

[Stabbing  him. 
Tork*  Open  thy  Gate  of  Mercy,  gracious  God. 
My  Soul  flics  through  thefe  Wounds,  to  feck  out  thee.  [DiejiB 

Queen.  Off  with  his  Head,  and  fct  it  on  Tiri^ Gates, 
So  Tork  may  overlook  the  Town  of  Tork^  [Exemmim 


ACT   II.    SCENE    I. 

A  March.    Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  their  Tvwer. 

Edw.  T  Wonder  how  our  Princely  Father  fcap'd ; 

X  Or  whether  he  be  fcap'd  away,  or  no, 
From  Clifford^  and  Northnmberlanets  purfuit  ? 
Had  he  been  ta*cn  we  fhould  have  heard  the  Ne)^  s  ; 

Had 
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Had  he  been  flain^  we  Ihould  have  heard  the  News; 
Or  had  he  fcap'd,  methinks  we  (hould  have  heard 
1  he  h^ppy  Tidings  of  his  good  efcape. 
How  fares  my  Brother  /  why  is  he  fo  fad  ? 

Hich.  I  cannot  joy,  Until  I  be  refolv'd. 
Where  our  right  valiant  leather  is  become. 
I  faw  him  in  the  Battel  range  abour^ 
And  watcht  him  how  he  (ingled  CliffirJ  forth, 
Methought  he  bore  him  in  the  thickefl  Troop, 
As  doth  a  Lion  in  a  Herd  of  Neat ; 
Or  as  a  Bear  encompaf^'d  round  with  Dogs, 
Who  having  pincht  a  few,  and  made  them  cry. 
The  reft  (land  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 
So  far'd  our  Father  with  his  Enemies, 
So  fled  his  Enemies  my  warlike  Father : 
Methinks  *tis  prize  enough  to  be  bis  Son. 
See  how  the  Morning  opeslher  Golden  Gates, 
And  takes  her  farewel  of  the  glorious  Sun, 
How  well  refembles  it  the  prime  of  Youths 
Trim'd  like  a  Yonker,  prancing  to  his  L^ve? 

Edw.  Dazle  mine  Eyes  i  or  do  I  fee  three  Suns? 

Rich.  Three  glorious  Suns,  each  one  a  perfedSun^ 
Not  feparated  with  the  racking  Clouds. 
But  fever 'd  in  a  pale  dear^fhinine  Sky. 
See,  fee  they  join,  embrace^  and  ^em  to  kifs, 
As  if  they  vow'd  fbme  League  inviolable : 
Now  are  they  but  one  Lamp,  one  Light*  one  Sun^ 
In  this  the  Heaven  figures  fome  Events 

£dw.  ^Tis  wondrous  ftrange. 
The  like  yet  never  heard  of. 
I  think  it  cites  us.  Brother,  to  the  Field, 
That  we,  the  Sons  of  brave  PUntagtntt^ 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  Meeds, 
Should  notwithuanding  join  our  Lights  togtiher» 
And  over-(hine  the  Earth,  as  this  the  World. 
Whatever  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  Target  three  fair  fliining  Suns. 

Ri€h.  Nay,  bear  f hree  Daughters : 
By  your  leave,  I  fpeak  ir, 
You  love  the  Breeder  better  than  iiie  MaBk^ 

C  X  Entit 


Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

But  what  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  Looks  foretel 

Some  dreadful  Story  hanging  on  thy  Tongue? 
Mef.  Ah»  one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on. 

When  as  the  Noble  Duke  of  Tork^  was  (lain. 

Your  Princely  Father,  and  my  loving  Lord. 

Edw*  Oh»  fpeak  no  more  I  for  I  have  heard  too  much. 
Rich.  Say  how  he  dy'd,  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 
Mefl  Environed  he  was  with  many  Foes> 
And  ftood  againft  them«  as  the  hope  of  Troj 

Againfl  the  Greeks,  that  would  have  entred  Troj. 
But  Hercules  himfelf  mud  yield  to  odds; 

'  And  many  Stroaks,  though  with  a  little  Ax, 
Hews  down  and  fells  the  hardeft-timber'd  Oak. 
By  many  Hands  your  Father  was  fubdu'd. 
But  only  flaughter*d  by  the  ireful  Arm 
Of  unrelenting  Clifford^  and  the  Queen : 
Who  crowned  the  gracious  Duke  in  high  dcfpight, 
Laugh'd  in  his  Face ;  and  when  with  grief  he  wept, 
The  ruthlefs  Queco  gave  him^  to  dry  his  Cheek, 
A  Napkin*  fteeped  in  the  harmlefs  Blood 
Of  fwect  young  Rutland^  by  rough  Clifford  flain : 
And  after  many  Scorns,  many  foul  Taunts, 
They  took  his  Head,  and  on  the  Gates  of  Terl^ 
They  fet  the  fame,  and  there  it  doth  remain. 
The  faddeft  fpeftacle  that  e'er  I  viewed. 

Edu/.  Sweet  Duke  of  Torki  ^^^  prop  to  lean  upon. 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  Staff,  no  Stay. 
Oh  Cliford,  boilVrous  Cliford^  thou  haft  fliin 
The  Flower  of  Europe  for  his  Chivalry, 
And  treacheroufly  haft  thou  vanquiihM  him. 
For  Fland  to  Hand  he  would  have  vanquifti'd  thee. 
Now  my  SouFs  Palace  is  become  a  Prifon : 
Ah,  would  (he  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  Body 
Might  in  the  Ground  be  dofqd  up  in  reft; 
For  never  henceforth  (hall  I  joy  again. 
Never,  oh  never  (hall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich.  I  cannot  weep,  for  all  my  Body's  moifture 
Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  Furnace*burning  Heart: 
Mor  can  my  Toncue  unload  my  Heart's  great  burthen. 
For  felf-fime  Wmd  that  I  (hould  fpeai  witbal» 

'  U 
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Is  kindling  Coals  that  fire  u^  all  my  Breafl, 

And  burn  me  up  with  Flamesy  that  Tears  would  quench. 

To  weep,  is  to  make  lefs  the  depth  of  Grief: 

Tears  then  fori  Babes ;  Blows  and  Revenge  for  me. 

Richard^  I  bear  thy  Name,  TU  venge  thy  Death, 

Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Edw.  His  Name  that  valiant  Duke  hath  left  with  thee  : 
His  Dukedom*  and  his  Chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich]  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  Princely  Eagle's  Bird, 
Shew  thy  defcent,  by  gazing  *gain(l  the  Sun : 
For  Chair  and  Dukedom,  Throne  and  Kingdom  fay. 
Either  that  is  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 

March.    Enter  Warwick,  Aiarqnefs  of  Montague,  smd 

their  Army. 

Iffdr.  How  now,  fair  Lords  ?  what  fare  ?  what  News  abroad  ? 

Rich.  Great  Lord  of  Warwick^y  i  f  we  ih  ould  recount 
Our  baleful  News,  and  at  each  Word's  deli verance 
Stab  Poinards  in  our  Flefli»  'till  all  were  told« 
The  Words  would  add  more  anguifti  than  thqWounds. 
O,  valiant  Lord,  the  Duke  of  TJri^isflain. 

Edw.  O,  Warwick^!  WkrwickJ  that  Plantagenet, 
Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  SouPs  Redemption, 
Is  by  the  ftern  Lord  Clifford  done  to  Death. 

War.  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  thefe  News  in  tears, 
And  now  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  Woes, 
I  come  to  tell  you  things  fith  then  befaln. 
After  the  bloody  Fray  at  Wakjefield  fought. 
Where  your  brave  Father  fought  his  latcfl  Gafp,' 
Tidings,  as  fwiftly  as  the  Pofl  could  run, 
Were  brought  me  of  yourLofs,  and  his  depart. 
I  then  in  London,  Keeper  of  the  King, 
Mufter'd  my  Soldiers,  gathered  flocks  of  Friends^' 
March'd  towards  5t,  Albans  to  intercept  the  Queeo^ 
Bearing  the  King  in  my  behalf  along: 
For  by  my  Scouts  I  was  advertifed 
That  (he  was  coming,  with  a  full  intent 
To  dafh  our  late  Decree  in  Parliament, 
Touching  King  Henrj%  Oath>  and  your  Succeffion : 
Short  Tale  to  make,  we  at  St.  Albans  met. 
Our  Battels  join'd,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought ; 
But  whether  'twas  the  coldnefs  of  the  Kin£, 

Ci  ffbo 
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Enter  M  Mejfenger. 
Wdt.  How  BOW?  What  News? 
Mif  The  Duke  of  Norfolk^  fends  you  word  by  me^ 
The  Queen  is  coming  with  a  puiflant  Hoft, 
And  craves  your  Company  for  fpeedy  Counfel. 
War.  Why  then  ic  forts,  brave  Warriors  lct*s  away. 

[ExcHmt  9miB€S. 
Enter  King  Henry,  the  Qneen^  Clifford,  Northumberland, 
and  the  Prince  ef  Wales,  with  Drums  and  Trnmpets. 
Qneen.  Welcome,  my  Lord,  to  this  brave  Town  of  Tir^ 
YonHcr's  the  Head  of  that  Arch-enemy, 
That  fought  to  be  encompaft  with  your  Crown. 
Doth  not  the  Objcft  cheer  your  Heart,  my  Lord  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  as  the  Rocks  cheer  them  that  fear  their  Wrack; 
To  fee  this  fight  it  irks  my  very  Soul : 
With-hold  Revengf,  dear  God,  'tis  not  my  fault. 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infringed  my  Vow. 

Off.  My  gracious  Liege,  this  too  much  Lenity 
And  harmlefs  Pity  muft  he  laid  afide : 
To  whom  do  Lions  caft  their  gentle  Looks  ? 
Not  to  the  Beaft  that  would  ufurp  their  Den. 
WhofeHand  is  that  the  Foreft  Bear  doth  lick? 
Not  his  that  fpoils  her  young  before  her  Face. 
Whofcapes  the  lurking  Serpent's  mortal  fting? 
Not  he  that  fets  his  Foot  upon  her  Back. 
The  fmalleft  Worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on. 
And  Doves  will  peck  in  fafeguard  of  their  Brood. 
Ambitious  Torl^  did  level  at  thy  Crown, 
Thou  fmiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  Brows. 
He  but  a  Duke,  would  have  his  Son  a  King, 
And  raife  his  Iflbe  like  t  loving  Sire; 
Thou  being  a  King,  bleft  with  a  goodly  Son, 
Didft  yield  confent  to  difinherit  him; 
Which  argued  thee  a  mod  unloving  Father. 
Unreafonable  CreJaturcs  feed  their  Young, 
And  though  Man's  Face  be  fearful  to  their  Eyes, 
Vet  in  protedion  of  their  tender  ones 
Who  hath  not  feen  them  even  with  thofe  Wings, 
Which  fometimes  they  have  us'd  with  fearful  night. 
Make  War  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  Neft, 
Offering  their  own  Lives  in  their  Young's  Defence! 

For 
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For  Shame,  my  Liege,  make  them  your  Prefideot  t 

Were  it  not  pity,  that  this  goodly  Boy 

Should  lofe  hjs  Birtb-righc  by  his  Father's  Faulty 

And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  Child> 

What  my  great  Grandfather  and  Grandfire  got,  « 

My  carelefs  Father  fondly  gave  away. 

Ah,  what  a  Shame  was  this  ?  look  on  the  Boy» 

And  let  his  manly  Face,  which  promifeth 

Succe&ful  Fortune,  fteel  thy  melting  Heart, 

To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

Km£.  Full  well  hath  Clifcrd  plaid  the  Orator, 
Inferring  Arguments  of  mighty  Force : 
But,  CUjfhrdy  tell  nie,  didft  thou  never  hear,  .  , 

That  things  ill  got,  had  ever  bad  Succefs^ 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  Son, 
Whofe  Father  for  his  boording  went  to  Hell: 
I'll  leave  my  Son  my  virtuous  Deeds  behind. 
And  would  my.  Father  had  left  me  no  more : 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  fuch  a  Rate, 
As  brings  a  thoufand  Fold  more  Care  to  keep. 
Than  in  PofTeffion  any  jot  of  Pleafure. 
Ah  Coufin  Tvrkt  would  thy  beft  Friends  did  know. 
How  it  doch  grieve  me  that  thy  Head  is  here. 

Queen.  My  Lord*  cheer  up  your  Spirits,  our  Foes  areifigb. 
And  this  foft  Courage  makes  your  Followers  faint : 
You  promised  Knighthood  to  our  forward  Son* 
Unfheath  your  Sword,  and  dub  him  prefently. 
Edward^  kneel  down*  ^    * 

King.  Edward  PUmtdgenet^  arife  a  Knighf, 
And  learn  this  Leflbn,  draw  thy  Sword  in  right. 

Prince.  My  gracious  Father,  by  your  Kingly  Leave* 
I'll  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  Crown, 
And  in  that  Quarrel  ufe  it  to  the  Death. 

CUif.  Why  that  is  fpoken  Uke  a  toward  Prince. 

EniiT  M  Miffimger. 

Mef.  Royal  Commanders,  be  in  readine(% 
For  with  a  Band  of  thirty  thouland  Men  '% 

Comes  Iffkrwickt  backing  of  the  Duke  of  Tcrk^ 
And  in  the  Towns,  as  they  do  march  along. 
Proclaims  him  Kii^  and  many  fly  to  hinu 
Parra^  your  Battel,  they  are  near  at  hand* 

Uif. 
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CUf*  I  would  your  Highnefs  woald  dcpiit  cfie  Fiekf, 

The  Queen  hath  bed  Succefs  when  you  are  abfent 

Q»ten.  Ay,  good  my  Lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  Fornme. 

X  Hemj.  Why  that -s  my  Fortune  too,  therefore  TJi  ftty. 

North.  Be  it  with  Refolucion  then  to  fight. 

Prince.  My  Royal  Father,  cheer  thefe  Noble  Lords, 

And  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  Defence : 

Unfheath  your  Sword,  good  Father;  cry  St.  George. 

March.    £»/«^  Edward,*  Warwick,  Richard,  Clarence^ 

Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiers. 

Edw.  Now  perjur'd  Hontjy  wilt  thou  kneel  for  Gracc^ 

And  fet  thy  Diadem  upon  my  Head; 

Or  bide  the  Mortal  Fortune  of  the  Field  ? 

Queen.  Go  rate  thy  Minions,  proud  infulting  Boy, 

Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  Terms, 

Before  thy  Soveraign,  and  thy  lawful  King  t 

Edw.  I  am  his  Kinp,  and  he  (hould  bow  his  Knee; 

I  was  adopted  Heir  by  his  Confent; 

Since  when,  his  Oath  is  broke :  for  as  I  hear, 

You  that  are  King,  though  he  do  wear  the  Crown, 

Have  caus'd.him,  by  new  Aft'  of  Parliament, 

p  To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  Son  in, 

Clif.  And  reafon  too : 

Who  fhould  fucceed  the  Father,  but  the  Son  ? 

Rich.  Are  you  there.  Butcher  /  O,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Clif.  Ay,  Crook-back,  here  I  (land  to  anfwer  thee. 

Or  any  he,  the  proudcft  of  thy  fort. 

Rich.  Twas  you  that  kiird  young  RmUnd^  was  it  not? 

Clif.  Ay,  and  old  Tork^  and  yet  not  fatisfy'd. 

Rich.  For  God's  fake.  Lords,  give  Signal  to  the  Fight. 

War.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Henry, 

Wilt  thou  yield  the  Crown  ? 

Queen.  Why  how  now,  long-tonguM  JVam/ickjt  dare  yoa 

When  you  and  I  met  at  St.  j^ltans  la(V,  [fpeak  i 

Your  Legs  did  better  Service  than  your  Hands. 

War.  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thine. 

CUf.  You  faid  fo  much  before,  and  yet  you  (led. 

fpar.  *Twas  not  your  Valour,  Qifford,  drove  me  thence« 

North.  No,  nor  your  Manhood  that  durft  make  you  ftay. 

Rich.  Northumberland^  I  hold  tkee  reverently» 

Break  oflF  the  Parley,  for  fcarce  I  can  refnio 

"        -        -    -  ^j^^ 
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The  Execution  of  my  hig-'fwolp  Heart 
Upon  chat  Clifford,  that  cruel  Childi-killer. 

Oif.l  (lew  thy  Father,  call'il  thou  him  a  Chfldi 

Rich.  Ay,  like  a  Daftard»and  a  treacherous  Coward, 
As  thou  didft  kill  our  tender  Brother  RuUndi 
But  e'er  Sun  ku  I'll  make  thee  curfe  the  Di^ed. 

K.  Hcnrj.  H^ve  done  w^h  Words,   my  Lord^   aiid  hear 
me  rpeak. 

QgecH.  De6e  them  then,  or  eKe  hold  clofe  thy  Lips. 

K.  Henrj.  I  prithee  give  no  Limits  to  my  Tongue, 
I  am  a  King,  and  privileged  to  fplsak* 

Qif.  My  Liege,  the  Wound  that  bred  this  Meeting  here 
Cannot  be  cur'd  by  Words,  therefore  be  ft  ill. 

Rich.  Then,  Execution*  re<^uniheath  thy  Sword: 
By  him  that  made  its  alf,  I  am  refolv'd 
That  Clifford's  Manhood  lyes  upon  his  Tongue. 

Edw.  Say,  Hcnrjy  0iail  I  have  my  right,  or  no: 
A  thoufand  Men  have  broke  their  Fails  to  Day» 
That  ne'er  Hia^l  dine,  unlefs  thou  yield  the  Crown. 

War.  If  thou  deny,  their  Blood  upon  thy  Head, 
For  TorkJ\t\  juftice  puts  his  Armour  on» 

Prince.  If  that  be  right,  which  l^4m;ic^fays  is  right, 
There  is  no  Wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 

War.  Who  ever  got  thee,  there  thy  Mother  ftands. 
For  well  I  wot,  thou  haft  thy  Mother's  Tongue. 

Omeeff.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  Sire  nor  Dam, 
But  like  a  foul  mi(hapen  Stigmatick, 
Mark'd  by  the  Dcftinies  to  be  avoided. 
As  venomous  Toads,-  or  Lizards  dreadful  Stingy* 

Rick  Iron  of  NapUs^  hid  with  Englijb  Gilt» 
Wh'ofe  Father  bears  the  Title  of  •  King, 
(As  if  a  Kennel  (hould  be  call'd  the  Sea) 
Sham'ft  thou  Dot,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraught. 
To  let  thy  Tongue  deted  thy  bafe-born  Heart, 

Edw.  A  Wifp  of  Straw  were  wortha  thoufand  Crowns, 
To  make  this  ibfWekfs  Callet  know  her  felf. 
Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 
Althou|[h  thy  HMsi^ad  may  be  Menekmn 
And  ne  er  was  jigamenm^ii^  Broths  wrong*d 
By  that  falfe  WqwQf  is  Uu$  Kw^  by  thee. 
His  Father  revejll*4  it  Ac  Heart  of  Frims^^ 

And 
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And  um*d  the  King,  and  made  the  Dauphin  ftoop : 
And  had  be  matched  according  to  his  State, 
He  might  have  kept  that  Glory  to  this  Day. 
But  when  he  took  a  Beggar  to  his  Bed, 
And  grac'd  thy  poor  Sire  with  his  Bridal  Day, 
Even  then  that  Sun-fliine  brew'd  a  Shower  for  him. 
That  waih'd  his  Father's  Fortunes  forth  of  France^ 
And  heap'd  Sedition  on  his  Crown  at  home : 
For  what  hath  broached  this  tumult  but  thy  Pride  ? 
Hadft  thou  been  meek,  our  Title  ftill  had  flept. 
And  we  in  Pity  of  the  gentle  King, 
Had  dipt  our  Claim  until  another  Age. 

CU.  But  when  we  faw  our  Sunfhinemade  thy  Spring, 
And  that  thy  Summer  bred  us  no  encreafe. 
We  fet  the  Ax  to  tby  ufurping  Root: 
And  though  the  Edge  hath  fomething  hit  our  felvef. 
Yet  know  thou,  (ince  we  have  begun  to  ftrike. 
We'll  never  leave,  'till  we  have  hewn  thee  down. 
Or  bath'd  thee  growing  with  our  heated  Bloods* 

Edw.  And  in  this  Refolution  I  defie  theei 
Not  willing  any  longer  Conference, 
Since  thou  deny'dft  the  gentle  King  to  fpeak. 
Sound  Trumpets,  let  our  bloody  Colours  wave. 
And  either  Viftory,  or  elfe  a  Grave. 

OueiH.  Stay,  Edward 

e3w.  No,  wrangling  Woman,  we'll  no  longer  ftay. 
Thefe  Words  will  coft  ten  thoufand  Lives  this  Day. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
jiUrmm.  Exctirfions.    Enter  Warwick. 

JVar.  Fore-fpcnt  with  Toil,  as  Runners  with  a  Race, 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe: 
For  Strokes  receiv'd,  and  many  Bbws  repaid. 
Have  robb'd  my  ftrong^knit  Sinews  of  their  Strength, 
And  fpight  of  ipighr,  needs  muft  I  reft  a  while. 

Enter  Edward  rmnning. 

Edw.  Smile,  gentle  Heav'n;  or  ftrike,  ungentle  Death; 
For  this  World  frowns^  and  Edwards  Sun  is  clouded. 

War.  How  now,  my  Lord,  what  hap  { What  hope  of  good? 

Enter  Clarence. 

CU.  Our  Hap  is  Lofs,  our  Hope  but  fad  Defpair, 
Our  Ranks  are  brcrfce,  and  Ruin  follows  us. 

,  What 
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What  Counfel  give  you  ?  whether  fhall  we  fly  ?  ; 

Eciw.  Bootlefs  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  Wings, 
And  weak  we  aret  and  cannot  ihun  purfuit.  ' 

Enter  Richard. 

Rich.  Ah  Wanpicl^»  why  haft  thou  withdrawn  thj  felf  t 
Thy  Brother^s  Blood  the  thirfty  Earth  hath  drunk; 
Broach'd  with  the  fteely  point  of  Clifford's  Lzncei 
And  in  the  very  pangs  of  Death  he  cry'd. 
Like  to  a  difmal  Clangor  heard  from  far, 
Warwick,  revenge ;  Brother,  revenge  my  Death. 
So  underneath  the  Belly  of  his  Steeds, 
That  ftain'd  their  Fetlocks  in  his  fmoaking  Blood, 
The  Noble  Gentleman  gave  up  the  Gholf. 

VKtr.  Then  let  the  Earth  be  drunken  with  our  Blood; 
I'll  kill  my  Horfe  becaufe  I  will  not  fly: 
Why  ftand  we  like  foft-hearted  Women  here. 
Wailing  our  Lofles,  whiles  the  Foe  doth  rage. 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  Tragedy 
Were  plaid  in  jcft  by  counterfeiting  Adors. 
Here  on  my  Knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 
ril  never  paufe  again,  never  ftand  ftill, 
,  'Til!  eidier  Death  hath  closed  thefe  Eyes  of  mine. 
Or  Fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

£dw.  O  Warwick^  I  do  bend  my  Knee  with  thine. 
And  in  this  Vow  do  chain  my  Sou]  to  thine* 
And  e'er  my  Knee  ri/e  from  the  Earth's  cold  Face, 
I  throw  my  Hands,  mine  Eyes«  my  Heart  to  thee. 
Thou  Setter  up»  and  Plucker  down  of  Kinesy 
Befeeching  thee  (If  with  thy  Will  it  flianos) 
That  to  my  Foes  this  Body  muft  be  prey» 
Yet  that  thy  Brazen  Gates  of  Heaven  may  ope,^ 
And  give  fweet  paflage  to  my  finful  Soul. 
Now  Lords>  take  leave  until  we  meet  again, 
Where-e*er  it  be,  m  Heaven,  or  in  the  Earth. 

Rich.  Brother,  v 

Give  me  thy  Hand,  and  gentle  Warwick^ 
Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  Arms  s 
I  that  did  never  weepy  now  melt  with  wot. 
That  Winter  fliould  cut  off  our  Spring-time  fa> 

War.  Away,  away: 

Once  more*  fweet  JLordsj  farewel. 

--    -     -  -    —  —  cu 
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Cla.  Yet  let  lis  all  together  to  our  Troops; 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  not  ftay ; 
And  call  them  Pillars  that  will  (land  to  us; 
And  if  we  thrive^  promife  them  fuch  Rewards 
As  Vidors  wear  at  the  OljmpidnG^mcs. 
This  may  plant  Courage  in  their  quailing  fireafts. 
For  yet  is  hope  of  Life  and  ViSory ; 
Fjre-flow  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain.  (^Excmnf. 

Excurfions,    Enter  Richard  ani  Clifford. 
Rich.  Now,  Clifford^  I  have  fingled  thee  alonc^ 
Suppofe  this  Arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  T^rk^ 
And  this  for  RutUnd^  boih  bound  to  reve'nge, 
Wert  thou  environ'd  with  a  Brazen  Wall. 

Ciif.  Now,  Richard^  I  am  with  thee  here  alone. 
This  is  the  Hand  that  ftabb*d  ihv  Father  Tort^ 
JVnd  this  the  Hand  that  (lew  thy  Brother  RmUnd, 
And  here's  the  Heart  that  triumphs  in  their  Deathy 
And  cheers  thefe  Hands  that  fl^w  thy  Sire  andBrother> 
To  ejtecute  the  like  upon  thy  felf. 
And  fo  have  at  thee. 

Tljejfi^ht,  Warwick  cfstcrSy  Clifford  flies. 
Rich.  Nay  ^ni;/ci^  fingle  out  fomc  other  Chacc, 
For  I  my  felf  will  hunt  this  Wolf  to  death.  [Exettnt. ' 

jilarnm.     Enter  Kin£  Henry  alone. 
K.  Henrj.  This  Battel  fares  like  to  the  Morning's  War, 
When  dying  Clouds  contend  with  growing  Light, 
What  time  the  Shepherd  blowing  of  his  Nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfedl  Day  nor  Night. 
Now  fways  it  this  way,  hke  a  mighty  Sea, 
Forc'd  by  the  Tid«  to  combat  with  the  Wind : 
Now  fways  it  that  way,  like  the  felf-fame  Sea, 
Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  ^  of  the  Wind. 
Sometime,  the  Flood  pre  vaifs,  and  then  the  Wind, 
Now,  one  the  better,  then  another  beft. 
Both  tugging  to  be  Vidors,  Breaft  to  Breifti 
Yet  neither  Conqueror,  nor  conqticred; 
So  is  the  equal  poize  of  this  fell  War. 
Here  on  this  Mole-hill  will  t  Cii  me  down, 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  tlie  Vi<5ory : 
For  Margaret  my  Queen,  and  Qiffcrd  too 
Have  chid  me  from  the  Battc7>  fwcaring  bot&,' 
iTiey  profper  be^  of  all  when  I  am  thence.  Would 
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Would  I  were  dead,  if  God's  good  will  were  lb: 
For  what  ii  ifi  this  World,  but  grief  and  woei 
Oh  God!  methinks  it  were  a  happy  Lifc^ 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  Swain, 
To  fit  upon  a  Hill,  as  I  do  now> 
To  carve  out  Dials  queintly,  point  by  point. 
Thereby  to  fee  the  Minutes  bow  they  run : 
How  many  makes  the  Hour  full  compleat. 
How  many  Hours  bring  about  the  Day, 
How  many  Days  will  finifli  up  the  Year, 
How  many  Years  a  mortal  Man  may  live* 
When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times: 
So  many  hours  muft  I  tend  my  Flock, 
Si  many  hours  muft  I  take  my  reft, 
So«many  hours  muft  I  cof)tempIate«^ 
So  many  hours  muft  I  fport  my  felf, 
So  many  days  my  Ewes  have  been  with  young. 
So  many  Weeks  e'er  the  poor  Fools  will  Ban, 
So  many  Months  e'er  I  (ball  (heer  the  Fleece : 
SoMinutes,Hours»DayS|  Weeb^Months^and  Years, 
Paft  over,  to  the  end  tney  were  created. 
Would  bring  white  Hairs  untoga  quiet  Grave* 
Ah  !  what  a  tife  Were  this{  how  fweet^  how  lovely  i 
Gives  not  the  Haw« thorn  Bufti  a  fweeter  (hade 
To  Shepherds,  loddog  On  their  filly  Sheep, 
Than  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  Canopy 
Tfl  Kings,  that  fear  their  Subjects  treachery  ? 
Oh  yes»  it  doth,  a  thoufand-fold  it  doth.   ' 
And  to  conclude,  the  Shepherds  homely  Curds, 
His  cold  thin  drink  out  ot  his  Leather  Bottle* 
His  wonted  fleep,  under  a  ircth  Tree's  (h^lde. 
All  which  fecure,  and  fweetly  he  er>joys, 
Is  far  beyond  a  Prince's  Delicate.^ 

His  Viands  fparUin^  in  1  Golden  Cup,  ^ 

His  Body  couched  m  a  curious  Bed> 
When  Care,  Miftruft,  and  Treaibns  waits  on  him. 
jilarufn.    Enter  a  Spti  thu  had  kilfd  his  Faih^  M  &m  Dht^ 
Mnd  4  Father  that  had  kjlPd  his  S§m  at  aiMh§rD$9r. 
Son.  Ill  blows  the  wind  that  profits  no  body. 
This  Man  whom  hand  to  hand  I  fleW  in  fightj^      ^  * 

May  be  po(re(red  whh  fome  fiqre  of  CcowfcH   . 
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And  I  that,  haply,  take  them  from  him  noWi 

May  yet,  e'er  Night,  yield  both  my  Life  and  them 

To  fomc  Man  elfe«  as  this  dead  Man  doth  me. 

Who's  this?  Oh  God!  it  is  my  Father's  Face, 

Whom  in  this  Conflid,  I»  unawares^  have  kill'd : 

Oh  heavy  times  t  begetting  fuch  events. 

From  LondoHj  by  the  King  was  I  preft  forth. 

My  Father  being  the  Earl  of  Warwicl(%  Man 

Came  on  the  part  ofTork,  preft  by  his  Matter: 

And  I,  who  at  his  hands  received  my  Life, 

Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 

Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did ; 

And  pardon,  Father^  for  I  knew  not  thee> 

My  Tears  (hall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks: 

And  no  more  words,  'till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill.         • 

K.  Htnrj.  O  piteous  fpeftacle  !  O  bloody  times  I 
Whiles  Lions  War,  and  Battel  for  their  Dens, 
Poor  harmlefs  Lambs  abide  their  Enmity. 
Weep,  wretched  Man,  I'll  aid  thee  Tear  for  Tear,  ^ 

And  let  our  Hearts  and  Eyes,  like  civil  War, 
Be  blind  with  Tears,  and  break  o'er*charg^d  with  Grief. 
Enter  a  Father j  kedring  of  his  Son. 

Fath.  Thou  that  fo  ftoutly  haft  refifted  me, 
Give  me  thy  Gold,  if  thou  naft  any  Gold: 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 
But  let  me  fee:  Is  this  our  Foe-man's  Face  ? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  my  only  Son.  , 

Ah  Boy,  if  any  Life  be  left  in  thee. 
Throw  up  thine  Eyej  fee,  fee,  what  Ihowers  arife. 
Blown  with  the  windy  Tempeft  of  my  Heart, 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kills  mine  Eye  and  Heart* 
O  pity,  God,  this  miferable  Age! 
What  ftratagems?  how  fell?  how  butcherly? 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural. 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget? 
O  Boy!  thy  Father  gave  thee  Life  too  foop^ 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  Life  too  late*  [grief; 

K.Htmj.  Woe  above  woe;   grief,  more  than  common 
O  that  my  Death  would  ftay  thefe  rueful  deeds : 
O  pity,  pity,  gentle  Heaven,  pily. 
"^he  red  kofe  and  the  white  are  on  his  Face, 

The 
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The  fatjl  Colours  of  our  driving  Houfcs. 
The  one  his  purple  Blood  right  well  refemble?, 
The  other  his  pale  Cheeks,  merhinks,  prcfenteth : 
Wither  one  Rofe,  and  let  thq  other  flourifh } 
If  you  contend*  a  thoufand  Lives  muft  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  Mother,  for  a  Father's  Death, 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  befatisfy'd? 

Path.  Mow  will  ro/  Wife,  for  (laughter  of  my  Son,'  * 
Shed  Seas  of  Tears,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd? 

K.  Hinry.  How  will  the  Country,  for  the  woful  chances^ 
Mifs-think  the  King,  and  not  be  fatisfy'd? 

Son.  Was  ever  Son  fo  rew'd  a  Father's  Death  i 

Fath.  Was  ever  Father  fo  bcmoan'd  his  Son  ? 

K.  Henry.  WaS  ever  King  fo  griev'd  for  Sub j efts  woe? 
Much  is  your  Sorrow;  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 

Son.  I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 

Fath.  Thefe  Arms  of  mine  (hall  be  thy  winding-iheet^ 
My  heart,  fweet  Boy,  (hall  be  thy  Sepulcher, 
For  from  my  Heart  thine  Image  ne'er  (hall  go. 
My  (ighing  Breaft  (hall  be  thy  Funeral  Beh ; 
And  (b  obfequious  will  thy  Father  be. 
Sad  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more, 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  Sons. 
I'll  bear  thee  hence,  and  let  them  fight  that  will 
For  I  have  murther*d  where  I  (hould  not  kill.  [Exit. 

K.Hinrj.  Sad-hearted  Men,  much  overgone  with  Care; 
Here  fits  a  King,  more  woful  than  you  are. 

Alarums.     Excurfions.    Enter  the  Qneen,  Princ^e  of 

Wales,  and  Exeter. 

Prince.  Fly,  Father,  fly ;  for  all  your  Friends  arc  fled; 
And  Warwick^  rages  like  a  chafed  Bull: 
Away,  for  Death  doth  hold  us  in  purftit. 

Queen.  Mountyoumy  Lord,  towards £ffn<;/ci^poft amain; 
Edward  and  Richard  like  a  brace  of  Grey-hounds, 
Having  the  fearful  flying  Hare  in  fighr. 
With  fiery  Eyes,  fparkling  for  very  wrath. 
And  bloody  Steel  grafbt  in  their  ireful  Hands, 
Are  at  our  backs,  ancl  therefore  hence  amain. 

Exe.  Away;  for  vengeance  comes  along >\ith  them. 
Nay,  (lay  not  to  cxpoftulate,  make  fpee<i#      ' 
Or  elfe  come  after,  Til  away  before. 

Vol.  IV.  D  K.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  fweet  ExMr  .• 

Not  that  I  fear  to  ftay,  but  love  to  go 

Whither  the  Queen  iDtends.  Forward,  away.         [ExcHntm 
A  Uud  Alarum.    Enter  Clifford  wounded. 
Clif.  Here  burns  my  Candle  out;  ay,  here  it  dies. 

Which  whiles  it  lafted,  gave  King  Henry  light. 

O  Lancafierl  I  fear  thy  overthrow. 

More  than  my  Body's  parting  with  my  Soul : 

My  Love  and  Fear  glew'd  many  Friends  to  thee,    [FMlling^ 
'    And  n6w  I  fall,  thy  tough  Commixtures  mdt. 

Impairing  Henrj^  ftrengthning  mifs*proud  Tork^ 

And  whither  fly  the  Gnats,  but  to  the  Sun  2 

And  who  fliines  now,  but  Henry*s  Enemies? 

O  Phcabus !  hadft  thou  never  giv'n  confenr. 

That  Phaeton  Ihould  check  thy  fiery  Steeds, 

Thy  buroing  Car  never  had  fcorch'd  the  Earth. 

And  Henrj^  hadft  thou  fway'd  as  Kings  fhould  do> 

Or  as  thy  Father^  and  his  Father  did. 

Giving  no  ground  unto  the  Houfe  of  Tork^ 

They  never  then  had  fprung  like  Summer  Flies  : 
I,  and  ten  thoufand  in  this  lucklefs  Realm, 
Had  left  no  mourning  Widows  for  our  Death, 
And  thou  this  day,  hadft  kept  thy  Chair  in  peacc^ 
For  what  doth  cherifti  Weeds,  but  gentle  Air? 
And  v/hat  makes  Robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity  ? 
Bootlefs  are  Plaints,  and  curelefs  are  my  Wounds, 
No  way  to  fly,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  out  flight; 
The  Foe  is  mercilefs,  and  will  not  pity : 
For  at  their  Hands  I  have  deferv*d  no  pity. 
The  Air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  Wounds, 
And  much  efFufe  bf  Blood  doth  make  me  faint: 
Come  Torki  and  Richard^  Warwick^  and  the  reft, 
I  ftabb'd  your  Father VBofoms ;  fplit  my  Breaft.  \He  faints. 
Alarum  and  Retreat.    Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  Richard, 

Mountague,  Clarence,  and  Soldiers. 

Edw.  Now  breathe  we  Lords,  good  Fortune  bids  uspawfe. 
And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  War  with  peaceful  looks: 
Some  Troops  purfue  the  bloody-minded  Queen, 
That  led  calixi  Henrj,  though  ht  were  a  King, 
As  doth  a  Sail  fiU'd  with  a  fretting  Guft, 

Conumnd 
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Command  an  Argofie  to  ftem  the  Waves: 

But  think  you  Lords,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them? 

PFkr.  No,  'tis  impoflible  he  (hould  efcape : 
For  though  before  his  Face  I  fpeak  the  word, 
Your  Brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  Grave  ; 
And  wherefoe'cr  he  is  he's  furely  dead.      [CVifford  gra^KS'^ 

Rich.  Whofe  Soul  is  that>  which  takes  her  heavy  leave  ? 
A  deadly  groan,  like  Life  andlTeath's  departing. 
See  who  it  Is, 

Edji/.  And  now  the  Battel's  ended. 
If  Friend  or  Foe,  leit  him  be  gently  ufed. 
,  Rich.  Revoke  that  doom  of  Mercy,  for  *tis  Clifford^ 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  Branch 
In  hewing  Rntland^  when  his  leaves  put  forth. 
But  fet  his  murth'ring  Knife  unto  the  Root, 
From  whence  that  tender  fpray  did  fweetly  fpriag,^ 
I  mean  our  Princely  Father,  Duke  of  Torl^ 

War.  From  oflF  the  Gates  of  2>ri^  fetch  down  the  head. 
Your  Father's  Head,  which  Clifford  placed  there: 
Jnftead  whereof,  let  his  fupply  the  room.    • 
Meafure  for  mcafure  muft  be  anfwered. 

Edw.  Bring  forth  that  fatal  Screecji-owl  to  our  H^afei 
That  nothing  fung  but  Death  to  us  and  ours  t 
Now  death  fhall  flop  his  difmal  threatning  found. 
And  his  ill-boadiog  Tongue  no  more  (hall  fpeak* 

War.  I  think  his  underftanding  is  bereft: 
Speak  Clifford^  doft  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee? 
Dark  cloudy  Death  o'er*fhades  his  Beams  of  Life, 
And  he  nor  k^s^  nor  hears  us,  what  we  fay. 

Rich.  O  would  he  did ;  and  fo,  perhaps,  he  doth> 
*Tis  but  his  policy  .to  counterfeit, 
Becaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  taunts 
Which  in  the  time,  of  death  he  gave  our  Father. 
.  Cla.  If  fo  thdii  thinkft, 
Vex  him  with  eager  words. 

Rich.  CliJ^rdj  ask  Mercy,  and  obtain  no  Grace* 

^dii^.  Qifford^  repent  in  bootlcfs  penitence. 

fVar.'  Cliffords  devife  excufes  for  thy  faults. 

Cla.  While  we  devife  fell  Tortures  for  thy  fault<^. 

if/t/;.  Thou  didft  love  Tork,^  and  I  am  Son  to  Tork. 

idw.  Tli:)U  piticd'ft  RntUnd^  I  will  pity  thte. 
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Cld.  Where's  Captain  Margaret,  to  fence  you  now? 
War.  They  mock  thee,  Cltffordy 
Sv/ear,  as  thou  waft  wont. 

Rich.  Whas  not  an  Oath!  Nay,  then  the  World  goes  hard. 
When  Clifford  cannot  fpare  his  Friends  an  Oath: 
I  know  by  that  he's  dead,  and  by  my  Soul, 
If  this  right  hand  would  buy  but  two  hours  life. 
That  J,  in  all  defpighr,  might  rail  at  him» 
This  hand  fliould  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  iffuing  Blood 
Stifle  the  Villain,  whofc  unftanched  thirft 
Tork^  and  young  RutUnd^  could  not  fatisfie. 

War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead.     Off  with  the  Traitor's  Head, 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  Father's  ftands, 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march, 
There  to  be  crowned  England^%  Royal  King : 
From  whence  (lull  Wurivick^  cut  the  Sea  to  France^ 
And  ask  the  Lady  Bona  for  thy  Queen. 
So  (halt  thou  finew  both  thcfe  Lands  together. 
And  \i\v\v\%  France  thy  Friend,  thou  (halt  not  dread 
The  fcatter'd  Foe,  that  hopes  to  rife  again: 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fting  to  hurt. 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buz  to  offend  thine  Ears. 
Firft  will  I  fee  the  Coronation, 
And  then  to  Britanj  Til  crofs  the  Sea, 
To  eflFed  this  Marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  Lord. 

Edw.  Even  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  ff'arwickjt  let  it  be; 
For  on  thy  Shoulder  do  I  build  my  Scat : 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing 
Wherein  thy  Counfd  and  Confentis  wanting. 
Richardj  I  will  create  thee  Duke  of  Glo^fier^ 
And  George  of  Clarence;  Warwick  as  our  fdf 
Shall  do,  and  undo,  as  him  pleafech  bcft.  • 

Rich.  Let  me  be  Duke  of  Clarence,  George  of  Glo^Jler^ 
For  Glo*fier%  Dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War.  Tut,  that's  a  foolifli  obfcrvation: 
Richardy  be  Duke  of  Glo'fier :  Now  to  London^ 
To  fee  thefe  honours  in  poflTcfGon.  \  Exeunt. 
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ACT   III.     SCENE   I. 

Enter  Sinklo,   and  Humphry,  wth  Crofsbows  in  their 

Hands. 

Sink^  T  TNdcrthis  thick  grown  brake  wt'll  (hrowd  our  felves; 
kJ   For  through  this  Laund  anon  the  Deer  will  come* 
And  in  this  Covert  will  we  make  our  Stand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  Deer. 

Hmmp.  ril  ftay  above  the  HilJ,  fo  both  may  (hoot. 

Sink.  That  cannot  be,  the  noife  of  thy  Crofs-llow 
Will  fcare  the  Herd,  and  fo  my  flioot  is  loft: 
Here  ftand  we  both*  and  aim  we  at  the  beft. 
And,  for  the  time  Qiall  not  feem  tedious^ 
I'll  tell  thee  what  befel  me  on  a  Day, 
In  this  felf'place,  where  now  we  mean  to  ftand* 

Sink.  Here  comes  a  Man,  let's  ftay  'till  he  be  paft. 
Enter  King  Henry  with  a  Prajer^Book* 

K.  Henry.  From  Scotland  am  I  ftoPn  even  of  pure  love, 
To  greet  mine  own  Land  with  my  wifliful  fight: 
No  Harrjt  Harrj^  'tis  no  Land  of  thin?. 
Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  Scepter  wrung  fiom  thee. 
Thy  Balm  waftit  off  wherewith  thou  waft  anointed, 
^fo  bending  Knee  will  call  thee  Ctfar  now. 
No  humble  Sutors  prcfs  to  fpeak  for  right  : 
No«  not  a  Man  comes  for  redrcfs  to  thee; 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  my  k\{\ 

Sink.  Ay,  here's  a  Deer,  whofe  Skin's  a  Keeper's  Fee: 
This  is  the  cjHondam  King;  let's  feize  upon  him. 

K.Henrj.  Let  me  embrace  the  four  Adverfaries, 
For  wife  Men  fay,  it  is  the  wifeft  courfe. 

Hi$mp.  Why  linger  we?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

Sink^  Forbear  a  while,  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 

K.  Henrj.  My  Queen  and  Son  are  gone  to  France  for  ad : 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commandiniR  Warwick. 
Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  King's  Sifter 
To  Wife  for  Edward.  If  this  news  be  true, 
Poor  Queen,  and  Son,  your  labour  i%  but  loft : 
For  Warwick,  is  a  fubtle  Orator;* 
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And  Lewh  a  Prince  foon  won  with  moving  Words: 

hy  this  account  then  Margaret  may  win  him> 

1  or  Ihe's  a  Woman  to  be  pitied  much: 

Her  fighs  will  make  a  bittVy  in  his  Brcaft^ 

Her  Tears  will  pierce  into  a  Marble  Heart: 

The  Tyger  will  be  mild,  whiles  (he  doth  mourn ; 

And  Nero  wil}  be  tainted  with  remorfe, 

To  hear  and  fee  her  plaints,  her  brinifti  TcarSt 

Ay,  but  (he's  come  to  beg,  Warwick  to  give: 

S'he  on  his  left  fide  craving  Aid  for  Henry  y 

He  on  his  right,  asking  a  Wife  for  Edward. 

S>he  weeps,*  and  fays,  her  Hcnrj  is  depos'd; 

He  fmiles,  and  fays,  his  Edward  \%  inftall'd; 

That  {he  poor  wretch  for  grief  can  fpeak  no  more: 

Whiles  WurwickttWs  his  Title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 

Jnfeireth  Arguments  of  mighty  ftrength. 

And  in  conclufion  wins  tie  King  from  her. 

With  promife  of  his  Sifter,  and  what  clfe. 

To  ftrengthen  and  fupport  King  Edward^s  place* 

O  Jtfargarety  thus  *twiJl  be,  and  thou  (poor  Soul) 

Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  went'ft  forlorn. 

Hum.  Say,  what  art  tbou  that  talk'ft  of  Kings,  and  Queens  ? 

K.  Henrj.  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefs  than  I  was  born  to  J 
A  Man  at  leaft,  for  Icfs  I  ftiould  not  be ; 
And  Men  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Htim.  Ay,  but  thou  talk'ft  as  if  thou  wert  a  King. 

K.  Henry.  Why  fo  I  am,  in  Mind,  and  that's  enough, 

Hsim.  But  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy  Crown  ? 

K.'Henry.  My  Crown  is  in  my  Heart,  not  on  my  Head  5 
Not  deck'd  with  Diamonds,  and  Indian  Stones ; 
Not  to  be  feen:  My  Crown  iscall'd  Content^ 
A  Crown  it  is  that  feldom  Kings  enjoy. 

HhwI.  Well,  if  you  be  a  King  crown'd  with  Content, 
Your  CrowB  Ccntent,  2nd  you  muft  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us.     For,  as  we  think. 
You  are  the  King,  King  Edward  hath  depos'd : 
And  we  his  Subjefts,  fA^orn  in  all  Allegiance, 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  Enemy. 

K.Henry.  But  did  you  never  fwear,  and  break  an  Oath. 

Hum.  No,  never  fuch  an  Oath,  nor  will  not  now. 

k.  Henry.  Where  did  you  dwell  when  I  was  King  of  En^'- 
iandi  H^SfTfo, 
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Hum,  Here  in  this  Country,  where  we  now  remain. 
K.  Hc»ry.  I  was  anointed  King  at  nine  Months  old. 
My  Father,  and  my  Grandfather  were  Kings ; 
And  you  were  fworn  true  Subjeds  unto  me: 
And  teli  me  then*  have  you  not  broke  your  Oaths  ? 
Smk..  No,  for  we  were  Subjefts  but  while  you  were  a  King. 
AT.  Henrj.  Why,  am'  I  dead  ?  do  I  not  breathe  a  Man  ? 
Ah  fimple  Men,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear: 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  Feather  from  my  Face, 
And  as  the  Air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
Obeying  with  my  Wind  when  I  do  blow. 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows. 
Commanded  always  by  the  greater  guft ; 
Such  is  the  lightnefs  of  you  common  Men. 
But  do  not  break  your  Oath,  for  of  that  Sin 
My  mild  intreaty  (hall  not  make  you  guilty^ 
Go  where  you  will,  the  King  ihall  be  commanded. 
And  be  you  Kings,  command*  and  I'll  obey. 

SImI^  We  are  true  Subjeds  to  the  King, 
King  EdwMrd. 

K.  Henrj.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry 9 
If  he  were  feated  as  King  Edward  is. 

Sink.  Wr  charge  you  in  God's  Name  and  in  the  KingV, 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  Officers. 

K.  Henry.  In  God's  Name  lead,  your  King's  Name  be  o- 
And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  King  perform,  [hey'd. 
And,  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  [Exennt . 

Enter King^A^zvd^  Gloucefter,  Clarence,  and  Ladj  Gray 

ICEdw.  Brotherof  Glofier,  at  St.  Alhan%Vk\d 
This  Lady's  Husband,  Sir  Richard  Gray^  was  flain, 
His  Land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  Conqueror  : 
Her  fuit  is  now,  to  repoflefs  thofe  Lands, 
Which  we  in  Juftice  cannot  well  deny, 
Becaufe  in  quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork^ 
The  worthy  Gentleman  did  lofe  his  Life» 

Glo.  Your  Highnefs  (hall  do  well  to  grant  her  Suit:         I 
It  were  diflionour  to  deny  it  her. 
K.Edw.  It  were  no  lefs;  but  yet  V\\  makeapaufe. 
Glo.  Yea/ is  it  fo? 
I  fee  the  Lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
B:fore  the  King  will  giant  her  humble  Suit, 
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Our.  He  knows  the  Gam^  how  true  he  keeps  the  Wiad  ? 

Glo.  Silence. 

K.  Edw.  Widow,  we  will  confider  of  your  fuir. 
And  come,  fome  other  time,  to  know  our  Mind. 

Graj.  Ri};ht  gracious  Lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay. 
May  it  pleale  your  Highnefs  to  Kfolve  me  now. 
And  what  your  pl:fafure  is,  lliall  fatisfic  mc. 

Glo.  Ay,  Widow !  then  Til  warrant  you  all  your  LaiK{s» 
And  if  what  pleafcshim,  fhall  pleafc  you  : 
'  Fight  clofcr,  or  good  faith  you'll  catch  a  blow. 
CUr.  I  fear  her  nor,  unlcfs  llie  chance  to  fall. 
Glo.  God  forbid  that,  for  he'll  take  vantages. 
K.Edw.  How  many  Children  haft  thou.  Widow?  tellme* 
Clar.  I  think  he  means  to  beg  a  Child  of  her. 
Glo.  Nay  then  whip  me;  he'll  rather  give  her  two» 
Gray.  1  hrec,  my  moft  gracious  Lord. 
Glo.  You  fliall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  him. 
K.  Ediv.  'Twcre  pity  they  fliould  lofe  their  Fathei's  Lands* 
Gray.  Be  pitiful,  dread  Lord,  and  grant  it  then. 
K.  Edw.  Lord«,  give  us  leave,  Til  try  this  Widow's  wit. 
Glo.  Ay,  good  leave  have  you,  for  you  will  have  leave, 
^Till  Youth  take  have,  and  leave  you  to  the  Crutch. 

K.  Edw.  Now  tell  mc,  Midam,  do  you  love  your  Children. 
Gray.  Ay,  fall  as  dearly  as  I  love  my  fclf. 
K.  Edw.  And  wouKl  you  nor  do  much  to  do  them  good. 
Gray.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  fuftain  fome  harm. 
A".  Edu\  Then  get  your  Husband^s  Lands,  to  do  them  good. 
Gray.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  Majefty. 
K.  Edw.  I'll  tell  you  how  thefc  Lands  are  to  be  got. 
Gray.  So  fliall  you  bind  me  to  your  Highnefs  Service. 
K.Edw.  What  Service  wilt  thou  do  mc,  if  I  give  them? 
Gray.  What  you  command  that  refls  in  me  to  do. 
K.Edw.  B  It  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  Boon. 
Gray.  No>  gracious  Lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 
K.Edw.  Ay,  but  thou  canft  do  uhit  I  mean  to  ask. 
Gray.  Why  then  I  will  do  what  your  Grace  commands. 
Glo.  He  plies  her  hard,  and  much  Rain  wears  the  Marble» 
Clar.  As  red  as  fire!  nay,  then  her  Wax  will  melt. 
Gray.  Why  flops  ray  Lord?  (hall  I  not  hear  my  Task? 
K.Edu*.  AncafieTask,  *tis  but  to  love  a  King. 
Cray.  That's  foon  ptrfo:m'd,  becaufe  I  am  a  Subjeft. 
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K.  Edw.  Why  then,  thy  Husband's  Lands  I  freely  give  thee. 

Gray,  l  take  my  leave  with  many  thoufand  Thanks, 

Clo.  The  match  is  made*  fliefeals  it  with  a  Curtfie.  ** 
.  K.  Edw.  But  ftay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  Love  I  mean. 

Gray.  The  fruits  of  Love,  I  mean,  my  loving  Liege, 

K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  I  fear  me  in  another  fenfe. 
What  Love*  think'ft  thou,  I  Aie  fo  much  to  get? 

GrMj.  My  Love  *till  Death,  my  humbleThanks,  my  Prayers. 
That  Love  which  Virtue  begs,  and  Virtue  grants. 

K.  Edw.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  fuch  Love. 

GrMj.  Why  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 

K.  Edw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  Mind. 

GrajM  My  Mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Your  Highnefs  aims  at*  if  I  aim  aright. 

K.Edw.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lye  with  thee. 

Gr^.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  lye  in  Prifon. 

iC  Edw.  Why  then  thou  ihalt  not  have  thy  Husband's 
Lands. 

Gray.  Why  then  mine  Honefty  (hall  be  my  Dower, 
For  by  that  Lofs  I  will  not  purchafe  them. 

K.  Edw.  Therein  thou  wrong'ft  thy  Children  mightily. 

Gray.  Herein  your  Highnefs  wrongs  both  them  and  me ; 
But*  mighty  Lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  fadnefs  of  my  Suit ; 
Pleafe  you  difmifs  me,  either  with  Ay,  or  No. 

K.  Edw.  Ay  ;  if  thou  wilt  fay  Ay  to  my  requeft  ; 
No  ;  if  thou  doft  fay  No  to  ny  demand. 

Gray.  Then  No,  my  Lord ;  my  Suit  is  at  an  end. 

Glo.  The  Widow  likes  him  not*  (he  knits  her  Brows. 

CUr.  He  is  the  blunteft  Wooer  in  Chrifteodom. 

K.  Edw.  Her  Looks  do  argue  her  repleat  with  Modelly, 
Her  Words  do  (hew  her  Wit  incomparable* 
All  her  Perfedions  challenge  Sovereignty, 
One  way  or  other  (he  is  for  a  King, 
And  (he  (hall  be  my  Love,  or  elfe  my  Queen. 
Siy,  that  King  Edward  take  thee  for  his  Queen  ? 

Gray.  'Tis  better  faid  than  done,  my  gracious  Lord  ; 
I  am  a  SubjeA  fit  to  jeft  withal. 
But  far  unBt  to  be  a  Sovereign* 
K.  Edw.  Sweet  Widow,  by  my  State  I  fwear  to  thee, 

I 


1578  The  7hird  Part  of  vr: -:^ 

\  fpeak  no  more  than  what  my  Soul  xnttnds. 

And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  Love.  "^"V 

Gr*%j.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto  : 
I  know  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  Queen, 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  Concubine. 

K.Edw.  You  cavil,  Widow,  I  did  mean  my  Queen* 
Gray.  'Twill  grieve  your  Grace,   my  Sons  (hall  call  yon 
K.  Edw.  No  more  than  v/hen  my  Daughters        [Father* 
Call  thee  Mother* 

Thou  art  a  Widow,  and  thou  haft  fome  Children, 
And  by  God's  Mother,  I  being  but  a  B^tchelor, 
Have  other  fome.     Why,  'ti:.  a  happy  thing. 
To  be  the  Father  qnto  many  Sons: 
Anfwer  no  more,  for  thou  (halt  be  my  Queen. 

Glo.  The  Ghoftly  Father  now  haih  done  his  Shrift* 
Gar.  When  he  was  made  a  Shriver,  it  was  for  a  fhift* 
K.  Edw.  Brother,  you  mufe  what  Chat  we  two  have  htd^ 
Glo.  The  Widow  likes  it  not,  for  ihe  looks  fad. 
A'.  Edw.  You'ld  think  it  ftrange,  if  I  ftiould  marry  her. 
CUr.  To  whom,  my  Lord? 
K.  Edw.  Why  CUrcffce,  to  my  felf. 
(7/(7.  That  would  be  ten  days  wonder  at  the  leaft. 
Cur.  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  Wonder  lafts. 
G!o.  By  fo  much  is  the  Wonder  in  extrcams. 
K.  Edw.  Well,  jeft  on.  Brothers,  I  can  tell  you  both^ 
Ker  fait  is  granted  for  her  Husband's  Lands. 

Enter  a  Nobleman. 
Nob.  My  pracious  Lord,  Hertrj  your  Foe  is  taken. 
And  brought  your  Prifoncr  to  your  Palace  Gate. 

A".  Edw.  See  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower : 
And  go  we.  Brothers,  to  the  Man  that  took  him. 
To  queftion  of  his  Apprchenfion, 
Widow,  go  you  along:  Lords,  ufe  her  honourably. 

[Exenpit. 
Manet  Glouceftcr. 
Glo.  Ay,  Edward  willufc  Women  honourably. 
Would  he  were  wafted,  Marrow,  Bones  and  all. 
That  from  his  Loins  no  hopeful  Branch  may  fpring. 
To  crofs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  lor: 
And  yer,  between  my  Soul's  dc/ire  and  mc, 
Thf  luftful  Edward's  Title  buried, 
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Is  CUrenciy  Henrj\  and  his  Son  young  Edward^ 

And  all  the  unlook'd  for  Iflue  of  their  Bodjer^ 

To  take  their  Rooms  e*er  I  can  place  my  felf : 

A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpofe. 

Why  then  I  do  but  dream  on  Sovereignty, 

Like  one  that  ftands  upon  a  Promontory, 

And  fpys  a  far-off  fhore,  where  he  would  treacj, 

Wifliing  his  Foot  were  equal  with  his  Eye, 

And  chides  the  Sea  that  funders  him  from  thence. 

Saying,  he'll  lave  it  dry  to  have  his  way : 

So  do  I  wi(h  the  Crown,  being  fo  far  off. 

And  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keeps  me  from  it, 

AiM  fo  (I  fay;  1*11  cut  the  Caufes  off, 

Flattering  me  with  Impoffibilities : 

My  Eye  s  too  quick,  my  Heart  o'cr-weens  too  much, 

Unlefs  my  Hand  and  Strength  could  equal  them. 

Well,  fay  there  is  no  Kingdom  then  for  Richard; 

What  other  pleafure  can  the  World  afford  ? 

I'll  make  my  Heaven  in  a  Lady's  lap. 

And  deck  my  Body  in  gay  Ornaments, 

And  'witch  fweet  Ladies  with  my  Words  and  Looks. 

Oh  miferable  thought !  and  more  unlikely, 

Than  to  accompli ftt  twenty  Golden  Crowns. 

Why,  Love  forfwore  me  in  my  Mother's  Womb; 

AuOy  for  I  ihould  not  deal  in  her  foft  Laws, 

She  did  corrupt  frail  Nature  with  fome  Bribe, 

To  Ihrink  mine  Arm  like  toa  withei'd  ftirub. 

To  make  an  envious  Mountain  on  my  Back, 

Where  fits  Deformity  to  mock  my  Body  j 

To  fliapemy  Legs  of  an  unequal  fize, 

To  difproportion  me  in  every  part:    * 

Like  to  a  Chaos,  or  unlick'd  Bear  whelp 

That  carries  no  imprefiion  like  the  Dam. 

And  am  I  then  a  Man  to  be  bclov'd? 

Oh  monftrous  Fault,  to  harbour  fuch  a  Thought. 

/Then*  fince  this  Earth  affords  no  Joy  to  me. 

But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'er-bear  fuch 

As  are  oF  better  Perfon  than  my  felf; 

ril  make  my  Heaven  to  dream  unon  the  Crown, 

And  whiles  I  live  t'account  this  World  but  Hell, 

yntil  this  mifi-ihap'd  Trunk  that  bears  this  Head, 
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Be  round  impated  with  1  glorious  Crown. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  Crown,^ 

For  many  Lives  ftand  between  me  and  home  .* 

And  I»  Uke  one  loft  in  a  thorny  Wood» 

That  rents  the  Thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  Thorns^ 

Seeking  a  way,  and  ftraying  from  the  way» 

Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  Air> 

But  toiling  defperatcly  to  find  it  out. 

Torment  my  felf  to  catch  the  £»g/i/&  Crown ; 

And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  my  felf. 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  Ax. 

Why  I  can  fmile,  and  marcher  whiles  I  fmile, 

Ancl  cry.  Content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  Heart, 

And  wet  my  Cheeks  with  artificial  Tears, 

And  frame  my  Face  to  all  Occafions. 

I'll  drown  more  Sailors  than  the  Mermaid  (hallj 

rilflay  more  Gazers  than  the  Bafilisk, 

111  play  the  Orator  as  well  as  Neftorj 

Deceive  more  (lily  than  Vljjfes  could. 

And  like  a  Sinon^  take  another  Troj. 

I  can  add  Colours  to  the  Camelion, 

Change  (hapcs  with  Proteus  for  Advantages* 

And  fet  the  murtherous  Matchcvil  to  School. 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  Crown? 

Tut,  were  it  farther  off,  Til  pluck  it  down.  [ExiK 

SCENE    IL 

Flourijlj.  Enter  King  Lewis,  Bona,  Bourbon,  Prince  tf 
Wales,  Queen  Margaret,  and  the  Earl  <?/ Oxford.  Lewis 
fits^  and  rtfeth  ttp  again^ 

K.  Lnv.  Fair  Queen  of  England,  worthy  Aiargaret^ 
Sit  down  with  us;  it  ill  befits  thy  State, 
And  Birth,  that  thou  (hould'ft  ftand,  whiles  Lewis  fits. 

Queen.  No,  mighty  Xing  of  France  i  now  Margaret 
Muft  ftrike  her  Sail,  and  learn  a  while  to  ferve. 
Where  Kings  command.     I  was,  I  muft  confefs. 
Great  Albion  s  Queen,  in  former  golden  Days : 
But  now  mifchance  hath  tro4  my  Title  down. 
And  with  diihonour  laid  me  on  the  Ground, 

Where 
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Where  I  muft  take  like  feat  unto  my  Fortune, 
And  to  my  humble  feat  confirm  my  felf. 

K.  Lew.  Why  fay,  fair  Queen,  whence  fprings  this  deep 
defpairi 

Queen.  From  fuch  a  caufe  as  fills  mine  Eyes  with  Tears, 
And  (lops  my  Tongue,  while  Heart  is  drowJi'd  in  Cares. 

K.  Lew.  Wfaace'er  it  be,  be  thou  ftill  like  thy  felf. 
And  fit  thee  by  our  fide.  [^Seats  hgr  hj  him. 

Yield  not  thy  Neck  to  Fortune's  yoak. 
But  let  thy  dauntlefs  Mind  ftill  ride  io  triumph 
Over  all  mifchance. 

Be  plain.  Queen  Margareu  and  tell  thy  Grief, 
It  (hall  be  eas*d,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 
Queen.  Thofe  gracious  Words  revive  my  drooping  Thoughts, 
And  give  my  Tongue-ty*d  Sorrows  leave  to  fp^. 
Now  therefore  be  it  known  to  Noble  Lcwis^ 
That  Henrj^  fole  poffeflbr  of  my  Love, 
Is,  of  a  King,  become  a  banifh'd  Man. 
And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  Forlorn; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edwardj  Duke  of  Turk: 
Ufurps  the  Regal  Title,  and  the  Seat 
Of  EngUn£%  true  anointed  lawful  King. 
This  is  the  caufe  that  I,  poor  Margaret^ 
With  this  my  Son  Prince  Edwardy  Henrj\  Heir, 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  juft  and  lawful  Aid: 
And  if  thou  fail  us>  all  our  hope  is  dpne. 
Scotland  hath  Will  to  help,  but  cannot  help: 
Our  People,  and  our  Peerf,  are  both  mifs-Ied» 
Our  Treafure  feiz'd,  our  Soldiers  put  to  flight. 
And,  as  thou  feeff,  our  felves  in  heavy  plight. 

K.Lew.  Renowned  Queen,  with  patience  calm  the  Storm, 
While  we  bethirk  a  means  to  break  it  off. 

Queen.  The  more  we  ftay,  the  ftronger  grows  our  Foe. 

K.  Lew.  The  more  I  ftay,  the  more  Til  fuccour  thee. 

Queen.  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  Sorrow. 
And  fee  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  Sorrow. 

Enter  Warwick. 

K.  Lew.  What's  he  approacheth  boldly  to  our  prefcnce  ? 

Queen.  Our  Earl  of  Warwick^  Edwards  greateft  Friend. 

K.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick^  what  brings  thee  to 
France  ?  [He  defcends.    She arifeth. 

Queen. 
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Oneen.  Ay,  now  begins  a  fecond  Storm  to  rifci 
For  this  is  he  that  moves  both  Wind  and  Tide. 
,    Wur.  From  worthy  Edward^  King  of  Albion^ 
My  Lord  and  Sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  Friend, 
I  come  ("in  Kindnefs  and  unfeigned  Lovc^ 
Firft  to  do  greetings  to  thy  Royal  Perfon, 
And  then  to  crave  a  League  of  Amity; 
Andhftly*  to  confirm  that  Amity 
With  Nuptial  Knot,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  grant 

That  vertuous  Lady  Bonaj  thy  fair  Sifter, 

To  EngUnd^s  King  in  lawful  Marriage. 

Oueen.  If  that  go  forward,  fiifw/s  hope  is  done. 

War,   And  gracious  Madam,  [j^^^ki»£  t§  BoniV 

In  our  King's  behalf* 

I  am  cGOnmandedi  with  your  leave  and  favour. 

Humbly  to  kifs  your  Hand;  and  with  my  Tongue 

To  tell  the  paffion  of  my  Sovereign's  Heart; 

Where  Fame,  late  cntring  at  his  heedful  Ears, 

Hath  plac'd  thy  Beauty's  Image,  and  thy  Viitue. 
Queen.  King  Lewis,  and  Lady  Bona^  hear  me  fpealr. 

Before  you  anfwcr  JVurwick*    His  demand 

Springs  not  from  Edward^s  well-meant  honcft  Love^ 

But  from  Deceit  bred  by  Neceflity  t 

For  how  can  Tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 

Unlefs  Abroad  they  purchace  great  Alliance  ? 

To  prove  him  Tyrant,    this  reafon  may  fufficei 

That  Henry  livcth  ftill;  but  were  he  dead. 

Yet  here  Pv'inct  Edward  ftands,  King  Henrf%  Son." 

Look  therefore  LewiSj  that  by  this  League  and  Marriage 

Thou  draw  not  on  thy  Danger  andDilhonouf: 

For  though  Ufurpers  fway  the  Rule  a  while,. 

Yet  Heavens  are  juft,  and  Time  fuppreffeth  Wrongs*. 
War.  Injurious  Margaret. 
Prince.  And  why  not  Queen? 
War.  Becaufe  thy  Father //"<?;»r7  did  ufurp. 

And  thou  no  more  art  Prince  than  (he  is  QueenJ  . 
Oxf.  Then  VVi^n/;ici^  difannuls  great  John  of  Gaunh 

Which  did  fubdue  the  greateft  part  of  Spain; 

And  after  John  of  Gauntj  Henrj  the  Fourth, 

Whofe  Wifdom  was  a  Mirror  to  the  wifeft^ 

An^  after  that  wife  Prince,  Henrj  the  FifUi^       r^;:,::  •    v.  .  . 
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who  by  his  Prowefs  conquered  all  France: 
From  thefe  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 

fTar.  Oxfordy  how  haps  it  in  this  fmooth  Difcourfe, 
You  told  nor,  how  Henry  the  Sixth  hath  loft 
All  that,  which  Henrj  the  Fifth  had  gotten ; 
Methinks  thefe  Peers  of  France  (hould  fmile  at  that. 
But  for  the  reft;  you  tell  a  Pedigree 
Of  threefcore  and  two  Years,  a  (illy  tinie 
To  make  prefcription  for  a  Kingdom's  worth. 

Qxf.  Why  Warwicl^  canft  thou  fpeak  agairift  my  Liege 
Whom  thou  obey'dft  thirty  and  fix  Years, 
And  not  bewray  thy  Treafon  with  a  Wufh  ? 

fTar.  Can  Oxford^  that  did  ever  fence  the  right. 
Now  buckler  falfhood  with  a  Pedigree? 
For  (hame  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward  King. 

Oxf.  Call  him  my  King,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elder  Brother,  the  Lord  jinhrej  fere 
Was  done  to  Death?  and  more  than  fo,  my  Father, 
Even  in  the  downfall  T)f  his  mellow'd  Years, 
When  Nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  Death? 
No  Warwickjt  no  ;  while  Life  upholds  this  Arm, 
This  Arm  upholds  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier. 

War.  And  I  the  Houfe  of  Tork. 

K.  Lew,  Queen  Margaret^  Prince  Edward^  and  Oxford 
Vouchfafe  at  our  requeft,  to  fland  afrde. 
While  I  ufe  farther  Conference  witli  IVarwick* 

[Tkey  fiand  dlo^. 

Queen.  Heavens  grant  that  XVarwic](%  Words  bev/itch  hinl 

IK)t. 

K.  Lew.  Now  Warwick^  tell  me  even  upon  Hiy  Confcience, 
Is  Edward  your  true  King  .<*  for  I  were  loath. 
To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  chofcn, 

JVar.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  Credit,  and  mine  Honoun 

K.  Lew.  ^ut  is  he  gracious  in  the  Peoples  Eyes? 

War.  The  niore,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

K.Lew.  Then  further;  all  diffembling  ftt  aCde, 
Tell  me  for  truth,  the  mcafure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  Sifter  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  feems, 
As  may  bcfeem  a  Monarch  like  h'mfclf : 
My  felf  have  often  heard  him  fay  and  f\v'car, 

That 
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That  this  his  Love  was  an  external  Plant, 
Whereof  the  Root  was  fix'd  in  Virtue's  grounds 
The  Leaves  and  Fruit  maintained  with  Beauty's  Smv 
Exempt  from  Envy,  but  not  from  Difdain, 
Unlefs  the  Lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Lew.  Now  Sifter,  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolve. 

Bona.  Your  grant>  or  your  denial,  (hall  be  mine. 
Yet  I  confefs,  that  oft^n  e*cr  this  Day,     \Speaks  to  Warwick* 
When  I  have  heard  your  King's  defert  recountedj 
Mine  Ear  hath  tempted  Judgment  todeiire. 

K.Lcw.  Then  ^rw;/c;^,  this : 
Our  Sifter  fliall  be  Edwants. 
And  now  forthwith  (hall  Articles  be  drawn. 
Touching  the  Jointure  that  your  King  muft  make) 
Which  wkh  her  Dowry  (hall  be  counterpoised : 
Draw  near,  Queen  Margaret^  and  be  a  witnefs. 
That  Bona  ftiall  be  Wife  to  th'  Englifl}  King. 

Prince.  To  Edward^  but  not  to  the  Englifl)  King. 

Queen.  Deceitful  MVarwick^  it  was  thy  device, 
Bythis  Alliance  to  make  void  my  Suit ; 
Before  thy  coming,  Lew'n  was  Henrf%  Friend. 

JT,  Lew.  And  ftill  is  Friend  to  him  and  Margaret  \ 
But  if  your  Title  to  the  Crown  be  weak. 
As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  Succcfs; 
Then  'tis  but  reafon  that  I  be  releas'd 
From  giving  Aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
Yet  (hall  you  have  all.kindnefs  at  my  Hand> 
That  your  Eftatc  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland  at"  his  eafei 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  can  he  lofe. 
And  as  for  you  your  (elf,  our  quondam  Queen, 
You  have  a  Father  able  to  maintain  you> 
And  better  it  were  you  troubled  him,  than  France. 

Queen.  Peace,  impudent  and  fliamelefs  Warwick^  peace^ 
Proud  fetter  up,  and  puller  down  of  Kini^s, 
I  will  not  hence,  'till  with  my  Talk  and  Tears 
f  Both  full  of  Truth)  I  make  King  Lewis  behold 
Thy  fly  Conveyance,  and  thy  Lord's  falfe  Love. 

[Pofi  blowing  a  HornwltUm. 
For  both  of  you  are  Birds  of  felf  famp  Feather. 

K.Lw. 
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K.  Lew.  Warwick^  this  is  forae  Poft  to  us,  or  thee. 

Enter  n  Poft. 

Poft.  My  Lord  Ambaflador, 
Theft  Letters  are  for  you ;  \To  Warwick. 

Sent  from  your  Brother,  MarqueTs  Monta:gme. 
Thefe  from  our  King  unto  your  Majefty.  \ToK.  Lew. 

And  Madam,  thefe  ior  you,  \T0  the  Queen. 

From  whom  I  know  not4  [^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^^  Letters. 

Oxf^  I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  Queen  and  Miftrefs 
Smiles  at  her  News,  while  \VArwickSi^'9in%  at  bi^« 

Prince.  Nay j  mark  how  Lewit  *  ftamps  as  he  were  nettled. 
I  hope  all's  for  the  beft, 

K.Lew.  Warwick*  what  are  thy  Newsf 
And  yours,  fair  Queen  ? 

Queen.  Mine  fuch  as  fills  my  Heart  with  unhoptt  Joys. 

War.  Mine  full  of  Sorrow,  and  Heart's  Difcontent; 

K.  Lew.  What !  has  your  King  Married  the  Lady  Grsj^ 
And  noW|  to  footh  your  Forgery  and  his. 
Sends  me  a  Paper  to  perfwade  me  Patience  f 
1%  this  Alliance  that  he  feeks  wiih  France  f 
Dare  he  prefume  to  fcorn  us  in  this  manner?    . 

Queen.  I  told  your  Majefty  as  much  before: 
This  proveth  Edward's  Love,  and  ff^arwicl^  Honcfty. 

War.  King  Lewis,  I  here  proteft  in  fight  of  Heaven, 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  Heav'nly  Blift, 
That  I  am  dear  from  this  Mifdeed  of  EdwanTs; 
No  more  my  King ;  for  he  dishonours  me. 
But  moft  himftlf,  if  he  coifld  fee  his  Shame. 
Did  I  forget,  that  by  theHoufe  of  Tork, 
My  Father  taiile  untimely  to  his  Death  ? 
Did  I  letpafs  th'  abufe  done  to  my  Niece? 
Did  I  iinpale  him  with  the  Regal  Crown  ? 
Did  t  put  Henry  from  his  Native  Right? 
And  ani I  guerdon*d  at  the  laft  with  Shame? 
Shame  on  faimfelf,  for  my  Defert  is  Honour. 
And  to  repair  my  Honour  loft  for  him, 
1  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henrj. 
My  Noble  Q^»een,  let  former  grudges  pafsi 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  Servitor: 
\  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  Lady  Bena^     » 
And  replant  Hemrj  in  his  foiteer  Aate. 

Yat.  IV4  i  Qumn. 
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Qneen.  Wanvickj 
Thcie  Words  hive  turn'd  my  Hate  to  Love, 
And  I  forgive,  and  quite  forgtt  old  Faults, 
And  joy  thit  thou  becom'ft  King  Hcnrfs  Friend. 

Wur.  So  much  his  Friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  Friend^ 
That  if  King  Lewis  vouthlate  to  furnifti  us 
With  fome  lew  Bands  of  .chofcn  Soldiers, 
I II  urdertake  to  Land  them  on  our  Coaft, 
And  iorce  the  Tyrant  from  his  Seat  by  War. 
Tis  not  his  new-made  Bride  ftiall  fuccour  him  : 
And  a^  for  CUroicij  as  my  Letters  tell  me. 
He's  very  likdy  now  to  fall  from  him. 
For  matching  more  for  wa;  ton  Lufl  than  Honour, 
Or  than  for  ftrength  and  f»fety  of  our  Country. 

Bona.  t)var  Brother,  how  Ihall  Bona  be  rcveng*d. 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  dinrcfTcd  Q;iecn  ? 

Oueepu  .Renowned  Prince,  how  Ihall  poor  Henry  live, 
Uulefs  thou  rcfcuc  him  from  fo^l  defpair? 

B<ma.  My  quarrel,  and  this  Enghjh  Qicen's  are  one. 

War.  And  mine,  fair  Lady  Bona,  joins  with  yours. 

K,Lnv.  And  mine,  with  hers,  and  thine,  Oi^d  Margaret* %. 
Therefore  at  Ia(t,  I  firmly  am  refolv'd 
You  (hall  have  Aid. 

Queen.  Let  me  give  h  mM:  thanks  for  all  at  once. 

A'.  Lew*  Then  En^Lujd\  M  jlTcngcr,  return  in  Poft, 
Andtvll  h\k  £dward,  thy  fuppoied  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France^  is  finding  over  Maskers 
To  revel  it  with  him,  and  his  new  Bride. 
Thou  feeft  what's  pafl,  go  fear  thy  King  wirhal. 

Bona.  Tell  him,  in  hopes  ht*ll  prove  a  Widower  (hortly, 
I  wear  the  Willow  Garland  for  his  fake. 

Queen.  Tc!l  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid  afide, 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  Armor  on. 

Wur.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wronf. 
And  th'refore  Til  Uncrown  him  eVr't  be  long, 
T- lire's  thy  Reward,  be  i;onc.       '  [ExitPoJh* 

K,  Lew.   But  If^.irwickz 
Thou  and  Oxford,  with  five  thoufand  Men 
Shi'l  crofs  the  Seas  and  bid  falfc  Edward  Battel  : 
And  as  occafion  fervcs,  this  Noble  Q^ieen 
Aid  Priiice  ihalJ  follow  with  a  fre(h  Supply, 

.  Yet 
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Yet  e'er  thou  go,  but  anfwcr  me  one  doubt : 
What  Pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  Loyalty  ? 

fFar.  This  (hall  affure  my  conftant  Loyalty, 
That  if  our  Queen  and  this  young  Prince  agree, 
I'll  join  my  eldeft  Daughter,  afid  my  Joy, 
To  him  forthwith,  in  holy  Wedlock  Bands. 

Qneen.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your  Motioh, 
Son  Edwardy  (he  is  Fair  and  Virtuous, 
Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  Hand  to  Warwick^ 
And  with  thy  Hand,  thy  Faith  irrevocable. 
That  only  Warwicl(%  Daughter  (hall  be  thine. 

Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  forihe  welldeferves  if. 
And  here  to  pledge  my  Vow,  I  give  my  Hand. 

[He gives  his  HandtoVJzrvfXcV^ 

K.  Low.  Why  (lay  we  now  ?  thefe  Soldiers  (hall  be  levy 'd. 
And  thou  Lord  Bourbon^  our  High  Admiral, 
Shalt  waft  them  ovcr^with  our  Royal  Fleet. 
I  long  'i\\\  Edward  fall  by  War's  Mifchancr, 
For  mocking  Marriage  with  a  Dame  of  France. 

[Exeunt.    Manet  Warwick* 

War.  I  came  fr®m  Edward  as  Ambalfador, 
But  I  return  his  fworn  and  mortal  Foe : 
Matters  of  Marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  m?, 
But  dreadful  War  (hall  anfwer  his  demand.  . 

Had  he  nOne  elfe  to  make  a  ftale  but  me? 
Then  none  but  I,  (hall  turn  his  Jeft  to  Sorrow* 
I  was  the  Chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  Crown, 
And  I'll  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 
Not  that  I  pity  ifenrfs  Mifery, 
But  feck  Revenge  on  Edward's  Mockery.  {J^^^^* 


A  C  T    IV.     SCENE     I. 

Eneer  Gloucefter,  Claifnce,  Somerfet  and  Montague* 

Ghk  T^  O  W  tell  me,  Brother  Clarence,  what  think  yott 

xN   Of  this  new  Marriage  with  the  Lady  Gr4j  ? 
Hath  not  our  Brother  made  a  worthy  choice? 

Qar.  Alas,  you  k  ow,  *tis  far  from  hence  to  Franctf 
How  could  he  ftay  *till  WsmHck^midt  return  i 
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Som.  My  Lords,  forbear  this  talk  :  Here  comes  the  King  " 
Flour tp.     Enter  KtngEd^^rd,  Lady  Grzy  as  Oueem^  Pem- 

brook,  Stafford,  ^n^Haftings:  Four  ftandon  one  ^dc^  Mid 

four  on  the  other m 

do.  And  his  well-chofen  Bride. 

Clar^  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  >^hat  I  think. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  Brother  of  CUrence^ 
How  like  you  our  Choice, 
That  you  ftand  penfive  as  half  Malecontent? 

CUr.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France^ 
Or  the  Earl  of  WurTvick^ 

Which  are  fo  weak  of  Courage,  and  in  Judgment, 
That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  Abufe. 

K.  Edw.  Suppofe  they  take  offence  without  a  caufe: 
They  are  but  Lewis  and  IVunvicky  I  am  Edward^ 
Your  King  and  IKirw/zc/^'s,  andmufl  have  my  will. 

Glo.  And  youfhall  have  your  will,  becaufe  our  King? 
Yet  hafty  Marriage  feldon^  prove th  well. 

K.  Edw.  Yes,  Brother  Richard^  areyouoflPendcd  too  f 

Glo.  Not  I ;  no : 
God  forbid  that  I  fhould  wifli  them  fever'd 
Whom  God  hath  joined  togcthen 
Ay,  and  'twere  pijty  to  fundcr  them, 
That  yoak  fo  well  together. 

K.Edw.  SL'ttingiyour  fcorns,  and  your  miflike  afide, 
Tell  mc  fome  llcifon,  why  the  Lady  Gray 
Should  not  become  my  Wifr^  and  England's  C^ieen? 
And  you  too,  Somcrjet  and  Montague^ 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar.  Then  this  is  my  Opinion  ; 
That  King  Lewis  becomes  your  Enemy, 
For  mocking  him  about  the  Marriage 
Of  the  Lady  Bona. 

Glo.  And  Warwick^j  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge. 
Is  now  difhonoiired  by  this  new  Marriapc. 

K.  Edw.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  IVarwick  be  appeas'd. 
By  fuch  invention  as  I  can  devife  ? 

Mont.  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  fuch  AlliancCf 
Would  more  have  ftrength'ned  this  our  Commonwealth, 
Gainft  foreign  Stoj  ms*  than  any  home-bred  Marriage. 

Hafi. 
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Haft.  Why,  knows  not  Afontngue  that  of  it  felf 
England  is  fafe,  if  true  within  it  felf  ? 

Mont.  Yes,  but  the  fafer,  when  'tis  back'd  with  France. 
Haft.  'Tis  better  ufing  France^  than  trufting  France. 
Let  us  be  backed  with  God,  and  with  the  Seas, 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  our  felves : 
In  them,  and  in  our  felves,  our  fafetylyes. 

Clar.  For  this  one  Speech,  Lord  Haflings  well  deferves 
To  have  the  Heir  of  the  Lord  Hungerford. 
*     K.Edw.  Ay,  what  of  that?  it  was  my  will  and  gran% 
And  for  this  once  my  Will  ftiall  /land  for  Law, 

Glo.  And  yet  methinks  your  Grace  hath  not  done  well, 
To  give  the  Heir  and  Daughter  of  Lord  Scalei 
Unto  the  Brother  of  your  loving  Bride ; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me  or  Clarence*^ 
But  in  your  Bride  you  bury  Brotherhood. 

CUr.  Or  elfe  you  would  not  have  beftow*d  the  Heir 
Of  the  Lord  Bonvill  on  your  new  Wife's  Son, 
And  leave  your  Brothers  to  go  fpeed  elfewhcre, 
K.Ed-w.  Alas,  ^ox  Clarence \  is  it  for  a  Wife 
That  thou  art  Malecontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee« 
,  Clar.  In  chufinp  for  your  felf. 
You  (hew'd  your  Judgment; 
Which  being  ihallow,  you  (hall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  Brother  in  mine  own  behalf; 
And  to  that  end,  I  (hortly  mird  to  leave  you. 

K.  Edw.  Leaveme,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  King ; 
And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  Brother's  will, 

La.Gray.  My  Lords,  before  k  pleas'd  his  Majefty 
To  raife  my  State  to  Title  of  a  C>ieen, 
Do  me  bpt  right,  and  you  mud  ail  confefs,  « 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  Dtfcent, 
And  meaner  than  my  felf  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  Title  honours  me  and  mine. 
So  your  diflikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleaHng, 
Do  cloud  my  Jons  with  Danger,  and  with  Sorrow,' 

K.Edw.  My  Love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  Frowns; 
What  Danger,  or  what  Sorrow  can  befall  thee, 
So  long  as  Edmard  is  thy'  conftant  Friend, 
And  their  true  Sovereign,  whom  they  muft  obey  ? 

E  3  Nay, 


1 5  5>o  7 be  Third  Part  of 

Nay,  whom  they  (hall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
Uilcfs  they  fctk  for  hatred  at  my  Hands : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe. 
And  they  fhall  feci  the  Vengeance  of  my  Wrath. 

G'q.  1  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  think  the  more* 

Enter  a  Pofi. 

K.  Edw.  Now  Meffengtr,  what  Letters,  or  what  News 
from  France  \  ' 

Pcfi.  My  Sovereign  Liege,  no  Letters,  and  few  Words> 
But  iuch  as  I  (without  your  fpcciaj  pardon) 
Dare  net  relate, 

K.  Edw.  Go  too,  we  pardon  thee  : 
Therefore,  in  brief,  tell  their  Words, 
As  near  as  thoii  cj:.ft  guefs  them. 
''  h  r   nfwer  makiS  King  Lewis  unto  our  Letters  ? 

\-    At  my  depart  thcfe  v/ere  his  very  Words; 
«' ..  ?r  rlf.  Eiiii'^trd,  thy  f^ppofed  King, 
Y:\.i\  Lm  ti  ot  France  is  fending  over  Maskers, 
*i  ^«  rcvf  1  !c  witK  him,  and  his  new  Bride. 

/r.  liuuK  Is  Lewis  fo  brave  ?  .bchke  he  thinks  me  Henry. 
bur  whc-f  fjid  Lady  Bona  to  my  Marriage? 

Pojh    i  hcfe  were  her  Words,  utter'd  with  mild  Difdain : 
Te!i  him,  in  hope  he*l!  prove  a  Widower  Ihortly, 
ril  wear  the  Wil  rw  Garland  for  his  fake. 

K.Edw.  I  blarue  not  her,  fhe  could  fay  little lefs; 
She  had  the  wrong.  But  what  faid  //p/^rji's  Qiiecn  ? 
For  fo  I  heard  that  (he  was  there  in  place, 

fofl.  l\ll  him  (^quoth  /lie; 
My  mourning  Weeds  are  done. 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  Armour  on. 

K.Edw.  Belike  (lie  means  to  play  xht  jimaz.on. 
But  what  h\dWarwick^tn  thcfe  Injuries? 

Pofi.  H^y  more  incens'd  againft  your  Mjjcfly 
Than  all  the  reft,  difchargame  with  thcfe  Words; 
Tell  him  from  mc,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 
And  therefore  Til  uncrown  him  e'er*t  be  long. 

K. Edoi;.  Ha  ?    durft  the    Iraitor  breathe  out  fo  proud 
Well,  I  will  arm  me,  bting  th'-s  fore-v/arn*d:  [Words ? 

They  ftiall  hwc  Wars,  ar.d  pay  f  ^r  their  Prefumption^ 
But  liav,  is  K^arwicl^  Friends  with  AUrgarct  ? 

fofi 
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Pofi.  Ay,  gracious  Sovereign, 
They  are  fo  link'd  in  Friend  (hip, 
That  young  Prince  Edward  marries  J^niz/V^s  Daughter. 

CUr.  Belike  the  elder ; 
Clarence  will  have  the  younger. 
Now  Brother  King  farcwel,  and  fit  you  faft. 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwickj  other  Daughter, 
That  though  I  want  a  Kingdom,  yet  in  Marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  your  felf- 
You  that  love  me,  and  Warwick,^  follow  me. 

[£a:/V  Clarence,  and^Somtxkt  follows. 

Glo.  Not  I : 
M  V  Thoughts  aim  at  a  further  Matter : 
I  uay  not  for  the  love  of  Edward^  but  the  Crown,  [jifide. 

K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Somerfet  both  gone  to  Warwick}. 
Yet  I  am  arm'd  againft  the  worft  can  happen  \ 
And  hade  is  needful  in  this  defp'rate  Cafe. 
Pemhrook^znd  Stafford^  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  Men,  and  make  prepare  for  War; 
They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed: 
My  felf  in  Perfoq  will  ftreight  follow  you. 

[Exit  Pembrook  and  Stafford* 

But  c*er  I  go,  Haflings  and  Montague 
Refolve  my  doubt,  you  twain  of  all  the  reft 
Are  near  to  Warwick^  by  Blood  and  by  Alliance; 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwic\raott  than  me; 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him: 
I  rather  wi(h  you  Foes  than  hollow  Friends. 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  Obedience, 
Give  me  Aflurance  with  fome  friendly  Voa', 
That  I  may  never  have  y  lu  in  fufpedt. 

Mon.  So  God  help  Montague^  as  he  proves  true. 

Hafi.  Arid  Hafi'tngs^  as  he  favours  Edward's  Caufe. 

K.Edw.  Now,  Brother  Richard^  will  you  ftand  by  us{ 

Glo.  Ay,  in  dcfpight  of  all  that  (hall  withftand  you. 

X.Edw.  Why  fo  ;  then  am  I  Aire  of  Vidory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence,  and  lole  no  h^ur, 
*Till  we  m^tt  Warwick^  with  his  Foreign  Power. 

\Ex^f^nt. 

—  Km 

I 
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Enter  Warwick  and  Oxford  in  England,  wiih  Freocll 

Seldicrs. 

Wat.  Truft  me,  my  Lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well^ 
The  Common  People  by  numbers  fwarro  to  us. 

Enter  Clarence  a,nd  Somerfet. 
But  fee  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  come; 
Speak  fuddenly,  my  Lords*  are  we  all  Friends?  ' 

Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  Lord. 

War.  Then  gentle  Clarence^  welcome  unto  Warwick^ 
And  welcome  Somerfet  \  I  hold  itCowardize, 
To  reft  miftruftful,  where  a  Noble  Heart 
Hitli  pawn'danopen  Hand,  in  (ign  of  Love: 
Elfe  might  I  dvnk,  th^t  Clarence^  Edji/ard'shrothcr^ 
Were  but  a  feigned  Friend  to  our  Proceedings: 
But  welcome  fweet  Clarence^  my  Daughter  ihall  be  chioc. 
And  now,  whatrefts?  but  in  Night's  Coverture, 
Thy  Brother  being  carclefly  encamp'd. 
His  Soldiers  lurking  in  the  Town  about, 
And  bur  attended  b/  a  fimple  Guard, 
We  may  furprize  and  take  him  at  our  pleafure. 
Our  Scouts  have  found  the  Adventure  very  eafie: 
That  as  VljffcSy  and  (lout  Diomede 
With  flight  and  manhood  ftolc  to  Rhe/ns'  Tents, 
And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatal  Steeds  \ 
So  we,  well  covered  with  the  Night's  black  Mantle, 
At  unawares  may  bent  down  Edward\  Guard, 
And  feize  himfelf :  I  fay  not,  flau^hter  him, 
iPor  I  intend  but  only  to  furprizc  him. 
You  that  will  follow  me  to  this  Attempt, 
Applaud  the  Name  of  Henrj»  with  your  Leader. 

[Thej all crj  Henry, 
Why  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  filent  forr. 
For  tVurwick  and  his  Friends,  God  and  Saint  George. 

{^Exemnt. 
Exter  the  Watchmen  to  guard  the  King^s  Tent. 
I  Watch.  Come  OP,  my  Maftcrs,  each  Man  take  his  Srand, 
The  Kirg  by  this  is  fct  him  down  to  fleep. 
1  Watch.  Whit,  will  he  not  to  Bed? 
I  Witch.  Why  no ;  for  he  hath  m\dc  a  foJcmn  Vow, 
Never  m  lye  and  t.ike  his  ratuial  Reft, 
*rill  IfarTMic!^  or  himftlf,  be  quite  fuppreft, 

•     '    '  2  Watch. 
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2  Watch.  To  monow  then  belfte  ihall  be  theDiy; 
Jf  Warwick^  be  fo  near  as  Men  report* 

3  Wdtck.  But  fay,  I  pra7>  what  Nobleman  is  thatp 
That  with  the  King  here  refteth  in  ^sTent? 

X  Watch.  'Tis  the  Lord  HafiingSy  the  King'schiefeft  Friend. 

3  Watch.  0»  is  it  fo?  but  why  commands  the  King^ 
That  his  chief  Followers  lodge  in  Towny  about  him« 
While  he  himfelf  keeps  in  the  cold  Fjf Id  ? 

2  Watch.  'Tis  the  oiore  Honour,  becaufe  the  more  dangerous* 

3  Woich.  Ay,  but  give  me  worihip  and  quietnefs, 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  Honour. 

If  Warwick  knew  in  what  Eftate  he  ftands, 
'Tis  to  be  doubted  he  would  waken  him. 

1  Watch*  (Jnlels  our  Halberds  did  ihut  up  his  Paflage. 

2  Watch.  Ay ;  wherefore  elfe  guard  we  this  Royal  Tent^ 
But  to  defend  his  Perfon  from  Night-foes } 

£iy/^  Warwick,  Clarence^  Oxford,  Somerfet,  ^ix^  French 

Soldiers f  filent  alt. 

War.  This  is  his  Tent,  and  fee  where  (lands  his  Guard : 
Courage,  my  Mailers  i  Honour  now  or  never: 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  (hall  be  oun. 

I  Watch.  Who  goes  there  ? 

1  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou*  dieft. 
[Warwick  and  the  refi  cry  ally  Warwick,  Warwick,  andfet 

Hpon  the  Gffard,  who  nj^  crying^  Arms^  Armsy  Warwick 

and  the  refi  following  them. 

The  Drum  (bating,  and  Trmmpetsfiftnding. 
JE^/w' Warwick,  Somerfet,  and  the  reft,  bringing  the  King  out 

in  a  Gawny  fitting  in  a  Chair;  Glo'fter  and  HzAinp fying 

over  the  Stage. 

Som.  What  are  they  that  fly  there? 

War.  Richard  and.  HafiingSy  let  them  go,  here  is  the  Duke* 

K.Edw.  TheDukd 
Why  Warwick*  when  we  parted 
Thou  cairdft  me  King?  • 

War.  Ay,  but  the  cafe  is  alter'd. 
When  you  difgrac'd  me  in  my  EmbaiTadtt 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  King, 
And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  Torl^ 
Alas,  how  (hould  you  govern  any  Kingdom, 
That  know  not  haw  to  ufe  Amba(rado4:sj| 

N#r 


>s 


15^4  The  Third  Part  of 

Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  Wife« 
Nor  how  to  ufe  your  Brothers  brother]j. 
Nor  how  to  ftudy  for  the  People's  Weltarc, 
Nor  how  to  (hrowd  your  felf  from  Enemies. 

K.  Ednf.  Yeai  Brother  of  Clarence^ 
Art  thou  here  too? 

Nay  then  I  fee,  that  Edward  mud  needs  down* 
Yet  WUrwick^  in  delight  of  all  Mifchance» 
Of  thee  thy  felf,  and  all  thy  Complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himfelf  as  King : 
Tliough  Fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  State, 
My  Mind  exceeds  the  Compafs  of  her  WheeL 

War.  Then  for  his  Mind  be  Edward  Englanttt  King, 

[Takes  off  his  Crmm. 
But  Htftrj  now  fhall  wear  the  EngUJh  Crown, 
And  be  true  King  indeed ;  thou  but  a  Shadow. 
My  Lord  of  Somerfetj  at  my  requeft, 
See  that  forthwith  Duke  Edward  be  convey*d 
Unto  my  Brother  Archbiftiop  of  Torkj 
When  I  have  fought  with  Pembrool^  and  his  Fellows, 
I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  what  anfwer 
Lewis  and  the  Lady  Bona  fend  to  him. 
Now  for  a  while  farcwel  good  Duke  of  Tork* 

[They  lead  him  om  forcibly. 

K.Edw.  What  Fates  impofc,  that  Men  muft  needs  abide  ; 
It  boots  not  to  refill  both  Wind  and  Tide.  [Exeunt. 

Oxf*  What  now  remains,  my  Lords,  for  us  to  do. 
But  march  to  London  with  our  Soldiers  ? 

JVar.  Ay,  that's  the  firft  thing  that  we  have  to  do,  • 
To  free  King  Her.ry  from  Imprifonment, 
And  fee  him  featcd  in  the  Re^al  Throne.  [ExeH*it. 

Enter  Rivers,  and  the  Lady  Gray. 

Riv.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  iudden  change  { 

La.  Gray.  Why  Brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet  to  learn 
What  late  Misfortune  h^s  befaln  King Edwardi 

Riv.  What  I  lofs  of  fome  pitchc  Battel 
Again  ft  Warwick} 

La.  Gray.  No>  but  the  lofs  of  his  own  Royal  Perfon. 

Riv.  Then  is  my  Sovereign  flain? 

La.Gr.i).  Ay,  alraoft  llain,  for  he  is  taken  Prifoner, 
Either  bctray*d  by  falfhood  of  his  Guard, 

Or 
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Or  by  his  Foe  furpriz'd  at  unawares : 
And  as  I  further  have  to  underftand. 
Is  now  committed  to  the  Bifhopof  Torl^, 
Fell  PTdm/icl^s  Brother,  and  by  that  our  Foe. 

Riv.  ThefeNews  I  muft  confefs  are  full  of  Grief ; 
Yet,  gracious  Madam,  bear  it  as  you  may, 
Tfarwick  may  lofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  Day. 

Z^.  Gray.  'Till  then  fair  hope  muft  hinder  Life's  decay. } 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  Defpair 
For  love  of  Edward's  OfiF-fpring  in  my  Womb: 
This  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  in  my  PafEon, 
And  bear  with  mildnefs  my  Misfortune  crofs : 
Ay,  ay»  for  this  I  draw  in  m;iny  a  Tear, 
And  Hop  the  riling  of  Blood-fucking  Sighs> 
Left  with  my  Sighs  or  Tears,  I  blaft  or  drown 
King  Edward's  Fruir,  true  Heir  to  ih*  Englijb  Crown. 

Riv.  But  Madam, 
Where  is  Warwick  then  become  ? 

'La.  Gray.  I  am  informed  that  he  comes  towards  Lcndgpt^ 
To  fet  the  Crown  once  more  on  Henrys  Head : 
Guefs  thou  the  reft.  King  Ed*war£s  Friends  muft  down. 
But  to  prevent  the  Tyrant's  Violence, 
For  truft  not  him  that  hath  once  broken  Faith, 
ni  hence  forthwith  unto  the  San&uary, 
To.  fave,  at  leaft,  the  Heir  of  £^2i;4r^s' Right; 
There  ftiall  I  reft  fecure  from  force  and  fraud: 
Come  therefore  let  us  fly,  while  wemay  fly, 
If  Warwick^  take  us,  we  are  fure  to  die.  \Exiunt. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Lord  Haftings,  and  iSir  William  Stanley. 

Glo.  Now  my  Lord  Hafiings^  and  Sir  William  Stanley^ 
Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither. 
Into  this  chiefeft  Thicket  of  the  Park. 
Thus  ftands  the  Cafe;  you  know  your  King,  my  Brother, 
Is  Prifoncr  to  the  BiHiop  here,  at  whofe  Hands 
He  hath  good  Ufage,  and  great  Liberty, 
And  often  but  attended  with  weak  Guard, 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himfelf. 
I  have  advertised  him  by  fecrct  Means, 
That  if  aboyt  this  hour  he  make  this  way, 
Uoder  the  colour  of  bis  ufual  Game, 

He 
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He  (hall  here  find  his  Friemls  with  Horfe  and  Mctiy 
To  fet  him  free  from  his  Captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward*  suU  4  Umnfnuin  with  hinu 
Hunt.  This  way,  my  Lord, 
For  this  way  lyes  the  Game. 

K.Edw.  Nay  this  way,  Man, 
See  where  the  Huntfmen  ftand. 
Now  Brother  of  Glcficr^LoTd  H4jHn£s  and  the  reft. 
Stand  you  thus  clofe  to  fteal  the  Bi(hop's  Deer  ? 

Glo.  Brother  the  time  and  cafe  requireth  hafte. 
Your  Horfe  ftands  ready  at  the  Park-comer, 
K.  Edw.  But  whither  Ihall  we  then{ 
HAfi.  To  Ljn^  my  Lord, 
And  (hip  from  thence  to  FUnders. 
Glo.  Well  gueft,  believe  me,  for  that  was  my  meaning* 
K.  Edw.  StMnUjj  I  will  requite  thy  forwardne(5.     ^ 
Glo.  But  wherefore  (lav  we?  *tis  no  time  to  talk. 
K.Edw.  Huntfman,  what  fay'ft  thou? 
Wilt  thou  go  along? 
Hunt.  Better  do  fo,  than  tarry  and  be  hanged. 
GU.  Come  then  away,  let's  ha'  no  more  ado^ 
K.Edw.  Bifhop  farewel, 
Shield  thee  from  VJanvk\(%  frown. 

And  pray  that  I  may  repo(refs  the  Crown«  [ExeuHt. 

Enter  King  Henry,    Clarence,   Warwick,   Somerfer,  jo^ng 
Richmond,iOxford,  Mountague,  and  Liemenam  eftheTowcr. 

K.Henry.  Mr.  Lieutenant,  now  that  God  and  Friends 
Have  (haken  Edward  from  the  Regal  Seat, 
And  turn*d  my  captive  State  to  liberty. 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joys. 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  Fees? 

Lieu.  Subjefts  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  SovVaigns^ 
But,  if  an  humble  Prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  Majefty. 

K. Henry.  For  what,  Lieutenant?  For  well  ufing  me? 
Nay,  be  thou  fure.  Til  well  requite  thy  kindnefs, 
For  that  it  made  my  Imprifonment  a  Pleafure : 
Ay,  fuch  a  Pleafure,  as  incaged  Birds 
Conceive  ;  when  after  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  laft,  by  Notes  of  Hou/hold  harmony, 
They  quite  forget  their  lofs  of  Liberty, 

But 
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But  JVdrwick%  after  Godt  thou  fett'ft  me  free,^ 
And  chiefly  therefore>  I  thank  God,  and  thee : 
He  was  the  Author,  thou  the  Infirument. 
Therefore  that  I  may  conquer  Fortunes  fpight. 
By  living  low,  where  Fortune  cannot  hurt  mc^ 
And  that  the  People  of  this  bleifed  Land 
May  not  be  Duniih'd  with  mv  thwarting  Stars, 
U^arwick,9  altnough  my  Heaa  ftill  wear  the  Crown^ 
I  here  refign  my  Government  to  thee. 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  Deeds. 

War.  Your  Grace  hath  ftill  been  fam*d  for  virtuous^ 
And  now  may  feera  as  wife  as  virtuous. 
By  fpy ing  and  avoiding  Fortune's  malice. 
For  few  Men  rightly  temper  with  the  Stars : 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  Grace,' 
For  chufing  me,  when  Clarence  is.  in*  place. 

Clar.  No»  Warwick*  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fway,' 
To  whom  the  Heav'ns  in  thy  Nativity, 
Adjudg'd  an  Olive  Branch,  and  Lawrel  Crowo> 
As  likely  to  be  bleft  in  Peace  and  War: 
And  therefore  1  yield  thee  my  free  confent. 

War*  And  I  cnufe  Clarence  only  for  Proteftor* 

K.  Henry.  Warmck^znd  Clarence^  give  me  both  your  Hands. 
Now  join  your  Hands,  and  with  your  Hands,  your  Hearts, 
That  no  diifention  hinder  Government : 
I  make  you  both  Protedors  of  this  Land, 
While  1  my  felf  will  lead  a  private  Life, 
And  in  Devotion  fpend  my  lattei'  Days, 
To  (ins  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praife. 

War.  What  anfwers  Clarence  to  his  Soveraign*s  Will  { 

Clar.  That  he  confents,  if  Warwick^  yield  confent. 
For  on  thy  fortune  I  repofe  my  felf. 

War.  why  then,  though  loath,  yet  muft  I  be  content: 
We*ll  yoak  together,  like  a  double  (hadow 
To  Henrfs  Body,  and  fupply  his  Place ; 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  Government, 
While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  eafe. 
And  CUrence^  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounc*d  a  Traito% 
And  all  his  Lands  and  Goods  confifcated. 

Cl4. 
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Qar.  Whateire?  and  that  Succeflion  be  determinicL 

Wdr.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  (hal!  not  want  his  part. 

K.  Henry.  But  with  the  fir  ft,  of  all  our  chief  Affairs^ 
Let  me  intrear,  for  I  command  no  more. 
That  Margaret  your  Queen,  and  my  Son  £dward^ 
Be  fent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  (peed: 
For  'till  I  fee  them  here>  by  doubtful  fear. 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 

Clar.  It  (hall  be  done,  my  Sovertign,  with  all  (peecL 

K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Somerfet^  what  Youth  is  thzt^ 
Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  fo  tender  care  ? 

Som.  My  Liege,  it  is  young  Henry^  Earl  of  Richmckd. 

K.  Henry.  Come  hither,  EngUmts  Hope  .• 

[_Lays  his  Hand  on  bis  Htnd. 
If  fecret  Powers  fuggeft  but  truth 
To  my  divining  Thoughts, 
This  pretty  Lad  will  prove  our  Country *s  blifs. 
His  loeks  are  full  of  peaceful  Majefty, 
His  Head  by  Nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  Crown, 
His  hand  to  wield  a  Scepter,  and  himfelf 
Likely  in  time  to  blefs  a  Regal  Throne: 
Make  much  of  him,  my  Lords ;  for  this  is  he 
Muft  help  you  more,  than  you  are  hurt  by  me* 

Enter  a  Vofi. 

War.  What  news,  my  Friend? 

Vofi.  That  Edward  is  efcaped  from  your  Brother, 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  (ince,  to  Bmrgundj^ 

War.  Unfavory  news;  but  how  made  he  efcape? 

Poft.  He  was  conveyed  by  Richard^  Duke  of  GWfier^ 
And  the  Lord  HafiingSy  who  attended  him 
In  fecret  ambu(h,  on  the  Fore(}  flde. 
And  from  the  Bi(hops,Huntrmen  refcu'd  him: 
For  Hunting  was  his  daily  Exercife. 

Wdr.  My  Brother  was  too  carelefs  of  his  charge. 
But  let  us  hence,  my  Soveraign,  to  provide 
A  Salve  for  any  Sore»  that  may  betide*  [Eksunt^ 

Manet  Somerfet,  Richmond,  and  Oxford. 

.    Som.  My  Lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  £^Mvir^$/ 
For  doubtlefs  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help, 
And  we  (hall  have  more  Wars  bcfore't  be  long. 
h%  Henry\  late  prefacing  Prophecy 
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Did  glad  my  Heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmond : 
So  doth  my  Heart,  mif-give  me»  in  thefe  Conflids 
What  may  befal  him*  to  his  harm  and  ours. 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford^  to  prevent  the  worft. 
Forthwith  we'll  fend  him  hence  to  Britanj^ 
f Till  ftorms  be  paft  of  civil  Enmity. 

Oxf.  Ay,  for  if  Edward  re-poifefs  the  Crown> 
|Tis  like  that  Richmond  with  the  reft  (hail  dawn. 

Som.  It  fiiall  be  fo ;  he  (hall  to  Br  it  any. 
Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  fpeedily,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Glocefter,  Haftings,  and  Soldiers. 
K.  Edw.  Now  Brother  Richardj  Lord  Haftings^  and  the  reft» 
Yet  thus  far  Fortune  maketh  us  amends. 
And  fays,  that  once  more  I  (hall  enterchange 
My  wained  State,  for  Henry\  Regal  Crown* 
Well  have  we  pafs*d,  and  now  rcpafs'd  the  Seas, 
And  brought  defired  help  from  Burgundy. 
.What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arrived 
From  Ravenjpurgh  Haven,  before  the  GzttsofTorl^ 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  Dukedom? 

Glo.  The  Gates  made  faft  ? 
Brother,  I  like  not  this.  • 
For  many  Me^  that  ftumble  at  the  Thre(hold, 
Are  well  fore-told^  that  danger  lurks  within. 

K.  Edw.Txxth  Man,  aboadments  muft  not  now  aflPright  us ; 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  muft  enter  in. 
For  hither  will  our  Friends  repair  to  us. 

Hafi.  My  Liege,  I'll  knock  once  more  to  fummon  them. 
1  Enter  on  theWklls,  *the  Mayor  of  Yotk^  and  his  Brethren. 

Mayor.  My  Lords, 
We  are  fore-warned  of  your  coming. 
And  (hut  the  Gates,  for  fafety  of  our  felves; 
For  now  we  owe  Allegiance  unto  Henry. 

K.Edw.  Bur,  Mafter  Mayor,  if //iriir;  be  your  King, 
Yet  Edwardj  at  the  leaft,  is  Duke  of  Torl^ 

Mayor.  True,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  you  for  no  lefir. 

K.  £^>i;.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my  Dukedom, 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

GU.  But  when  the  Fox  has  once  got  in  his  Nofc^ 
He*ll  foon  find  mems  to  make  the  Boidy  follow^ 

Halt. 
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Hafi.  Why,  MafterMayor,  why  ftand  you  Ja4xlQUlbt( 
Open  the  Gates*  we  are  King  Henrf%  Friends  ,      . 

M4ti§r.  Ay,  fay  you  To  f  toe  Gates  Ihall  then  be  opened*  . 

SHcicfiendsm 
^      .  ^  cd« 

Hafl.  The  good  old  Man  would  £ain  that  all  were  well^    ^ 
So  'twere  not  long  of  him;  but  being  eotred^ 
I  doubt  not  I,  but  we  fhall  Toon  perfwade 
Both  hiooy  and  all  his  Brothers,  unto  Reafon* 
Enter  the  Major^  and  tTi/Q  jUdermefh 

KEdiv.  So,  Maftcr  Mayor;  thefe  Gates  miift  not  be  fliii|B 
But  in  the  Night,  or  in  the  time  of  War. 
What,  fear  not  Man,  but  yield  me  up  the  Keys» 

[r<«  his  Keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  Town,  and  thee. 
And  all  thofe  Friends,  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

March.    Enter  Montgomery,  with  Drum  and  SMUru 

Glo.  Brother,  this  is  §ir  John  Montgomery^  \  * 

Our  trufty  Friend,  unlcfs  I  be  deceiv*d. 

K.  Edw.  Welcome,  ^xxjohn ;  but  why  come  you  in  Anns!    , 

Mont.  To  help  King  Edward  in  his  time  of  floim,  / 

As  every  Loyal  Subjed  ought  to  do.  .  ^ 

K.  Edw.  Thanks,  good  Montgomery  :  ,  J^^ 

But  we  now  forget  our  Title  to  the  Crown,  .' 

And  only  claim  our  Dukedom,  %$ 

•Till  God  pleafe  to  fend  the  reft.  ] 

Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again^ 
I  came  to  ferve  a  King,  and  not  a  Duke : 
Drummer  ftrike  up,  and  let  us  March  away.  .    ^ 

\The  Brum  begmt  a  Marcbi 

K.  Edw.  Nay  ftay.  Sir  Jphn^  a  while>  and  we'll  debate 
By  what  fafe  means  the  Crown  may  be  recover'd. 

Mont.  What  talk  you  of  debating?  in  few  words. 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  your  felt  our  King, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  Fortune,  jnd  be  gone^ 
To  keep  them  back,  that  come  to  fuccour  you. 
Why  Ihall  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  Title? 

Glo.  Why  Brother,  wherefore  ftand  you  on  met  points? 

K.  Edw.  When  we  grow  ftronger. 
Then  we'll  make  onr  Claim: 
"Till  th?n,  'tis  Wifdom  to  conceal  our  meanings 

Hafi. 
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Haft.  Away  with  fcrupulous  Wit,  now  Arms  muft  rule. 

GU.  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  foonefl  unco  Crowns. 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand. 
The  bruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  Friends* 

K.  Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will ;  for  *tis  my  right. 
And  Henrf  but  ufurps  the  Diadem. 

Mont.  Ky^  now  my  Soveraign  fpeaketh  like  himfelf. 
And  now  will  I  be  Edivard*%  Champion. 

Haft.  Sound  Trumper,  Edward  (hall  be  hereproc1aim*d: 
Come,  fellow  Soldier,  make  thou  Proclamation.  .    [Flourifh. 

Sold.  Edward  the  Fonrthy   by  the  Grace  of  God^  King  of 
England  and  Prance,  and  Lord  0/ Ireland,  (frc* 

Mont.  And  whofoe'cr  gain-fays  King  Edward^s  right. 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  (ingle  Fight. 

[Throws  down  his  GauntUt. 

AH.  Long  live  Edward  the  Fourth. 

K.Edw.  Thanks,  brave  Motstgomerji 
And  thanks  unto  you  all. 
If  Fdrtune  ferve  me.  Til  requite  this  Kindnefs. 
Now  for  this  Night,  let's  harbour  here  at  Torkj 
And  when  the  Morning  Sun  (hall  raife  his  Car 
Above  the  Border  of  this  Horizon, 
We'll  forward  towards  Warwickj  smd  his  Mates ; 
For  well  I  wot,  that  Henry  is  no  Soldier. 
Ah  froward  Clarence,  how  evil  it  befeems  thee. 
To  flitter  Henrj^  and  forfake  thy  Brother  ? 
Yet  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwic^^ 
Come  on  brave  Soldiers;  doubt  not  of  the  Day, 
And  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.       [^Exeunt. 

Empr  Kmg  Henry,  Warwick,  Montague,   Clarence,   Ox* 

ford,  and  Somerfet. 

War.  What  Counfel,  Lords  ?  Edward  from  Belgia^ 
With  hafty  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  pafs'd  in  fafety  through  the  narrow  Sea^t 
And  with  his  Troops  doth  march  amain  to  London^ 
And  many  giddy  People  flock  to  him. 

K.  Henry.  Let's  levy  Men,  and  beat  bim  back  againJ 

CUr.  A  little  Fire  is  quickly  trodden  out. 
Which  being  fuffer'di  Rivers  cannot  quench. 

Vql.IV.  F  War^, 
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IVur.  In  Wurwickjinre  I  have  true-hearted  Friend5^ 
Not  mutinous  in  Peace,  yet  bold  in  War, 
Thofe  will  I  mutter  up;  and  thou,  Son  Clarence^ 
Shilt  ftir  up  in  Suffolk^  Nifrfolk^  and  in  Kent, 
The  Knights  and  Gentlemen^  to  come  with  thee. 
Thou  Btocher  Aiontague^  in  Buckingham^ 
Northampton^  and  in  Lciufierflnre  (halt  find 
Men  well  inciin'd  to  hear  what  thou  command'ft. 
And  thou,  hxvit  Oxford^  wondrous  well  beloved. 
In  Oxfordjlnre  ftialt  mutter  up  thy  Friends. 
My  Soveraign,  with  the  loving  Citizens, 
Like  to  his  Ifland,  girt  with  th'  Ocean, 
Or  modett  Dian^  circled  with  her  Nymphs, 
Shall  rctt  in  London,  'till  we  come  to  him: 
Fair  Lords  take  leave,  and  ttand  not  to  reply. 
Farewel  my  Soveraign. 

K.  Henrj.  Farewtl  my  Heiior^  and  my  Trofs  true  hope. 

Clar.  In  fign  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  Highneh  Hand. 

K.IIenrj.  VVcU-mindjd  Clarence^  be  thou  foitunatc. 

Alont.  Comfort,  my  Lord,  and  fo  1  take  my  leave. 

Oxf.  And  thus  I  feal  my  Truth,  and  bid  adieu. 

A'.  Henrj.  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Alontaguc^ 
A.'\(\  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewel. 

IVur.  Farewel,  fwect  Lords,  let's  meet  at  Coventry. 

K.  Henrj.  Here  at  the  Palace  will  I  reft  a  while. 
Coufin  ot  Exeter^  what  thinks  your  Lordftiip? 
Mcthinks,  the  Power  that  Edward  hath  in  FicId, 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 

K.Henrj.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed  hath  got  me  fame : 
I  have  not  ttopt  mine  Ears  to  their  demands. 
Nor  potted  off  their  Suits  with  flow  delays, 
My  pity  hath  been  Balm  to  heal  their  Wounds, 
My  mildnefs  ha'h  allay'd  their  fwelling  Griefs, 
My  mercy  dry*d  their  water-flowing  Tears. 
I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  Wealth, 
Nor  much  opprett  them  with  great  Subfidief, 
Nor  forward  of  Revenge,  though  they  much  err'd. 
Then  why  ttiould  they  love  £^/3<;^^  more  than  me? 
^a,  Exeter^  thefe  Graces  challenge  Grace : 

And 
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And  when  the  Lion  fawns  upon  the  Lamb» 
The  Lamb  will  never  ceafe  to  follow  him* 

[Shomt  within.    A  Lancafter  \  a  Lancafler ! 

Exe^  Hark,  hark,  my  Lord,  what  Shouts  are  ihefc? 
Enter  King  Edward  and  his  Soldiers. 

K.Edw.  Seize  on  the  fliame-fac'd  Henrjj  bear  himhencfy 
And  once  again  proclaim  us  King  of  England. 
You  are  the  Fount,  thu  make  fmall  Brooks  to  flow. 
Now  ftops  thy  Spring,  my  Sea  (hall  fuck  them  dry, 
"^And  fwell  fo  much  the  higher,  by  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower^  let  him  not  fpeak* 

[Exit  with  King  Henry. 
And  Lords,  towards  Coventry  bend  we  our  Courfe, 
Where  peremptory  TFarwicl^now  remains: 
The  Sun  (hines  hot,  and  if  we  ufc  delay. 
Cold  biting  Winter  mars  our  hop'd-for  Hay. 

Glo.  Away  betimes  before  his  Forces  join. 
And  take  the  great  grown  Traitor  unawares: 
Brave  Warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry.     [Exeunt. 


ACT    v..    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Warwick,   the  Mayor  of  Coventry,   two  MeJfengerSf 

and  others  upon  the  Walls. 

fPkr.  \T[ /"Here  is  the  Poll  that  came  from  valiant  Oxford? 
VV    How  far  hence  is  thy  Lord,  mine  honeft  Fellow  ? 

I  Mejf.  By  this  at  Dmnjmore^  marching,  hitherward. 

War.  How  far  off  is  our  Brother  Montague  { 
Where  is  the  Pod  that  came  from  Montagtee\ 

t  MeJf.  By  this  at  Daintry^  with  a  puiflant  Troop. 

Enter  Somervile* 

War.  Say  Somervile^  what  fays  my  loving  Son? 
And  by  thy  guefs,  how  nigh  is  Qarenie  now? 

Somerv.  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his 
And  do  exped  him  here  fome  two  hours  hence* 

War.  Then  CUrence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  Drum/ 

Somerv.  It  is  not  his,  my  Lord,  here  Southam  lye) : 
The  Drum  your  Honour  hears,  marcbeth  from  Wsrwicki 

V  2.  Wur: 
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War.  Who  (houldtlutbc?  Belike,  unlook'd  for  Friends. 
Somerv.  They  are  ac  hand,  and  you  (hall  CjUickly  know. 
Aliirch.  Flour iflj.  Enter KingHA^HZxA^GloctdtTyandSoUUm* 
K.  Edw.  Go,  Trumpet,  to  the  Wails,  and  found  a  Park* 
Glo.  See  how  the  furly  Warwick  mans  the  Wall. 
\Yur.  Oh  unhid  fpight,  is  fporcful  Edward  come  i 
Where  flept  our  Scouts,  or  how  are  they  feduc'd. 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair? 

A.  Edw.  Now  Warwick^  wilt  thou  ope  the  City  Gates, 
Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  Knee, 
Call  Edward  King,  and  at  his  hands  beg  Mercy, 
And  he  ihall  pardon  thee  thefe  Outrages? 

IK/r.  Nay  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  Forces  hencet 
Confcfs  who  fet  thee  up,  and  pluck'd  thee  down» 
Call  Warwick.  Patron,  and  be  Penitent, 
And  thou  ftialt  ftill  remain  the  Duke  of  Tork* 

Glo.  I  thought  at  lead  he  would  have  faid  the  King; 
Or  did  he  make  the  Jeft  againft  his  will? 
War.  Is  not  a  Dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  Gift? 
Glo.  Ay,  by  my  Faith,  for  a  poor  Earl  to  give : 
I II  do  thee  fervice  for  fo  good  a  Gift. 

War.  Twas  I  that  gave  the  Kingdom  to  thy  Brotfien 
K.  Edw.  Why  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  Wanvick^^Gifi^ 
War.  Thou  art  no  j4tlas  for  fo  ^reat  a  weight: 
And  Weakling,  Warwicl^iokQS  his  Gift  again, 
And  Henrj  is  my  King,  Warwick^  his  Subjed. 

K.Edw.  But  Warwick^  King  \%  Edward's  Prifoner: 
And  gallant  WarwickJ  do  but  anfwer  this, 
What  is  the  Body,  when  the  Head  is  off? 

Glo.  Alas,  that  Warwick^lnd  no  more fore-caft. 
But  whiles  he  thought  to  fteal  the  fingle  Ten, 
The  King  was  (lily  finger'd  from  the  Deck: 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  Biftiop's  Palace, 
And  ten  to  one  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 
K. Edw,  'Tis  even  fo,  yet  you  are  Warwick  ftill. 
Glo.  Come  Warwick^ 
Take  the  time,  kneel  down,  kneel  down : 
Nay  when ;  ftrike  now,  or  elfc  the  Iron  cools. 

War.  I  had  rather  chop  this  Hand  off*  at  a  blow. 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  Face, 
Than  bear  fo  low  a  Sail)  to  ftrike  to  thee. 

K.  Edw. 
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K.Edw.  Sail  how  thou  canft. 
Have  Wind  and  Tide  thy  Friend, 
This  Hand,  faft  wound  about  thy  CoaI-b!ack  Hair, 
Shall,  whiles  thy  Head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off. 
Write  in  the  Duft  this  Sentence  with  thy  Blood, 
Wind-changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  more. 
Enter  Oxford,  with  Drum  and  Colonrs. 
War.  O  chearful  Colours,  fee  where  OAr/(?r^  comes. 
Oxf.  Oxford^  Oxfordy  for  Lancafier. 
Glo.  The  Gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 
K.  Edw.  So  other  Foes  may  fet  upon  our  Backs. 
Stand  we  in  good  Array;  for  they  no  doubt 
Will  ifTueout  again,  and  bid  us  Battel; 
If  nor,  the  City  being  but  of  fmall  defence. 
We'll  quickly  rouze  the  Traitors  in  the  fame. 
War.  Oh  welcome  Oxford^  for  we  want  thy  help. 

Enter  Montague,  with  Dram  and  Colours. 
Mont.  Montague^  Montague^  for  Lancafler. 
Glo.  Thou  and  thy  Brother  both  ftiall  buy  this  Trcafon 
Even  with  the  deareft  Blood  your  Bodies  bear. 

K.  Edw.  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  Viftory, 
My  Mind  prefagcth  happy  Gain,  and  Conqueft. 
£«r^  Somerfet,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 
Som.  Somerfety  Somerfetj  foT  Lancafler. 
Glo.  Two  of  thy  Name,  both  Dukes  of  Somerfet^ 
Have  fold  rheir  Lives  un'o  the  Houfe  of  Torl^t 
And  thou  (halt  be  the  third,  if  this  Sword  hold. 
■  Enter  Clarence,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 
War.  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence  fweeps  along,^ 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  Brother  Battel: 
With  whom  an  upright  Zeal  to  right  prevails 
More  thin  the  Nature  of  a  Brother's  Love. 
Come  Clarence^  come;  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick^  c^.  - 

Clar.  Father  of  Warwick^  know  you  what  thismeaosS 
Look  here,  I  throw  my  I  nfamy  at  thee : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  Father's  Houfe, 
Who  gave  his  Blood  to  lime  the  Stones  together. 
And  fet  up  Lancafter.     Why,  troweft  thou,  Warwick^ 
That  Clarence  is  fo  harfli,  fo  blunr,  unnatural^ 
To  bend  the  fatal  Inftrupcnts  of  War 
Againft  his  Brother,  and  his  lawful  King. 
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Perhaps  thou  wilt  objed  my  holy  Oath: 
To  keep  that  Oath  were  more  Impiety, 
ThdXi  Jcpthah^  when  he  facrific*cl  his  Daughter. 
I  am  (o  lorry  for  my  Trefpafs  made. 
That  to  deferve  well  at  my  Brother's  Hands, 
I  here  proclaim  my  felf  thy  mortal  Foe : 
With  Refolution,  whercfoe'cr  I  meet  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  ftir  Abroad,) 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  mifs-Ieading  roe* 
And  fo,  proud-hearted  Wurwicl^  I  dcfie  thee. 
And  to  my  Brother  turn  my  bluftiing  Checks. 
Pardon  me,  EdivAvd^  1  will  make  amends: 
And  Richard^  do  not  frown  upon  my  Faults, 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  uncorftanr, 

K.  Edw.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more  bclov'd. 
Than  if  thou  never  had'ft  deferv'd  my  Hate. 

Glo.  Welcome,  good  CUrenccj  this  is  Brother-like. 
War.  O  paffing  Traitor,  perjur'd  and  unjuft. 
K.Edw.  Wh^t  franj;ick^j 
Wilt  thou  leave  the  Town  and  fight? 
Orfiiall  we  beat  the  Stones  about  thine  Ears? 

War.  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence: 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  prefently, 
And  bid  thee  Battel,  Edwards  if  thou  dar*ft. 

K.Edw.  Yes  Warwick^  Edward  dares,  and  leads  the  way: 
Lords  to  the  Field ;  St.  George  and  Vifiory.  [Excfmtm 

Aiarch,     War  wi  ck  and  his  Company  follows, 
jilarhm  and  Excnrjions.     Enter  Edward  bringing  forth  Vfzx* 

wick  wounded. 
K.Edw.  So,  lye  thou  there;  die  thou,  and  die  our  fear, 
Eor^fiiw/ci^was  a  Bug  that  fear'd  us  all. 
Now  Montague  fit  faft,  I  feek  for  thee. 
That  JVarwiclCs  Bones  may  keep  thine  Company.        [^Exit» 

War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh?  Come  tome,  Friend,  or  Foe, 
And  tell  me  whois  Viftor,  Torkj^  ovWarwick} 
Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  Body  fliews. 
My  Blood,  my  want  of  Strength,  my  fick  Heart  fliews. 
That  I  muft  yield  my  Body  to  the  Earth, 
And  by  my  fall,  the  conqueft  to  my  Foe. 
Thus  yields  the  Cedar  to  the  Ax's  edge, 
Whofe  Arms  gave  ftielter  to  the  Princely  Eagle, 
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Under  whofe  (hade  the  ramping  Lion  flept, 
Whofc  top'branch  over-peer'd  Jovis  fpreading  Tree, 
And  kept  low  Shrubs  from  Winter's  powerful  VVir^d. 
Thcfe  Eyes»  that  now  are  dimn'd  with  Death's  black  Veil, 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  Mid-day  Sun, 
To  fearch  the  fecret  Trcifons  of  the  World: 
The  wrinkles  in  my  Brows,  now  fiU'd  with  Blood, 
Were  lik'ned  oft  to  Kingly  Sepulchres: 
For  who  liv'dKing,  but  I  could  dig  his  Grave? 
And  whoduift  fmile,  when  JVarwick,  bent  his  Brow? 
Lo,  now  my  Glory  fmear'd  in  Duft  and  Blood, 
My  Parks,  my  Walks,  my  Mannors  that  I  had> 
Even  now  forfake  me ;  and  of  all  my  Lands, 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  Body's  length. 
Why,  what  is  Pomp,  Rule,  Reign,  but  Earth  and  Duft  ? 
And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  muftt 

Enter  Oxford  ani  Somerfct. 

Som%  Ah  Warwick^  Warwick^  wcrt  thou  as  we  are. 
We  might  recover  all  our  Lofs  again : 
The  Queen  from/r4»c^  ha'^h  brought  a  puiflant  Power, 
Even  now  we  heard  the  News :  Ah,  could'ft  thou  fly. 

War.  Why  then  I  would  not  fly.     Ah  Montagne^ 
If  thou  be  there,  fweet  Brother,  take  my  Hand, 
And  with  thy  Lips  keep  in  my  Soul  a  while. 
Thou  lov'ft  me  not;  for.  Brother,  if  thou  didft. 
Thy  Tears  would  wa(h  this  cold  congealed  Blood, 
That  glews  my  Lips,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak* 
Come  quickly  Montague^  or  I  am  dead. 

Som.  Ah  JVurwicl^y  Montague  hath  breath*d  his  laft, 
And  to  the  lateft  gafp,  cry'd  out  for  Warwick^ 
And  faid,  commend  me  to  my  valiant  Brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  faid,  and  more  he  /pokf^ 
And  founded  like  a  Cannon  in  a  Vault, 
That  mought  not  be  diftinguiih'd;  but  at  Ia(^, 
I  well  might  hear  delivered  with  a  Groan, 
O  farewel  Wkrwic\. 

War.  Sweet  reft  his  Soul; 
Fly  Lords,  and  fave  your  felves. 
For  WarwickJ(yA%  you  all  farewel,  to  meet  in  Heaven.  [^iW. 

Oxf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  Queen's  great  Powerl 

Ha^  ths]  ht4,r  away  his  Bodj.  [Exemm. 
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Flomrijb.    Enter  King  Edward  tm  triumph^  with  GlouoeAtr^ 

Clarence,  and  the  reft* 

K.  EJw.  Thus  far  our  Fortune  keeps  an  upward  coxuR^ 
And  we  are  grac'd  with  wreaths  of  Viftory ; 
But  in  the  midft  of  this  bright-d^ining  Day, 
I  ipy  a  black  fufpicioiis  threatning  Cloud, 
That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  Sun, 
E'er  he  attain  his  eafeful  Weflcrn  Bed: 
I  mean,  my  Lords,  thofe  Powers  that  the  Queen 
Hath  rais*d  in  Oallia,  have  arriv'd  our  Coaft, 
And,  as  we  hear,  inarch  on  to  fight  with  us. 

Qar.  A  little  Gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  Cloud> 
And  blow  it  to  the  Source  from  whence  it  came; 
Thy  very  Beams  will  dry  thofe  Vapours  up. 
For  every  Cloudy  engenders  not  a  Storm. 

Glo.  The  Queen  is  valued  thirty  thoufand  ftrong. 
And Somer/et,  with  Oxfordy  fled  to  her; 
If  (he  hath  time  to  breathe,  be  well  aflur*d 
Her  Faftion  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 

K.  Edw.  We  are  advertis'd  by  our  loving  Friends, 
That  they  do  hold  their  courfe  toward  Ttwkfbnri^ 
We  having  now  the  beft  at  Barnet  Field, 
Will  thither  ftraight*  for  willingnefs  rids  way. 
And  as  we  march,  our  ftrength  will  be  augmented. 
In  every  Country  as  we  go  along  .- 
Strike  up  the  Drum,  cry  Courage,  and  away.         [ExeuMt. 

March.     Enter  the  Queen^  Prince  of  Wales,  Somerfer, 

Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 

Queen.   Great  Lords,  wife  Men  ne'er  fit  and  wail  their 
But  chearly  feek  how  to  redrefs  their  Harms.  [Lofe, 

What  though  the  Maft  be  now  blown  over-^oard, 
The  Cable  broke,  the  holding- Anchor  loft. 
And  half  our  Sailors  fwallov^'d  in  the  Flood  ? 
Yet  lives  our  Pilot  ftill.    Is't  meet  that  he 
Should  leave  the  Helm,  and  like  a  fearful  Lad, 
With  tearful  Eyes  add  Water  to  the  Sea, 
And  give  more  ftrength  to  that  which  hath  toomucb^ 
Whiles  in  his  moan,  the  Ship  fplits  on  the  Rock, 
Which  Induftry  and  Courage  might  have  fav*d  ? 
Ah  what  a  ftiame,  ah  what  a  fault  were  this. 
Sa/i  fFitrwicI^  was  our  Anchor ;  what  of  that  i 

And 
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And  Montague  our  Top-maft ;  what  of  him  ? 

Our  flaughtet'd  Friends,  the  Tackles;  whatofthefe? 

.Why  is  not  Oxf9rd  here  another  Anchor  ? 

And  Somerfet^  another  goodly  Maft  \ 

The  Friends  of  France  our  Shrowds  and  Tacklings? 

And  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I, 

For  once  allow'd  the  skilful  Pilot's  Charge  ? 

We  will  not  from  the  Helm  to  (it  and  weep» 

But  keep  our  Courfe,  though  the  rough  Wind  fay  no^ 

From  Shelves  and  Rocks,  that  threaten  us  with  Wrack* 

As  good  to  chide  the  Waves,  as  fpeak  rhem  fair. 

And  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthlefs  Sea  ? 

What  Clarence^  but  a  Quick-fand  of  Deceit  ? 

And  Richard^  but  a  ragged  fatafRock? 

All  thefe>  the  Enemies  to  our  poor  Bark. 

Say  yoy  can  fwim,  alas,  'tis  but  a  while ; 

Tread  on  the  Sand,  why  there  you  quickly  (ink; 

Beftride  the  Rock,  the  Tide  will  walh  you  off. 

Or  elfe  you  familh,  that's  a  three-fold  Death. 

This  fpeak  I,  Lords,  to  let  you  underftand^ 

In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us. 

That  there's  no  hop'd-for  Mercy  with  the  Brothers, 

More  than  with  ruihlefs  Waves,  with  Sands  and  Rocks. 

Why  courage  then,  what  cannot  be  avoided, 

•Twere  childilh  weaknefs  to  lament  or  fear. 

4. 

Prince.  Methinks  a  Woman  of  this  valiant  Spirit 
Should,  if  a  Coward  heard  her  fpeak  thefe  words, 
Infufe  his  Breaft  with  Magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  Man  at  Arms. 
I  fpeak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here  : 
For  did  I  but  fufpeft  a  fearful  Man, 
He  (hould  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes. 
Left  in  our  need  he  might  infe&  another. 
And  make  him  of  like  Spirit  to  himfelf. 
If  any  fuch  be  here,  as  God  forbid. 
Let  him  depart  before  we  need  his  help. 

Oxf.  Women  and  Children  of  (b  high  a  Courage^ 
And  Warriors  faint  I  why  *cwere  perpetual  Shame. 
Oh  brave  young  Prince  1  thy  famous  Grandfather 
Doth  live  again  in  thee;  loi^  may 'ft  thou  live, 
^o  bear  his  Image#  and  renew  his  Glories. 
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Som.  And  he  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  t  Hope^' 
Go  home  to  Bed,  and  like  the  Owl  by  Day, 
If  he  arifc,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at. 

Queen.  Thanks,  ^ti\x\t  Somerfet^  fweet  Oat/tt^  thanks* 

Prin.  And  cake  bis  Thanks^  that  yet  hath  nothing  eUe. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Prepare  you.  Lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand» 
Ready  to  fight ;  therefore  be  refolute. 

Oxf.  I  thought  no  Icfs;  it  his  Policy, 
To  hafte  thus  faft,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readinefs. 

Queen.  This  chears  my  Heart,  to  fee  your  forwardne(s* 

Oxf.  Here  pitch  our  Battel,  hence  we  will  not  budge# 
March.    Enter  King  Edward,  Glocefter,   Clarence^ 

and  Soldiers. 

K.  Edw.  Brave  Followers,  yonder  ftands  the  thorny  Wood, 
Which,  by  the  Heaven's  Affiftance,  and  your  Strength, 
Muft,  by  the  Roots,  be  hewn  up  yet  e'er  Night* 
I  need  not  add  more  Fuel  to  your  Fire, 
For  well  I  wor,  ye  blaze,  to  burn  them  out : 
Give  S'gnal  to  the  Fight,  and  to  it,   Lords.  . 

Queen.  Lords,  Knights,  and  Gentlemen,  what  I  (hould  fay. 
My  Fears  gain-fay;  for  every  word  I  fpeak. 
Ye  fee  I  drink  the  Water  of  my  Eye : 
Therefore,  no  more  but  this;  Henrj^  your  Sovereign, 
Is  Prifbner  to  the  Foe,  his  State  ulurp'd. 
His  Realm  a  Slaughter-houfe,  his  Subjeds  flain. 
His  Statutes  cancclPd,  and  his  Treafure  fpent: 
And  yonder  is  the  Wolf,  that  makes  this  Spoil. 
You  fight  in  Juftice  :  Then  in  God's  Name,  Lords, 
Be  valiant,  and  give  Signal  to  the  Fight. 

Alarum^  Retreat^  Excurfions. 
Enter  King  Edward,  Glocefter,  Clarence,  &c.    The  Quien^ 
Oxford,  and  Somerfet  Prifiners. 

K.  Edw.  Now  here's  a  Period  of  tumultuous  Broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes  Caftle  ftraight : 
For  Somerfety  off  with  his  guilty  Head. 
Go  bear  them  hence,  I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 

Oxf.  For  my  part,  Pll  not  trouble  thee  with  words* 

Som.  Nor  I|  but  ftoop  with  Patience  to  my  Fortune. 

[Exi$$MU 
Qui€u» 
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QueemSo  part  we  fadly  in  this  troublous  Worlds 
To  meet  with  Joy  in  fweet  JerH/aUm. 

K.  Edw*  Is  Frochmation  made.  That  who  finds  EdiMrd 
Shall  have  a  high  Koward,  and  he  his  Life? 

GI9.  It  is,  and  lo  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

Enter  the  Prince  of  Wales, 

K.  Edw.  Bring  forth  the  Gallant,  let  us  hear  him  fpeak. 
What  ?  can  fo  young  a  Thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
Edward^  what  Satisfadion  canft  thou  make, 
For  bearing  Arms,  for  ftirring  up  my  Subjeds, 
And  all  the  Trouble  thou  haft  turn'd  me  to? 

Prince.  Speak  like  a  Subjed,  proud  ambitious  Tork* 
Suppofe  that  I  am  now  my  Father's  Mouth, 
Refjgn  thy  Chair*  and  where  I  ftand,  kneel  thou» 
Whilft  I  propofe  the  felf-fame  words  to  thee. 
Which,  Traitor,  thou  would'ft  have  me  anfwer  to. 

Qmeen.  Ah  !  that  thy  Father  had  been  (b  rcfolv'd. 

Glo.  That  you  might  ftill  have  worn  the  Petticoat, 
And  ne'er  have  ftoln  the  Breech  from  Lancafier. 

Prince.  Let  ty£fop  Fable  in  a  Winter's  Night, 
His  Curriih  Riddles  fort  not  with  this  place. 

Glo.  By  Heaven,  Brat,  Til  plague  ye  for  that  word. 

Queen.  Ay,  thou  waft  born  to  be  a  Plague  to  Men. 

Glo.  For  God's  fake,  take  away  this  captive  Scold. 

Prinee.lizyy  takeaway  this  fcolding Crook-back,  rather. . 

K.  Edw.  Peace,  wilful  Boy,  or  I  will  charm  your  Tongue. 

CZffr.'  Untutor'd  Lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

Prince.  I  know  my  Duty,  you  are  all  undutiful: 
Lafcivious  Edward,  and  thou  perjur'd  George^ 
And  thou  mif-(hapen  Dicl^^  I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  better.  Traitors  as  yc  are. 
And  thou  ufurp'ft  my  Father's  Right  and  mine. 

K.  Edw.  Talfe  that,  thou  likenefs  of  this  Railer  here. 

[Stabs  him. 

Glo.  Sprawl'ft  thou  i  take  that,  to  end  thy  Agony. 

[Rich./4^/^ii». 

CUr.  And  there's  fiar  twitting  me  with  Perjury. 

[CUx.fi4bshin$. 
Queen.  Oh,  kill  me  too ! 

Ob.  Marry,  and  (hall.  [OferstokiUber. 

K.  E^.HoiAy  Richard^hoM^  for  we  have  done  too  mu^h. 

GIq. 
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Glo.  Why  (liould  (he  live,  to  (ill  the  world  with  words  { 
K^  Edw,  What?  doth  ihe  fwoon?  ufe  Means  for  her  Re- 
covery. 

Glo.  Clarcnccy  excufeme  to  the  King  my  Brother  2 
ril  hence  to  London  on  a  (erious  Matter,  ^ 
E'er  ye  come  there,  be  fure  to  hear  feme  News^ 
CUr.  What?  what? 

Glo.  ToweVy  the  Tower.  [jExitj 

Queen.  Oh,  Ned^  fweet  Nedj  fpeak  to  thy  Mother,  Boy^ 
Carm  thou  not  fpeak  ?   O  Traitors,  Murderers  I 
They  ih^t  ftabb'd  Cf/2rr,  (hed  no  Blood  at  all. 
Did  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  Blame, 
If  this  foul  Deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  Man ;  this  (in  refped^  a  Child, 
And  Men  ne'er  fpend  their  Fury  on  a  Child. 
What's  worfe  than  Murtherer,  that  I  may  name  it  ? 
No,  no,  my  Heart  will  burft,  and  if  I  fpeak-— 
And  I  will  fpeak,  that  fo  my  Heart  may  burft. 
Butchers  and  Villains,  bloody  Cannibals* 
How  fweet  a  Plant  have  you  untimely  cropt: 
You  have  no  Children,  Butchers;  if  yoanad. 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  ftirr'd  up  Remorfe  j 
But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  Child, 
Look  in  his  Youth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off. 
As  deathfmeh  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  Prince, 
K.  Edw.   Away  with  her,  go  bear  her  hence  by  force^ 
Queen.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  difpatch  me  here  : 
Here  (heath  thy  Sword,  Fll  pardon  thee  my  Death : 
What?  wilt  thou  not?  then  Clarence  do  it  tnou. 

Clar.  By  Heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  Eafe. 
Queen.  Good  Clarence  do,  fweet  Clarence  do  thou  do  it* 
Clar.  Did*ft  thou  not  hear  me  fwear  I  would  not  do  it? 
Queen.  Ay,  but  thou  ufeft  to  forfwear  thy  felf : 
'Twas  Sin  before,  but  now  'tis  Charity, 
What,  wilt  thou  not  ?  where  is  that  Devil's  Butcher,  Richard, 
Hard-favour*d  Richards  Richards  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here :  Murther  is  thy  Almfdeed. 
Petitioner  for  Blood  thou  ne'er  pull'ft  back, 
if.  Edw.  Away,  I  fay,  I  charge  ye  bear  her  hence. 
Queen.  So  come  to  you  and  yours,  as  to  this  Prince. 

[Exit  Queenl 
K.  Edw. 
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K.  Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone  ? 

CU.  To  London  all  in  poft^  and  as  I  guefs. 
To  make  a  bloody  Supper  in  the  Tower • 

K.  Edw.  He^s  ludden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 
Now  march  we  hence,  difcharge  the  common  fort 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London^ 
And  lee  our  gentle  Queen  how  well  flie  fares. 
By  this,  I  hope,  flie  hath  a  Son  for  me.  [Exemt. 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  Gloccftcr,  with  the  Lieutenant 

on  theTov/tr  Walls. 

GU.  Good  day,  my  Lord;  what  at  your  Book  fo  hard? 

AT.  Henrj.  Ay,  my  good  Lord ;  my  Lord,!  fliould  fay  rather> 
'Tis  (in  to  flatter,  Good  was  little  better  : 
Good  GWjter^  and  Good  Devil,  were  alike, 
And  both  prepofterous  ;  therefore,  not  Good  Lord. 

GU.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  our  fclves,  we  muft  confer. 

\Exit  Lieutenant. 

K.  Henry.  So  flies  the  wreaklefs  Shepherd  from  the  Wolf,  . 
So  firfl:  the  harmlefs  Flock  doth  yield  his  Fleece, 
And  next  his  Throat  unto  the  Butcher's  Knife. 
What  Scene  of  Death  hath  Rojpus  now  to  ad  ? 

Glo.  Sufpicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind. 
The  Thief  doth  fear  each  Bufti  an  Officer. 

AT.  Henry.  The  Bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bulh, 
With  trembling  Wings  mifdoubteth  every  bufli ; 
And  I,  the  helplefs  Male  to  one  fweet  Bird, 
Have  now  the  fatal  Objed  in  my  Eye, 
Where  my  poor  young  was  lim*d,  was  caught  and  kill'd. 

Glo.  Why  what  a  pecvilh  Fool  was  that  of  Creetf 
That  taught  his  Son  the  Office  of  a  Fowl  ? 
And  yet,  for  all  his  Wings,  the  Fool  was  drown'd* 

K.  Henry.  I,  Dedalus;  my  poor  Boy,  Icarus; 
Thy  Father,  Minos^  that  deny 'd  ourcourfe; 
The  Sun  that  fear'd  the  Wings  of  my  fweet  Boy, 
Thy  Brother  Edward;  and  thy  felt,  the  Sea, 
Whofe  envious  Gulf  did  fwallow  up  his  Life: 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  Weapon,  not  with  Words, 
My  Breaft  can  better  brook  thy  Dagger's  p^int. 
Than  can  my  Ears  that  tragick  Hiftory. 
But.  wherefore  doft  thou  come  ?  Is't  for  my  Life  i 

CU.  Think^ft  thou  I  am  an  Executioner  2 

K^  Hinry. 
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K.  Henry.  A  Perfccutor  I  am  furc  thou  art ; 
If  murthtring  Innocents  be  Executing,  % 

Why  then  thou  art  an  Executioner. 

Glo.  Thy  Son  I  kiird  for  his  Prefumption. 

K.  Henry.  Hadft  thou  been  kill'd  when  firft  thou  didft  pre* 
Thou  hadft  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  Son  of  mine :  (  fiiiney 

And  thus  I  prophefie,  that  many  a  thoufand. 
Which  now  miftrtift  no  parcel  of  my  fear. 
And  many  an  old  Man's  figh,  and  many  a  Widow% 
And  many  an  Orphan^s  water-ftanding  Eye, 
Men  for  their  Sons,  Wives  for  their  Husbands  fate. 
And  Orphans  for  their  Parents  timelefs  Death, 
Shall  rue  the  Hour  that  ever  thou  waft  born. 
The  Owl  fhriek'd  at  thy  Birth,  an  evil  fign. 
The  Night-Crow  cry*d,  abrtding  lucklefs  time ; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  Tempeft  (hook  down  Trees; 
The  Raven  rook'd  her  on  the  Chimney's  top. 
And  chattering  Pyes  in  difmal  Difcords  fung : 
Thy  Mother  felt  more  than  a  Mother's  pain, 
And  yet  brought  forth  lefs  than  a  Mother's  hope. 
To  wit,  an  indigefted  deform'd  Lump, 
Not  like  the  Fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  Tree, 
Teeth  hadft  thou  in  thy  Head  when  thou  waft  born. 
To  fignifie  thou  cam'ft  to  bite  the  World  : 
And,  if  the  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard) 
Thou  cam'ft  ■ 

Glo.  I'll  hear  no  more : 
Die,  Prophet,  in  thy  Speech ;  [Stah  hiwtl 

For  this,  araongft  the  reft,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K.  Henrj.  Ay,  and  for  much  more  Slaughter  after  this -. 

O  God,  forgive  my  Sins,  and  pardon  thee.  [pics. 

Glo.  What?  will  th'afpiring Blood  of  L4«c4/?tfr 
Sink  in  the  ground  ?  I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See  how  my  Sword  weeps  for  the  poor  King's  death. 
O  may  fuch  purple  Tears  be  alway  ftied 
From  thofe  who  wifti  the  downfal  of  our  Hoiifc. 
If  any  fpark  of  Life  be  yet  remaining, 
Down,  down  to  Hell,  and  fay  I  fent  thee  thither, 

[  Stabs  him  agdinm  - 
I,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. 
Indeed  [cis  true  that  Htnrj  told  me  of : 

For 
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For  I  have  often  heard  my  Mother  fay, 
I  came  into  the  World  with  my  Legs  forward. 
Had  I  not  reafon,  think  ye,  to  make  hafte» 
And  (eek  their  Ruin,  that  ufurp'd  our  Right  ? 
The  Midwife  wondered,  and  the  Women  cry'd, 

0  Jefus  blefs  us,  he  is  born  with  Teeth  1 
And  fo  I  was,  which  plainly  (igniBed, 

That  I  (hould  fnarle,  and  bite,  and  play  the  Dog  : 
Then  fince  the  Heav'ns  have  (hap'd  my  Body  fo,      '    . 
Let  Hell  make  crook'd  my  Mind  to  aofwer  it. 

1  have  no  Brother,  I  am  like  no  Brother  : 

And  this  word  [Love]  which  grey  Beards  call  Divine, 
Be  refident  in  Men  like  one  another. 
And  not  in  me  :.I  am  my  felf  alone. 
CUrencc  beware*  thou  keep'ft  me  from  the  light. 
But  I  will  fort  a  pitchy  Day  for  thee  2 
For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  Prophecief, 
That  Edward  ihall  be  fearful  of  his  Life* 
And  then*  to  purge  his  fear,  111  be  thy  Death.  1 

King  Henry y  and  the  Prince  his  Son,  are  gone, 
Clarewc,  thy  turn  is  next*  and  then  the  reft , 
Counting  my  felf  but  bad,  'till  I  be  beft. 
I'll  throw  thy  Body  in  another  room* 
And  triumph,  Htnrjy  in  thy -day  of  Doom.    .  \Exiu 

Enter  King  Edward,  Quten^    Clarence,  Gloceftcr,  Ha-  - 

ftings,  N$irfc^  and  Aitendants. 
K.  Edw,  Once  more  we  fit  on  England  %  Royal  Throne, 
Re-purcha$*d  with  the  Blood  of  Enemies  : 
What  valiant  Foe-men,  like  to  Autumn's  Corn* 
Have  we  mow'd  down  in  top  of  all  their  P)-ide? 
Three  Dukes  of  Sonurftu  threefold  Renowned, 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  Champions : 
T^o  Cliffords^  as  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  two  Northumherlands ;  two  braver  Men, 
Ne*er  fpurr'd  their  Courfers  at  the  Trumpets  found. 
With  them,  the  two  brave  Bear5,  WarwickjXiA  M^ntagut^ 
That  in  their  Chains  fetter'd  the  Kingly  Lion, 
And  made  the  Foreft  tremble  when  they  foar'd. 
Thus  have  we  (Wept  Sufpicion  from  our  Seat, 
And  made  our  Footftool  of  Security. 
Come  ^(her,  'Btfs^  and  let  me  kifs  my  Boy  t 

Young 
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Young  NeJy  for  thee,  thine  Unkles,  and  my  (elf. 
Have  in  our  Armors  watch'd  the  winter  Nighty 
Went  all  a-foot  in  Summers  fcalding  hear,  ^ 

That  thou  might'ft  rcpofTets  the  Crown  in  peace>  .   ^. 
And  of  our  Labours  thou  (halt  reap  the  Gain.      ^  f  v, 

Glo.  ril  blaft  his  Harveft,  if  your  Head  were  huT,        * 
For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  World. 
This  Shoulder  was  ordain'd  fo  thick,  to  heave, 
And  heave  it  (hall  fome  weight,  or  break  my  back; 
Work  thou  the  way*  and  that  (hall  execute.  L^^fi^* 

K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Gh^fier^  love  my  lovdy  puee^*  ■ 
And  kifs  your  Princely  Nephew,  Brothers  both.  '.       f\ 
Clar.  The  duty  that  I  owe  your  Majefty,         '  ' 

I  feal  upon  the  Lips  of  this  fweet  Babe. 

K.Edw.  Thanks,  nohU  Clar ence^  worthy  Brother,  thanks. 
Glo.  And  that  I  love  the  Tree  from  whence  thou  fprang^ft^ 
Witnefs  the  loving  Kifs  I  give  the  Fruit : 
To  fay  the  truth,  fo  Judas  kifs'd  his  Mafter,  [jdifijg. ' 

And  cry*d,  all  hail,  when  as  he  meant  all  harm.  .      :  J 

K.  Edw.  Now  am  I  feared  as  my  Soul  delights^ 
Having  my  Country's  peace,  and  Brothers  loves. 

Clar.  What  will  your  Grace  have  done  with  Mdrgaretl 
Riignier  her  Father,  to  the  King  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerufalem^ 
And  hither  have  they  fcnt  it  for  her  Ranfom.  .  ^ 

K.Edw.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to  France i 
And  now  what  refts,  but  that  we  fpend  the  time 
With  ftately  Triumphs,  mirthful  Comick  Shows^ 
Such  as  befits  the  Pleafure  of  the  Court  ? 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets^  farewel  fowr  Annoy, 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lafting  Joy.        [Exeum omncs^ 
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ACTL    SCENE    L 

Enter  Richard  Duke  tf/GIo'fter,  folus. 

HOW  is  the  Winter  of  our  DWccntcnf, 
I  Midc  glorious  Summer  by  this  Sun  of  Tork^ 
I  And   all  the  Clouds  that   lowr'd  upon  oul- 
I         Houfe, 

I  In  ths  deep  Bafom  of  the  Ocean  biuy'd. 
Now  arc  our  Brows  bound  with  ViCtoriooj 
WreariiJ. 
Our  bruiftd  Artns  hnng  up  for  Monuments; 
Our  ftern  Alarums  chang'd  to  merry  Meetirgs; 
Our  dreadful  Marches  to  deh'ghtful  Meafures. 
Grim-vifag'd  War  hath  fmootli'd  his  wrinkled  FroBtj 
And  now,  inftead  of  mounting  Barbed  Siceds, 
Vot.  IV^  G  »  f«. 
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To  fright  the  Souls  of  fearful  Adverfaries, 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  Lady's  Chamber,  .^      ^- 

To  the  lafcivious  pleafing  of  a  Lute.  ■  -^ 

But  L  that  am  not  ihap*d  for  fportive  Tricks^  ; 

Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  Looking-glafs,  ^* 

I,  that  am  rudely  ftampt,  and  want  Love's  M^jefty,  ' 

To  flrut  before  a  wanton  ambling  Nymph; 
I,  thit  am  curtaird  of  this  fair  Proportion, 
Cheated  of  Feature  by  difTerabling  Nature, 
Deform'd,  unBnilli'd,  fent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  World,  fcarce  half  made  up^ 
And  that  fo  landely  and  unfalhionable. 
That  Dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them : 
Why  I  (in  this  weak  piping  time  of  Peacejf 
Have  no  delight  to  pafs  away  the  time, 
Unle^  to  fee  my  Shadow  in  the  Sun, 
And  dcfcant  on  mine  own  Deformity. 
Ard  therefore,  fince  I  cannot  prove  a  Lover, 
To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoKen  Days, 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  Villain, 
And  hite  the  idle  Pleafures  of  thefe  Days. 
Plots  have  I  laid,  Induftions  dangerous, 
by  drunken  Prophefics,  Libels,  and  Dreams, 
To  fdt  my  Brother  Clarence  and  the  King 
In  deadly  hate,  the  one  againft  the  other: 
And  if  King  Edward  be  as  True  and  Juft, 
As  I  sm  Subtle,  Falfe  and  Treacherouj, 
This  Day  (hould  Clarence  clofcly  be  mewM  op. 
About  a  Prophefie,  which  fays,  that  G 
Of  Edward^  Heirs  the  Murtherer  (hall  be. 
Di\  eThoughts  down  to  my  Soul,  here  Clarence  comes* 
Enter  Clarence^  and  Brakenbury*  guarded. 
Brother,  good  Day;  what  means  this  armed  Guard 
That  waits  upon  your  Grace? 

CUr.  His  Mai.cfty>  tendring  my  Perfon's  fafety. 
Hath  appointed  this  Condud  to  convey  me  to  th^TofWfrm 

Glo.  Upon  what  Caufe  ? 

Clar.  Becaufe  my  Name  is  George. 

Clo.  Alack,  my  Lord,  that  Fault  is  none  of  yours: 
He  fliould  for  that  commit  your  Godfathers* 
O  belike,  his  Majcfly  hath  fome  meat. 
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Xhn  you  (hould  be  new  Chriftned  in  the  T<nver. 
But  what's  the  Matter,  CUrmue,;  noay  I  tnow  i 

CUr.  Yea  Richdrd^  when  1  know;  but  I  proteft 
As  yet  I  do  not;  but  as  I  can  learn> 
He  harkens  after  Prophefies  and  Dreams,  ' 

And  from  the  Cro(s.row  plucks  the  letter  G; 
And  fays  a  Wizard  told  him,  that  hyO, 
His  Ifluc  difiaherited  Ihould  be. 
And  for  my  Name  of  George  bcgirs  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  Thought  tnat  I  am  he. 
Thefr,  as  I  learn,  and  fuch  like  toys  as  thefe> 
Have  mov'd  his  Highnefetb  commit  me  now. 

{?&.  Why  this  it  is,  when  Menarcrul'd  by  Women. 
'Tis  not  the  King  that  fends  you  to  the  Tower;  ' ' 

My  Lady  Gray  his  Wife,  ClArence^  'tis  (he,  *"    " 

That  tempts  him  to  this  harlh  Ejttremityl 
Was  it  not  (he,  and  that  good  Man  of  Worfhip> 
JlHthonj  Woodvil  her  Brother  there, 
'  That  made  him  fend  Lord  Haftings  to  the  Te^er 
From  whence  this  Day  he  is  delivered. 
We  are  not  f^fe,  Clarence^  we  arc  not  fafe. 

Clar.  By  Heaven,  I  think  there  is  no  Man  fecurc 
But  the  Queen's  Kindred,  and  Night-walking  Heralds^ 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  King  andMiftrefi  Shore. 
Heard  you  not  what  an  humble  Suppliant 
Lord  Hufiings  was  for  his  delivery  f 

Glo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  Deity, 
Got  my  Lord  Chamberlain  his  Liberty, 
ril  tell  you  what,  I  think  it  h  our  wayi 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  King, 
To  be  her  Men,  and  wear  her  Livery : 
The  jealous  o'er-worn  Widow,  and  her  felf. 
Since  that  our  Brother  dub*d  them  Gentlewomen, 
Are  migbty  GoiHps  in  our  Monarchy. 

Brak^  I  befeech  your  Graces  both  %o  pardon  me. 
His  Majefty  hath  Uraightly  given  in  chafj^e. 
That  no  Man  (hall  have  private  Conferencci 
Of  what  degree  foever;  with  your  Brother. 

Glo.  Even  fo,  and  pleafe  your  worfliin,  Erdhenhurj  \ 
Yo'i  may  partake  of  any  thing  wcTay : 
We  Ipeak  no  Trofon,  Mm, — Uwe  fay  the  King 

Ql  In 
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Is  wife  and  virtuous,  and  his  noble  Queen 

Well  ftrook  in  Years,  fair,  and  not  jealous.    . . 

We  fay,  that  Shore's  Wife  hath  a  pretty  Foot,    - 

A  cherry  Lip,  a  bonny  Eye,  a  palling pleafing  Tonguci 

That  the  Queen's  Kindred  are  made  Gentlc^folks. 

How  fay  you.  Sir?  can  you  deny  all  this? 

Bral^  With  this,  my  Lord,  my  felf  have  nought  to  do, 

Glo.  Naught  to  do  wirh  Miftrefs  Shorei 
X  cell  thee,  FcI!o\v,  he  that  doth  naught  with  her. 
Excepting  one,  were  bed  to  do  it  fecretly  alone. 

Brak^  What  one,  my  Lord? 

Glo.  Her  Husband,  Knave would'ft  thou  hctny  inc? 

Bral^,  I  do  bcftech  your  Grsce 
To  pardt)n  mr,  at  d  withal  forbear 
Your  Confercncs  with  the  noble  Duke. 

Clar.  Wc  kno\fr  thy  cha-  ^j'-,  FrahnbHry,  and  will  obey. 

G!o.  Wc  are  the  Qiieens  A'jcft  ,  and  muft  obey. 
Brother  tarcwcl,  I  will  unto  the  King, 
And  whitfoe'cr  you  will  employ  me  in, 
Were  it  to  call  King  Edward's  Widow,  Sifter, 
I  will  perf(?rm  it  to  infranchifc  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  difgracc  of  Brotheihood, 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Qar.  I  know  it  pleafcth  neither  of  us  well. 

Gh.  Wcl?,  yr.ur  Imprifonmcnt  fhallnot  be  lonf, 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  elfe  lye  for  you: 
Mean  time  have  paricncef 

Clar.  I  muft  perf(  rce;  farcwel.  [^Ex.  Brak.  Chr^ 

Glo.  Go  tread  the  path  that  tl-cu  ftia't  ne'er  return  : 

Simple  plain  Clarence 1  dr»  love  thee  fo, 

That  I  will  fliortly  fend  thy  Soul  to  Hcav'r, 
If  Heav'n  will  take  the  Prefcnt  at  our  Hands; 
But  who  ccmts  here?  the  new  delivci'd  Hafiingsf 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

Hdfi.  Gt)od  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  Lord. 

Glo.  As  much  unto  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain: 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  Air, 
How  hath  your  Lordftiip  brook'd  Imprifonment? 

Ha(t.  With  pari^nce,  noble  Lord,  as  Prifoners  muft  > 
But  I  ihall  live,  my  Lord,  to  give  them  thanks 
Th^t  wcr^  the  caufe  of  my  Imprif.nmtnr, 

GIq. 
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Gh.  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  and  fo  Ihall  Ctarence  too. 
For  they  that  were  your  Eneniies  are  his. 
And  have  prevaifd  as  much  on  him,  as  you. 

ffafi.  More  pity,  that  the  Eagles  fliould  be  mew'd^ 
Whiles  Kites  tod  Buzzards  play  at  Liberty. 

Glo.  What  News  abroad  ? 

Haji.  No  News  fo  bad  abroad  as  this  at  home : 
The  King  is  fickly,  weak,  and  melancholy. 
And  his  PhyHcians  fear  him  mightily. 

Cla.  Now  by  St.  J^h^f  that  news  is  bad  indeed. 
O  he  hath  kept  an  evil  Diet  lon^. 
And  over-much  confura'd  his  Royal  Perfon : 
'Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
Where  is  he,  in  his  Bed  ? 

Hafi.  He  is. 

6lo»  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 

lExh  Haftings. 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope  ;  and  muft  not  die. 
Till  ticorge  be  packed  with  poft-horfeup  toHeav'n. 
I'll  in  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Qartnccp 
Which  lyes  well  fteel'd  with  weighty  arguments. 
And  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intenr, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live : 
Which  done,  God  take  King  Edward  to  his  Mercy, 
And  leave  the  World  for  me  to  bulflle  in. 
For  then,  I'll  marry  Warwicl(s  youngeft  Daughter : 
What  though  I  kili'd  her  Husband,  and  her  Father, 
The  readieft  way  to  make  the  Wench  amends. 
Is  to  become  her  Husband  and  her  Father: 
The  which  will  I,  not  all  fo  much  for  Love^ 
As  for  another  fecrct  clofe  intenr. 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  muft  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  Horfe  to  Market: 
Clarence  ftill  breaths,  Edward  ftill  lives  and  rcfgn^ 
When  they  are  gonej  then  muft  I  count  my  Gain&.     [Exit. 
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Enter  tbiCoMrfi  0/  Henry  the  Sixths  wiib  Htliirds  tpffiifU 

it^  Lddj  Aone  tiimg  thi  Manrmtr^ 

^HHc.  Set  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load. 
If  Honour  may  be  ihrowded  in.a  Herfe ;   ^        ' 
Wbilft  I  a-while  obfequioufly  lament 
The  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  LancMfler. 
Poor  key-cold  Figure  of  a  holy  King, 
Pale  Allies  of  the  Houfe  of  LMcafier  ; 
Thou  bloodlefs  Remnant  of  that  Royal  Blood,  . 

Be  it  lawful  that  I  invocate  thy  Ghoft»  \ 

To  hear  the  Lamentations  of  poor  Anne^  ..^ 

Wife  to  thy  Edward^  to  thy  flaughrred  Son, 
Stab'd  by  the  felf  fame  (land  that  made  thefe  wounds. 
Lo,  in  thefe  Windows  that  let  forth  thy  Life, 
I  pour  the  helplefs  Balm  of  my  poor  Eyes. 
O  curfcd  be  the  hand  that  made  thefe  hoks ! 
CurfcJ  the  Heart,  that  bad  the  Heart  to  do  iif  ' 

Curfed  the  Bloodj  that  let  this  Blood  from  hence,  •   . 

More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch. 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 
Than  I  can  wifti  to  Wolves,  to  Spiders,  Toads^ 
Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives. 
If  ever  he  have  Child,  abortive  be  it. 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brouf>ht  to  light, 
Whofe  urfy  and  unnatural  Afpeft, 
May  fright  the  hopeful  Mother  at  the  view; 
And  thit  be.  Heir  to  his  unhappinefs* 
If  ever  he  have  Wife,  let  her  be  made 
More  miferable  by  the  death  of  him. 
Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  Lord,  and  thee. 
Come  now  towa^-ds  Chcrtfrf  with  your  holy  Load, 
Taken  from  VauCs  to  be  interred  there^ 
And  ftill  as  you  are  weary  of  this  weight. 
Reft  you,  whiles  I  lament  King  HenYf%  Coarfe. 

Enttr  Richard  Bnk^  ^/Glocefter. 
C/{?,  Siay  you  that  bear  the  Coarfe,  and  fee  it  down. 

jinnt^ 


j4mu.  What  black  Magician  conjures  up  this  Ftcndi 
To  flop  devoted  cAiritaUe  Deeds? 

Glo.  Villains,  fet  down  the  Coarre ;  or  by  St.  P^at^ 
lil  ihakb  a  Coarfe  of  hiin  that  difobeys. 
Ge9t.  My  Lofd,  ftand  back»  and  let  the  Co(Sn  pafs, 
Gh.  Unmanner'd  Dog, 
Stand  thou  when  I  ccDiinand : 
Advance  thy  Halbert  higW  than  my  Breaff^i 
Or  by  St.  Pdul^  Vl\  ftrlke  thee  to  my  Foot,    . 
And  fpurn  upon  thee>  Beggar,  for  thy  boldne(s. 

^une.  What  do  you  tremble)  are  you  all  afraid { 
AlaSf  I  blame  you  not,  for  you  are  mortali 
Aiad  mortal  Eyes  cannot  endure  the  Devil. 
Avant,  thou  dreadful  Minifter  of  Hell: 
Thou  hadft  but  power  over  his  mortal  Body, 
His  Soul  thou  canft  not  have;  therefore  be  gone. 
Cl§.  Sweet  Samt,  for  Charity,  be  not  fo  cuifl« 
jinne.  Foul  Devil ! 
Fot  God's  fake  hence,  and  trouble  us  nor. 
For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  Earth  thy  Hell: 
Fill'd  it  with  curling  cries,  and  deep  exclaiirif. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  hainous  Decdf, 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  Butcheries. 
Oh  Gentlemen !  fee !  fee  dead  Henry^s  wounds 
Open  their  con^eal'd  Mourh*^,  and  bleed  a-frelh. 
Bluflif  blu(h>  thou  lump  of  ioul  Deformity; 
For  'tis  thy  prefence  that  exhales  this  Blood 
From  cold  and  empty  Veins,  where  no  blood  dwells* 
Thy  Deeds  inhuman,  and  unnatural, 
Provoke  this  Deluge  mod  unnatural. 
O  God!  which  this  Blood  mad*(l,  revenge  his  Death: 
O  Earth  I  which  this  Blo«d  drirk'ft,  revenge  his  Death. 
Either  Heav'n  with  Lightning  ftrike  the  Muith'rer  dead. 
Or  Earth,  gape  open  wid^,  and  eat  him  quick> 
As  thou  dofl  fwallow  up  this  good  King's  Blood, 
Which  his  Hell-govern *d  arm  hath  butchered. 
Glo.  Lady,  you  know  no  ?lules  of  Charity, 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  Bleffings  for  Curfes. 

J4hh€.  Villain,  thou  know'ft  nor  law  of  God  nor  Man; 
No  Beaft  fo  fierce,  but  knows  fome  toi  ch  of  pity. 
' '  6lc.  But  I  know  none«  and  therefore  am  no  Bc^R^ 
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Anne.  O  wonderful  when  Devils  tell  the  truth  f 

Glo.  More  wonderful,  when  Angels  are  fo  aogry : 
Vouchfafe,  divine  pcrfedion  of  a  Woman, 
Of  thefc  fuppofed  Crimes,  to  give  n>c  leave. 
By  circumlbncc,  but  to  acquit  my  felf, 

Anne.  Vouchfafe,  diffas'd  irfcftion  of  a  Man, 
Of  thcfe  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave 
By  circumftance,  to  cur(c  thy  curfed  felf« 

Glo.  Fairer  than  Tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 
Som2  patient  leifure  to  excufe  my  felf. 

Anne.  F  lulcr  than  Heart  can  think  thee. 
Thou  cand  make  no  excufe  that  will  be  currant, 
Unlefs  thou  hang  thy  felf. 

Glo.  By  fuch'defpair,  I  (hould  accufe  my  felf. 

Anne.  And  by  dcfpairing  flialr  thou  ftand  excus'd. 
For  doing  worthy  Venfjeance  on  thy  felf; 
That  didft  unworthy  flaughter  upon  others. 

Glo.  Say>  that  I  flew  them  nor, 

Anne.  Then  fay,  they  were  not  flain: 
But  dead  they  are,  and,  devilifli  Slave,  by  thee. 

Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  Husband. 

Anne.  Why  then  he  is  alive. 

Glo.  Nay,  he  is  dead,  and  (lain  by  Edward\  Hands. 

Anne.  In  thy  foul  Throat  thou  ly'ft. 
Queen  Margaret  faw 

Thy  murd'rous  Faulchion  fmoaking  in  his  Blood: 
The  which  thou  once  didft  bend  againft  her  Breafl, 
But  that  thy  Brothers  beat  afide  the  point. 

Glo.  I  was  provoked  by  her  flandVous  Tongue, 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltlefs  Shoulders. 

Anne.  Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  Mind, 
That  never  dream'ft  on  ought  but  Butcheries: 
Didft  thou  not  kill  this  King.? 

Glo.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Doft  grant  me,  Hedge-Hog, 
Then  God  grant  me  too. 
Thou  may'ft  be  damned  for  that  wicked  Deed : 
O  he  wa>  gentle,  mild  and  virtuous. 

Glo,  The  better  for  the  King  of  Heav'n  that  hath  him»  ' 

Anm.  He  is  in  Heav'n,  where  thou  Ihalt  never  come. 

Glo. 
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Glo.  Let  liim  thank  me  that  help  to  fend  him  thither; 
For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place  than  Earth. 
.Anne.  And  thou  urfit  for  any  place  but  HcIL 
Glo.  Yes  one  place  dfe,  if  you  will  hear  me  name  it. 
jinne.  Some  Dungeon. 
Clo.  Your  Bed-chamber. 

jinnc.  Ill  Reft  betide  the  Chamber  where  thou  lyeft* 
Glo.  So  will  it,  Madam,  *cill  I  lye  with  you. 
Anne.  I  hope  fo. 

Glo,  I  know  fo.    But  gentle  Lady  Anne^ 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  Wits, 
And  fall  fomething  into  a  flower  method. 
Is  not  the  Caufer  of  the  timelefs  deaths 
pf  thefe  PUnugenetSt  Htnrj  and  Edward^ 
As  blameful  as  the  Executioner? 

jinne.  Thou  wafl:  the  Caufe,  and  moft  accnrft  cfFcfi. 
Glo.  Your  Beauty  was  the  Caufe  of  that  efFed : 
Your  Beauty  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  fleep. 
To  undertake  the  Death  of  all  the  World, 
Sol  might  live  one  hour  in  yourfweet  Bofom. 

Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee.  Homicide* 
Thefe  Nails  (hould  rend  that  Beauty  from  my  Checks. 

Glo.  Thefe  Eyes  could  not  endure  thit  Beauty's  wrack. 
You  (hould  not  blemidi  it,  if  I  flood  by; 
As  all  the  World  is  cheered  by  the  Sun, 
So  I  by  that ;  it  is  my  Day,  my  Life. 
Anne.  Black  night  o'er-rtiadc  thy  Day,  and  death  thy  Life, 
Glo.  Curfe  not  thy  felf,  fair  Creature, 
Thou  art  both. 
Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee, 
Glo.  It  is  a  quarrel  mofl  unnatural. 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juft  and  reafonable. 
To  be  reveng'd.on  him  that  kill'd  mv  Husband. 

Glo.  He  that  bereft  thee.  Lady,  of  thy  Husband, 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  Husband. 

Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  Earth. 

Glo.  He  lives,  that  loves  thee  better  than  he  could. 

Anne.  Name  him* 

CU.  Plantagenet. 

Anne.  Why  that  was  he. 
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Clo.  The  felf-fime  Naine»  but  one  of  better  Nature. 
ulnne.  Where  is  he? 

GU.  Here:  [Slmfik^M 

Why  doft  thou  fpit  at  me{ 
jiMiu.  Would  it  were  mortal  Poifoo  ibr  thy  63ktm 
Glo.  Never  ctme  Poifon  from  fo  fweet  Place. 
.^iEwK.  Never  hung  Poifon  on  a  fouler  Toad*    i. 
Out  of  my  Sif>bCf  thou  doft  infeft  mine  Eyes. 

Glo.  Thine  Eyes,  fwect  Lady,  have  infedbedmiae^  :  • 
jinne.  Would  they  were  Bafilisks,  to  ftrike  thee  clead» 
GU.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once  a . 
For  now  they  kill  roe  with  a  living  Death. 
Thofe  Eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  ialt  Tetrsi .. 
Sham*d  their  Afpcfts  with  ftore  of  childifh  Dropt: 
Thefe  Eyes,  which  never  ftied  remorfeful  Tear. 
No,  when  my  Father  Tork^  and  Edward  wcpta 
To  he.ir  the  piteous  Moan  that  RmUt$d  nudet 
When  blackfac'd  Qiford  (book  his  Sword  at  him : 
Nor  when  thy  warlike  Father,  Ijke  a  Chi]d> 
Told  the  fad  Story  of  my  Father*s  Death, 
And  twenty  timei  made  Paufe  to  fob  and  weepf 
That  all  the,Sta-dcrs  by  had  wet  their  Cheeks, 
Like  Trees  be-da(h'd  with  Rain:  In  that  fad  Timei 
My  manly  Eyes  did  fcorn  an  humbje  Tear: 
And  what  thefe  Sorrows  could  not  thence  exhale> 
Thy  Beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weepiog» 
I  never  fued  to  Friend,  nor  Enemy ; 
My  Tongue  could  never  learn  fweet  fmootbing  Words  i 
But  now  thy  Beauty  is  propos'd  my  Fee, 
My  proud  Heart  fues»  and  prompts  my  Tongue  to  fpealb 

[Sh  UokffiornfHllj  M  him. 
Teach  not  thy  Lip  fuch  Scorn,  for  it  was  made 
For  kiffing.  Lady,  not  for  fuch  Contempt, 
If  thy  revengeful  Heart  cannot  forgive, 
Lo  here  I  lend  thee  this  ftiarp*pointed  Sword, 
Which,  if  thou  pleafe  to  hide  in  this  true  Breaftj 
And  let  the  Soul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  Stroke,  ' 

And  humbly  beg  the  Death  upon  my  Knee* 

[He  lays  his  Breafi  opcHj  (be  offers  of  it  with  his  Swwd. 
Nay*  do  not  paufe;  for  I  did  kill  Ijling  H^tri\ 

But 
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Sot  *twas  thy  Beauty  that  provoked  me. 

Nay,  now  difpatch :  'Twas  I  that  ftabb'd  youog  Edipardf 

But  *twaf  thy  heav'niy  Face  that  fet  oie  on. 

[She  fdlts  the  Swords 
Take  up  the  Sword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Aftfte.  Ariffi  Diflfembler,  though  I  wi(h  thy  Death,   ^ 
I  will  not  h9  thy  Executioner, 

OhJ  Then  bid  me  kill  my  lelf,  and  I  will  do  ir.  ^ 
jiHM^  I  hav€  already. 
Glo.  That  was  in  thy  Rase : 
Speak  it  igain,  and  even  with  thy  word. 
This  Hand,  which  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  Love, 
Shall  for  thy  love,  kill  a  tar  trtier  Love; 
To  both  their  Deaths  (halt  thou  be  acceflary. 
j^ftc.  I  wouU  I  knew  thy  Heart. 
Clo*  •Tis  figured  in  my  Tongue* 
Afme.  I  fear  me,  both  are  falie. 
Clo.  Then  never  Man  was  true. 
j^pie.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  Sword* 
GU.  Say  then,  my  Peace  is  made. 
AnM^  That  (halt  thou  know  hereafter. 
CU.  But  (hall  I  live  in  hope  i 
Afmcm  All  Men  I  bape  Hve  (b. 
GI0,  Vouchfafe  to  wear  this  Rin?» 
Look  how  my  Ring  encompaifeth  thy  Finger, 
Even  fo  thy  Breaft  inclofeth  my  poor  Heart: 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  Servant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand. 
Thou  doft  confirm  this  Happinels  for  eveiu 
Ame.  What  is  it? 

GU.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefe  fad  DeGgns 
To  him  that  hath  moft  caufe  to  be  a  Mourner,  ^ 
And  prefently  repair  to  Croslj  Houfe : 
Where,  after  I  have  folemnly  interred 
At  ChiTtfej  MonaflYy  this  noble  King, 
And  wet  his  Grave  with  my  repentant  Tearii 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  fee  you« 
For  divers  unknown  Retfdnsi  I  b^leech  yo|i. 
Grant  me  this  Boon* 
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Anne.  With  all  my  Heart,  and  much  it  joys  me  too#  ' 

To  fee  you  arc  become  fo  pcrltcnr. 
Tre^cl  and  B.trkjejy  go  along  with  mc. 
do.   Bid  me  tarcweL 
yinne.  'Tis  more  than  you  dcrferve  : 
But  (incc  y«:u  reach  mc  how  to  flitter  you, 
Imat^ine     have  faid  farewel  already.  [^Exennt  two  with  Knxiti 
Gent.  T*)ward<i  Cherifejfi  Noble  Lord? 
Olo.  Now  to  tVoite-Frurs^  there  attend  my  cominp. 

[jExit  Coarfu 
Was  ever  Woman  in  this  humour  woo'd  / 
Was  ever  Woman  in  this  humour  won  J  ^ 

ril  have  her but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 

Wha:  \  I  that  kiU'd  her  Husband,  and  his  Father  \ 

To  take  her  in  her  Heart's  extreameft  hate, 

WirhCurfcs  in  her  Mouth,  Tears  in  her  Eye^i 

The  bleeding  witncfs  of  my  hatred  by, 

Having  God,  her  Confcicncc,  and  thefe  Bars  againft  mei 

And  I  no  Fiicnd^  to  back  my  fuit  withal. 

But  the  plain  Devil  and  diffembling  Looks: 

And  yet  to  win  her— ^ All  the  World  to  nothing  I 

Hah  / 

Hath  ftie  forgot  already  that  brave  Prince, 

Edwxrd^  her  Lord,  whom  I,  fome  three  Months  (ince^ 

Stab'd  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tavki^nrj  ? 

A  fweeter  and  a  lovelier  Gentleman, 

Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  Nature, 

Young,  Valiant,  Wife,  and,  no  doubt,  right  Roya!^ 

The  fpacious  World  cannot  again  afford  : 

And  will  flie  thus  abafe  her  Eyes  on  mc. 

That  cropt  the  Golden  prime  of  this  fwect  Prince^ 

And  made  her  Widow  to  a  woful  Bed  f 

On  me,  whofe  All  not  equals £d'M;^rt\s Moiety? 

On  me,  that  halts,  and  am  miihapen  thus? 

My  Dukedom  to  a  beggarly  Denier, 

I  do  miftakemy  Perfon  all  this  while; 

Upon  my  Life  (he  finds,  although  I  cannot. 

My  fdf  to  be  a  marv'Ious  proper  Man. 

1*11  be  at  charges  for  a  Looking-gJafi, 

And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  Tailors, 

Toftudy  FafliioDS  to  adorn  my  Body; 

Sinf« 
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Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  my  felf,  ^ 

I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  Coft.  \ 

But  firft  ril  turn  yon  Fellow  in  his  Grave, 

And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  Love. 

Shine  our,  fair  Sun,  "till  I  have  bought  a  Glif5, 

That  I  may  fee  my  Shadow  as  I  pafs.  [iTx/V. 

SCENE    HI. 

Enter  the  Queen,  LordK.iveis^  and  Lord Gtzy. 

Riv.  Have  patience.  Madam,  there  is  no  doubf,  his  Majefly 
Will  foon  recovierhis  accuftom'd  Health. 

Graj^  In  that  you  brook  it  ilJ,  it  makes  him  worfe. 
Therefore  for  God's  fake  entertain  good  Comfort, 
And  cheer  his  Grace  with  quick  and  merry  lives. 

Qneen.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  on  me? 

Gray.  No  other  harm,  but  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord, 

Queen.  The  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord  includes  all  harm^. 

Graj.  The  Heavens  have  bleft  you  with  a  goodly  Son 
To  be  your  Comfprter  when  he  is  gone. 

Queen.  Ah!  he  is  young,  and  his  Mioority 
Is  put  unto  the  truft  of  Richard  Glofier^ 
A  Man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

Riv.  Is  it  concluded,  he  (hall  be  Protedor  ? 

Queen.  Itisdetermin'd,  not  concluded  yet : 
But  To  it  muft  be,  if  the  King  mifcarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Derby. 

Graj.  Here  comes  the  Lords  of  Buckingham  and  Derhj. 

Btick^  Good  time  of  Day  unto  your  Royal  Grace. 

Derby.  God  make  your  Majefiy  joyful,  as  you  have  been. 

Queen.  The  Countefs  Richneond^  good  my  Lord  of  Derby, 
To  your  good  Prayer  will  fcarcely  fay.  Amen ; 
Ytl  Derbjj  not withftanding /he's  your  Wife, 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  Lord,  aiTur'd^ 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  Arrogance. 

Derby.  I  do  befeech  you,  cither  not  believe 
The  envious  Slanders  of  her  falfe  Accufers  : 
Or  if  Hie  be  accus*d  on  true  report. 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs;  which  I  think  proceeds 
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t^rom  wayward  Sicknefs*  and  oo  grounded  Malice* 

Qjicen.  Siw  you  the  King  to  Day»  my  Lord  of  Dertfi  '■ 
Derby.  But  now^  the  Duke  of  BmckhtgbMm  and  I  ^ 

Are  come  frx)m  viliting  his  Majefty. 
Qneen.  Wi)at  likelihood  of  his  Amendmenr;  Lends?  - 
BmcI^,  Midam,  good  hipe^  his  Ortcefpiaks  chearfulljr,; 
Omeeft.  God  grant  him  Health ;  did  youconftr  with  him? 
Buck,.  Ay»  Madam,  he  defires  to  make  Atonement* 
Iktween  the  Duke  of  Glo*fter  and  your  Brothers^ 
And  between  them  and  my  Lord  Chamberlain  i 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  Royal  Prefence. 

Quecm  Would  all  were  well but  that  will  never  be       ■ 

I  fear  our  HappincTs  is  at  the  height. 

Enter  Glouccfter. 
Glo.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  nolf  endure  ir^ 
Who  is  it  that  coinpbins  unto  the  King, 
That  T>  forfooth,  am  Aern,  and  love  them  not  ? 
By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  Grace  but  lightly. 
That  fill  his  Ears  with  fuch  difTentious  Rumors, 
Becaufe  I  cannot  flitter,  and  look  fair. 
Smile  in  Mens  Faces,  fmooth,  deceive  and  cog^ 
Duck  with  French  nods,  and  A  pifli  CourteGe* 
I  mud  be  held  a  rancorous  Enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  Man  live  and  think  no  harm,' 
But  thus  his  (imple  Truth  muft  be  abus'd 
With  filken,  fly,  in finuating  Jacks? 

Gray.  To  whom  in  all  this  prefence  fpeatts  your  Graced 
Glo.  To  thee,  that  haft  not  HoneAy  nor  Grace : 
When  have  I  injured  thee?  when  done  thee  wrong? 
Or  thee?  or  thee/  or  any  of  your  Faftion? 
A  Plague  upon  you  all.    His  Royal  Grace, 
Whom  God  prefer ve,  better  than  yotl  would  wifh^ 
Cannot  be  quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while. 
But  you  muft  trouble  him  with  lewd  Complaints. 

Qmen.  Brother  of  Cr/tf*)?^^  you  midake  the  Matter : 
TheKing  on  his  own  Royal  Difpofitiont 
And  not  Provok'd  by  any  Suitor  elfe» 
Aiming,  belike,  at  your  interior  hatredl« 
That  in  your  outward  Adion  ihews  it  felf 
Againft  my  Children,  Brothers,  and  my  Self, 
Makes  him  to  fcnd«  that  he  may  learn  the  grounds 
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Glo.  I  C90hot  tcU  the  World:  is  grown  fo  bad, 
l^hot .  W vns  ibake  prey,  where  Eagles  dare  not  perch* 
Since  every  Jack  became- a  Gentkman, 
There's  many  a  gentle  Pcrfon  made  a  Jack.  [GU'Jteri 

QmeitH.  Come^  come,  we  know  your  meanings  Brother 
You  ienvy  my  Advonccmenr,  and  my  Friends: 
God  grant  we  never  may  have  need  of  you. 

Glo.  Mean  time  God  grants  that  I  have  need  of  you. 
Our  Brother  is^impriibn'd  by  your  means* 
My  felf  difgrac'dy  and  the  Nobility 
Held  in  Contempt,  while  great  Promotions 
Are  daily  given  to  enobie  thofc, 
That  fcarce,  f^me  two  Days  fince,  were  worth  a  Noble. 

Queen.  By  him  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful  heighti 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd, 
I  never  did  incenfe  his  Majefly 
Again/l  the  Duke  of  Clarence^  but  have  been 
An  earneft  Advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  Lord,  you  do  me  fliameful  Injury* 
Falfely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  vile  Sufpeds. 

Glo.  You  may  deny,  that  you  were  not  the  mean 
Of  my  Lord  H^ings  late  Imprifonmenn 

Riv.  She  may,  my  Lord,  for        .■  . 

Glo.  She  may.  Lord  Rivers,  why  who  knows  not  fo? 
She  may  do  mire,  Sir,  then  denying  that: 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  Prefennents, 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  Hand  therein. 
And  lay  thofe  HonoAirs  on  your  high  ddert. 
What  may  (he  not  ?  flie  may<>— ay  marry  may  iht-^ 

JiivB  What  marry,  may  fhc  ? 

Glo.  What  marry  may  (bet  marry  widia  King^ 
A  Batcheloi^  and  a  handfom  Stf  iplhig  coo  t 
I  wis  your  Grandam  had  a  worfer  ttatch. 

Qifeen.  My  Lord  of  GWfiir^  I  have  coo  long  born 
Your  blunt  Upbraidif^s,  and  your  bitter  Scoffs: 
By  Heav'n  I  will  acquaint  his  Ma|efty» 
Of  thofe  grofs  taunts,  that  oft  I  have  endur'd^ 
I  had  rather  be  a  Country  Servant  Maid 
Than  a  great  Queen  with. this  Condirion, 
To  be  fo  baited,  fcofn'd,  ind  ftormcd  at ; 
Small  joy  hayierl  \n  being  Evgljmd's  Qiecm 
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Enter  Queen  Margaret. 
Q.  AUr.  And  leflcn'd  be  that  fimally  God  I  befeech  him: 
Thy  Honour,  State  and  &at,  is  due  to  me* 

Glo.  Whit!  chreatyou  me  with  telling  of  the  King; 
I  will  avouch't  in  prifence  of  the  King: 
I  dare  adventure  to  be  fent  to  th'  Tower. 
'Tis  time  to  fpealr, 
My  pains  are  quite  foa;ot. 

Q^Mar.  Out  DevU! 
I  do  remenibcr  them  too  well : 
Thou  kiirdft  my  Husband  Henry  in  the  Tawer^ 
And  Edwardj  my  poor  Son,  at  Tewkshnrj. 

Glo.  E'er  you  were  Queen, 
Ay,  or  your  Husband  King, 
I  was  a  pack-Horfc  in  his  great  Affairs; 
A  weedtr  out  of  his  proud  Adverfaries, 
A  liberal  Rewarder  of  his  Friends; 
To  Royalize  his  BJf  od  I  fpent  mine  own. 

O^Alar.  Ay,  and  much  better  Blood 
Than  his  or  thine. 

Glom  In  all  which  timr,  you  and  your  Husbaod  Graf 
Were  fatSious  for  the  HouJe  of  Ldncafteri 
And  RiverSy  (b  were  you;  was  not  your  Husbandy 
In  Margarets  Battcij  at  Saint  Alb^m  flain  { 
t.et  me  put  in  your  Minds,  if  you  forget, 
What  you  have  been  e'er  this,  and  what  you  arc  ; 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what-I  am. 

O^  Mar.  A  murth'rous  Villian,  and  fo  ftill  thou  art. 
Glo.  Foot  Clarence  did  forfake  his  F*ither  FKini//V/(', 
Ay,  and  forfwore  himfelf,  which  Jefu  pardon 
Q^Mar.  Which  God  revenge. 
Glo.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party  for  the  Crowo, 
And  for  his  meed,  poor  Lord,  he  is  mewed  up : 
I  would  to  God  my  Heart  were  Flint,  like  Edward^s^ 
Or  EdwarctSy  foft  and  pitiful,  like  mine ; 
I  am  too  childilh  foolifli  for  this  World. 

(>.  Mar.  Hie  thee  to  Hell  for  (hame,  and  leave  this  World, 
TfiO'i  Cacodarmon,  there  tl)y  Kingdom  \%. 

Riv.  My  Lord  of  Glo'fier^    in  thofe  bufie  Days, 
Which  here  you  urge,  to  prove  us  Enemies, 
Wc'follo'A'd  then  our  Lord,  our  Sovereign  King; 
So  ihould  we  you,  if  you  ihould  be  our  King. 
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Clo.  If  I  fliould  be ! 1  had  rather  be  a  Pedlar; 

Fir  be  it  from  my  Heart,  the  thought  thereof. 

Queen^  As  little  Joy,  my  Lord^  as  youfuppofe 
You  ftiould  enjoy,  were  you  this  Country's  King» 
As  little  Joy  you  may  fupppfe  in  me. 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  Queen  thereof. 

Q^Mat.  a  little  Joy  enjoys  the  Queen  thereof  J 
For  1  am  ihe,  and  altogether  joylefs. 
i  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. 
Hear  me^  you  wrangling  Pyrates,  that  fallout 
In  (haring  that  which  you  have  pill'.d  from  me; 
Which  of  you  trembles  not  chat  looks  on  me  ?  * 
If  not  that  I  am  Queen,  you  bow  like  Subjeds ; 
Yet  that  by  you  depos'd^  you  quake  like  Rebels^ 
Ah  gentle  Villain  do  not  turn  away. 

Glo.  Foul  wrinkrd  Witch,  whatmak'ft  thou  in  my  (ight? 

Q^Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  haft  lilarr'd, 
That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 

GU.  Wer't  thou  not  banilhed  on  pain  of  Death  f 

O^Mar.  I  was;  but  I  do  find  more  pain  in  Banifhment^ 
Than  Death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode* 
A  Husband  and  a  Son  thou  ow*ft  to  me,  [TiGlo* 

And  thou  a  Kingdom,  all  of  you  Allegiance;  [TotheQMeeHi 
This  Sorrow  that  I  have  by  Right  is  yours, ' 
And  all  the  Pleafures  you  ufurp  are^  mine* 

OU.  The  Curfc  my  Noble  Father  laid  on  tliee, 
tVhen  thou  didft  Crown  his  warlike  Brows  with  Paper^ 
And  with  thy  Scorns  drew'ft  Rivers  from  his  Eyes, 
And  then  to  drv  them,  gav'ft  the  Duke  a  Clour, 
Steep'd  in  the  hiultlefs  Blood  of  pretty  Rutland i 
His  Curfes»  then  from  bitternefs  of  Soul 
Benounc*d  ag^inft  thee^  are  now  fall'n  upon  thee; 
And  God,,  not  we,  have  pldgu'd  thy  bloody  Deed. 

Q^Mar.  So  juft  is  God,  to  right  the  Innocent. 

Hafi.  O,  'twas  tkc  fouleft  Deed  to  flay  that  Babe^ 
And  the  moft  mercilefs  that  e*er  was  heard  of. 

ifiz/.  Tyrants  themfelves  wept,  when  it  was  reported* 

Dcrf.  NoMan  but  propheficd  revenge  for  iti 

ikck^  NorthMmberUndi  then  prefent,  wept  to  fee  ir» 

QkMdu  What!  were  you  fnarlinp  all  before  I  camei 
Rcidy  ta  catch  each  other  by  the  Throat, 
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And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me? 
Did  lark's  dread  Curfe  prevail  fo  much  with  Heav'il, 
That  Hcnry\  Death,  my  lovely  Edwarcts  Death, 
Their  Kingdom's  loff,  my  woful  Baniflimcnt, 
Should  ?'l  but  anfwer  for  that  peevifli  Brat? 
Can  Ci»rfc5  pierce  the  Clouds,  and  enter  Heaven  f 
Why  thtn  give  way»  dull  Clouds,  to  my  quick  Curfcs* 
Though  not  by  War,  by  Surfeit  dye  your  King, 
As  ours  by  Murther  to  make  him  a  Kinp. 
Edward  thy  Son,  that  now  is  Prince  of  Wales^ 
For  Edward  our  Son,  that  was  Prince  of  WaUs, 
Die  in  his  Youth,  by  like  untimely  Violence. 
Thy  felf  a  Qieen,  for  me  that  was  a  Q^ieen, 
Out-live  thy  Glory,  like  my  wretched  felf : 
Long  may'ft  thou  live  to  wail  thy  Childrens  Death, 
And  fee  another,  as  I  fee  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  Rights,  as  thou  art  ftall'd  in  mine. 
Long  die  thy  happy  Days,  before  thy  Death, 
And  after  many  lengthened  hours  of  Grief, 
Die  neither  Mother,  Wife,  nor  England^  Queen. 
Rivers  and  Dorfet»  you  were  Standers-by, 
And  fo  waft  thou.  Lord  HafiingSy  when  my  Son 
Was  ftahb'd  with  bloody  Daggers;  God,  I  pray  him. 
That  none  of  you  may  live  his  natural  Age, 
But  be  by  fome  unlook'd-for  Accident  cut  off. 

CI0.  Have  done  thy  Charm,  thou  hateful  withcr'd  Hfg 
O.AJar.  And  leave  out  thee  ?  Stay  Dog,  for  thou  £hali 
If  Heavens  have  any  grievous  Plague  in  ftore,  [hczr  mt 

Exceeding  thofe  that  I  can  wi(h  upon  thee, 
O  let  them  keep  it,  'till  ihy  Sins  be  ripe. 
And  then  hurl  down  their  Indignation 
On  thee,  thou  troubler  of  the  poor  World's  peace* 
The  worm  of  Confcience  ftill  bc-gnaw  thy  Sou), 
Thy  Friends  fufpeft  for  Traitors  while  thou  liv'ft^ 
And  rake  deep  Traitors  for  thy  deareft  Friends: 
No  deep  clofe  up  that  deadly  Eye  of  thine, 
L^njefs  it  be  while  fome  tormenting  Dream 
AfiTcight  ihee  with  a  Hell  of  ugly  Devils. 
Thou  elvifti-markr,  abortive  rooting  Hog, 
Thou  that  waft  feal'd  in  thy  Nativity 
The  Slave  of  Nature,  and  the  Son  of  HcU: 
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Thou  flaoder  of  thy  heavy  Mother's  Womb, 
Thou  loathed  I  flue  of  ^hy  Father's  Loins, 
Thou  Rag  of  Honour>  tnou  dctcfted 

Clo*  AdoTgarcu 

Q^Aiar.  Rkhnrd. 

Glo.  Ha/ 
K  Mar.  I  call  thee  iiot. 


Glo.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then;  for  I  did  think 
That  thou  had'ft  called  me  all  thefe  bitter  Names. 
Q^.Atar.  Whyfol  did,  but  look'd  for  no  reply. 
Oh  let  me  make  the  Period  to  my  Curfe. 
Glo.  'Tis  done  by  me,  and  ends  in  Margaret. 
Queen.  Thus  have  you  breath'd  your  Curie  againfl  your  felf. 
Q^Mar.  Poor  painted  Queen,  vainflourifli  of  my  Fortune, 
Why  ftrew'ft  thou  Suear  on  that  BottePd  Spider, 
Whofe deadly  web  enfnareth  thee  about? 
Fool,  Fool,  thou  whet'ft  a  Knife  to  kill  thy  ftlf: 
The  Day  will  come  that  thou  (halt  wiih  for  me, 
Tp  help  thee  curfe  this  poyfonous  Bunch-back'd  Toad. 
Hafi.  Falfe  boading  Woman,  end  thy  frantick  Curfe, 
Left  to  thy  harm  thou  move  our  Patience. 
j2^  Mar.  Foul  fliame  upon  you,  you  have  all  mov*d  mine. 
Riv.  Were  you  well  ferv'd,  you  would  be  taught  yourDuty. 
Q^Mar.  To  fervc  me  well,  you  all  fliould  do  me  Duty, 
Teach  me  t»  be  your  Queen,  and  vou  my  SubjeSs ; 
O  fcrve  me  well,  and  teach  your  felves  that  Duty, 

Dorf.  Difpute  not  with  her,  flie  is  Lunatick. 
Q.  Mar.  Peace,  Mafter Marquefs,|you are mabpert, 
Y©ur  fire-new  ftamp  of  Honour  is  fcarce  currant, 
O  that  your  ypung  Nobility  can  judge 
What  'twere  to  lofe  it,  and  be  raiferable. 
They  that  ftand  high  have  many  blafts  to  fliake  them,  • 
And  if 'they  fall,  they  da(h  themfelvc^  to  pieces. 

Glo.  Good  Counfel  marry,  learn  it,  learn  it,  Marqucfs. 
Dorf.  It  touches  you,  my  Lord,  as  much  as  mc. 
Glo.  Ay,  and  much  more;  but  I  was  born  fo  high; 
Our  airy  buildcth  in  the  Cedar's  top. 
And  dallies  with  the  Wind,  and  fcorns  the  Sun. 

Q.Mar.  And  turns  the  Sun  to  (hade;  alas !  alas! 
Witnefs  my  Son  now  in  the  fliade  of  Death, 
Whofe  bright  out-ftiiiiing  beams,  thy  cloudy  Wrath 
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Hath  in  eternal  Darknefs  folded  up. 
Your  airy  buildeth  in  our  airies  Neft ; 
O  God,  that  feed  it,  do  not  fufFer  it. 
As  it  is  won  with  Blood,  loft  be  it  fo. 

Buck.  Peace,  peace  for  Ihame,  if  not  for  Charity« 
jgj,  Mar.  Urge  neither  Charity  nor  Shame  to  me  ; 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt. 
And  (hamefuUy  my  hopes,  by  you,  are  butcher'd. 
My  Charity  is  Outrage,  Life  my  Shame, 
And  in  that  Shame,  ftili  live  my  Sorrow's  rage* 
BhcI^.  Have  done,  have  done. 
Q^Mar^  O  Princely  BHckingham^  Til  kifs  thy  Hand, 
In  iign  of  League  and  Amity  with  thee : 
Now  fair  befall  thee  and  thy  Noble  Houfe; 
Thy  Garments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  Blood ; 
Nor  thou  within  the  compafs  of  myCurfe. 

Buck*  Nor  no  one  here;  for  Curfes  never  pafs 
The  Lips  of  thofe  that  breathe  them  in  the  Air. 

Q^Mar.  I  will  not  think  but  they  afcend  the  Sky, 
And  there  awake  God's  gentle  deeping  Peace, 
O  Buckinghamy  take  care  of  yonder  Dog ; 
Look  when  he  fawns  he  bites;  and  when  he  bites. 
His  venom  Tooth  will  rankle  to  the  Death;        * 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him. 
Sin,  Death  and  Hell  have  fet  their  marks  on  him. 
And  all  their  Minifters  attend  on  him. 

Glo.  What  doth  (he  fay,  my  Lord  of  BHckinghamX 
Buck*  Nothing  that  I  refptd,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Q^Afar.  What,  doft  thou  fcorn  me 
For  my  gentle  Counfel? 
And  footh  the  Devil  that  I  warn  thee  frogi  ? 
O  but  remember  tKis  another  Day; 
When  he  flialt  fplit  thy  very  Heart  with  Sorrow; 
And  fay  poor  Margaret  was  a  Prophctefs. 
Live  each  of  you  the  Subjefts  to  his  hate. 
And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's,  [Ex 

Buck*  My  Hair  doth  ftand  an  end  to  hear  her  Curfes. 
Riv.  And  fodoth  mine:  I  mnfe  why  fhe's  at  Liberty* 
Clo.  I.  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  Mother, 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
M/  ^¥\  (hereof,  that  \  h^ve  done  to  her. 
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Dorf.  I  ntvcr  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 
Glo.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong : 
I  was  coo  hot|  to  do  Tome  body  good. 
That  i$  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now  : 
Marry,  as  for  CUrenci,  he  is  well  repay  *d  ; 
He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains, 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  caufe  thereof. 

Riv.  A  virtuous  and  a  Chriflian^like  conciufion. 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  fcathe  to  us. 

6/p.  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd.  [^jlfide. 

For  had  I  curft  now,  I  had  curft  my  felf. 

Enter  Catesby. 
Catef.  Madam,  his  Majefly  doth  call  for  you. 
And  wr  your  Grace,  and  yours,  my  gracious' Lord. 
Queciu  Cdteshj^  I  come;  Lords,  will  you  go  with  me? 
Riv*  We  wait  upon  your  Grace. 

[  Exeunt  all  but  Glocefter. 
GU.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  Hrfl  begin  to  brawL 
The  fecret  Mifchiefs  that  I  fet  a-broach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  Charge  of  others. 
CUnncey  whon^  I  indeed  have  caft  in  Darknefs, 
I  do  bewcepto  nMny  fimple  Gulls, 
Namely  to  Derbjj  Haftings^  Buckingham^ 
And  tell  them,  *tis  the  Queen  and  her  Allies 
That  ftir  the  King  againft  the  Duke  my  Brother. 
Now  they  believe  it,  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  revenpy  on  Rivers,  Dorfet,  Gray. 
But  then  I  fiph,  and  with  a  piece  of  Scripture, 
Tell  them  that  God  Wds  u?  do  good  for  evil: 
And  thus  I  cl^atS  my  naked  Villany 
WitK  odd  old. Ends  ftoln  forth  of  Holy  Writ, 
And  feem  a  Saint^  ^  h* n  mod  I  play  the  DeviL 

Enter  two  yillains.  j 

But  foft>  here  come  my  Executioners: 
How  now  my  hardy  ftout  refolved  Mates, 
Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  thing  ? 

I  f^tL  We  arc,  my  Lord,  and  come  to  have  the  Warrant, 
That  we  may  be  admitted,  where  he  is. 

Glo.  Welt  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  ^at  as : 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crosby  Place* 
But,  Sirs,  befudden  iq  the  Execution^ 
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Withal  obdurate^  do  not  hear  him  plead  j 

For  CUrence  is  well-fpoken,  and>  perhaps. 

May  move  your  Hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him* 

FU.  Tut,  tur,  my  Lord,  we  will  not  (land  to  prater 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  afTur'd, 
We  go  to  ufe  our  "Hands,  and  not  our  Tongues*    ^ 

GU.  Your  Eyes  drop  MilUftoncs,  when  Fools  Byes  H 
Tears. 
I  Ii]ce  you  Ladf,  about  your  bufinefs  flraight. 
Go,  go,  difpatcb, 

Fil.  We  will,  my  Noble  Lord.  \Exmm 

S  C  E  N  E     IV- 

Enter  Clarence  and  Keefer. 
Keep.  Why  looks  your  Grace  fo  heavily  to  day  ? 
CUr.  O  I  hive  paft  a  miferable  Night, 
So  full  of  fearful  Dreams  of  ugly  Sights, 
Thar,  as  I  am  a  ChriAian  faithful  Man, 
I  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  Night, 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  Days : 
5o  full  of  difmal  Terror  was  the  rimu 

Keep.  What  was  your  dream,  my  Lord,  I  pray  you  tell  0i( 
Cla.  Methoughts  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Towar^ 
And  was  embark'd  to  crofs  to  Burgundj^  * 

And  in  my  Company  my  Brother  Glofter^ 
Who  from  my  Cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  Hitches.   Tiiere  we  Ipok'd  toward  England^ 
And  cited  ud  a  thoufand  htavy  Timtjr, 
During  the  Wars  of  Tiri^  and  Lancafier^ 
That  had  bcfarn  us.     As  he  pac'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  Hatches, 
Methought  that  GWjier  ftumbled,  and  in  falling 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  ftay  him,  overrboard. 
Into  the  tumbling  Billows  of  the  Main. 
O  Lord,  meihoughr,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown  / 
What  dreadful  Noifc  of  Waters  in  mine  Ears ! 
What  fights  of  ugly  D^ath  wijhin  mine  Eyes  I 
Methoughts,  I  faw  a  thoufand  fearful  Wracks; 
A  'houfand  Men  that  Fiihes  gnaw'd  upon:      * 
VVtdges  of  Gtid,  great  Anchors,  heaps  of  Pearly 

fncRimab/f 


of  Richard  IIL  1^41 

Ineftimable  Stones,  unvalued  Jewels 
All  fcatter*d  in  the  bottom  ot  the  Sea  : 
Some  lay  in  dead  Mens  Skulls^  and  in  the  holes 
Where  Eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept. 
As  'twere  in  fcorn  of  Eyes,  rcflcfting  Gems, 
That  woo'd  the  (limy  bottom  of  the  Deep, 
And  mock'd  the  dead  Bones  that  lay  fcatter'd  by. 

Keep.  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  Death, 
To  gaze  upon  the  Secrets  of  the  Deep  ? 

Qar,  Methought  I  )iad«  and  often  did  I  flrive 
To  yield  the  Ghoft ;  but  ftill  the  envious  Flood 
Stop'd  in  my  Soul,  and  woujd  not  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  vaft,  and  wand'ring  Air; 
But  finother'd  it  within  my  panting  Bulk, 
Who  almoft  burft  to  belch  it  in  the  Sea. 

Keep.  Awak'd  you  not  in  this  fore  Agony  $ 

Qar.  No,  no,  my  Dream  was  lengthened  after  Life, 

0  then  began  the  Tempcft  to  my  Soul : 

1  paft,  methought,  the  melancholy  Flood, 
With  that  four  Ferry-man  which  Poets  write  of, 
ynto  the  Kingdom  of  perpetual  Night. 

The  firft  that  there  did  greet  my  Stranger-feul, 
Was  my  great  Father- in- Law,  renowned  Warwickf 
Who  fpake aloud— —What  Scourge  for  Perjury 
Can  this  dark  Monarchy  afford  falfe  Clarencel 
And  fo  he  vanifli'd.     Then  came  wand'ring  by, 
A  Shadow  like  an  Angel,  with  bright  Hair 
Dabbrdin  Blood,  and  he  (hriek'd  out  aloud—— 
CUrence  \%  com^^  falfe,  fleeting,  perjur'd  Clarence^ 
That  ftabb'd  me  in  the  Field  by  Tewkshnrji 
Seize  on  him.  Furies,  take  him  unto  Tormcnt- 


With  that,  methought,  a  Legion  of  foul  Fiends 
Ihviron'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  Ears 
Such  hideous  Crie?,  that  with  the  very  Noifc, 
I,  trembling,  wak'd ;  and  for  a  feafon  after 
Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  Hell : 
Spch  terrible  Impreflions  made  my  Dream. 

Keep.  No  marvel.  Lord,  tho*  it  affrighted  you,, 
I  am  afraid,  mechinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Qar.  Ah  Keeper,  Keeper*  I  have  done  thtfc  thingf. 
That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  Soul, 
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For  Edwdrds  fake ;  and  fee  how  he  requites  mew 

O  God  !  if  my  deep  Prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee. 

But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  Mifdeeds, 

Yet  execute  thy  Wrath  on  me  alone  : 

O  fpare  myguiltlefs  Wife,  and  my  poor  Children. 

Keeper,  I  prithee  fit  by  me  a-while. 

My  Soul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  fleep. 

Keep.  I  will,  my  Lord,  God  pivc  your  Grace  good  reft. 
Enter  Krakenbury  the  Lieut epuinim 

Brak,*  Sorrow  breaks  Seafons  and  rcpofing  hours, 
M<ikes  the  Night  Morning,  and  the  Noon-tide  Night : 
Princes  have  but  their  Titles  for  their  Glories, 
An  outward  Honour,  for  an  inward  Toil, 
And  for  unfelt  Imaginations, 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  reftlefe  Ca^es : 
So  that  between  their  Titles  and  low  Name, 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  Fame. 

Enter  tivo  Villains. 

I  FiL  Ho,  who's  here? 

Brak^  What  would'ft  thou,   Fellow  ?    And  hpw  cinfft 
thou  hither? 

1  FiL  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence^  and  Ic^e  hither  oq 
my  Legs. 

Brak.  What,  fo  brief? 

X  VlL  'Tis  better,  S»r,  than  to  be  tedious : 
Let  him  fee  our  CommiflF.on,  and  talk  no  more. 

Braki  I  am  in  this  c^^mmanded,  to  deliver  \jt€Mds. 

The  Noble  Duke  of  Qarence  to  your  Hands. 
I  will  not  reafon  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Becaufe  I  will  be  guiltlefs  from  the  meaning. 
There  lyes  the  Dake  afleep,  and  there  the  Keys. 
I'll  to  the  King,  and  fignifie  to  him. 
That  thus  I  have  refign'd  to  you  my  charge.  [Exit. 

1  FiL  You  may,  Sir,  'tis  a  point  of  Wjfdom  : 
Fare  you  well. 

2  F\l.  What,  fliall  we  ftab  him  as  he  fleeps  ? 

1  FiL  No  ;  he'll  fay  'twas  done  cowardly,  when  he  wakes* 

2  FtL  Why  he  fliall  never  wake,  until  the  great  Judg-* 
ment  Day; 

I  FiL  Wky  then  he'll  fay,  we  ftabb'd  him  fleeping. 
t  FtL  The  urging  of  that  word  Judgment,  hath  bred  a 
kind  of  Remorfe  in  me. 
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I  Vil.  What  ?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

z  FiL  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  Warrant. 
But  to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  from  the  which 
No  Warrant  can  defend  me.    - 

X  ffiL  I  thought  thou  |)adft  been  refolute. 

%  KiL  So  I  am,  to  let  him  live. 

I  yil.  I'll  back  to  the  Duke  of  CWfiiVy  and  tell  him  fo. 

%  ViL  Nay,  prithee  ftay  a  little  : 
I  hope  this  paffionate  Humour  of  mine  will  change ; 
It  was  wont  to  hold  me  but  while  one  tells  twenty. 

1  ViL  How  doft  thou  feel  thy  fidf  now  ? 

1 PIU  Some  certain  dregs,  of  Confcience  are  yet  within  me. 

2  ViL  lUmember  the  Reward,  when  the  Deed's  done. 
2  ViL  Come  he  dies ;  I  had  forgot  the  Reward. 

t  ViL  Wh^e's  thy  Confcience  now  ? 

%  ViL  O,  in  the  Duke  of  Glofiers  Purfe. 

X  ViL  When  he  opens  his  Purfe  to  give  us  our  Reward, 
thy  Confcience  flies  our. 

z  ViL  \'Tis  no  matter,  let  it  go  ;  there's  few  or  none  will 
entertain  it. 
'    I  ViL  What  if  if  come  to  thee  igain? 

i  ViL  ril  not  meddle  with  it,  it  makes  a  Man  a  Coward  : 
A  Man  cannot  fteaU  but  it  accufeth  him  ;  a  Man  cannot 
(wear,  but  it  checks  him ;  a  Man  cannot  lye  with  his  Neigh* 
l>our*s  Wife,  but  it  detefts  him.  *Tis  a  blufliing  (hame- 
fac'^d  Spirit,  that  mutinies  in  a  Man's  Bofom  :  It  fills  a  Man 
fiill  of  Obftacles.  It  made  me  once  reft  ore  a  Purfe  of  Gold 
that,  by  chance,  I  found.  It  beggars  any  Man  that  keeps 
it.  It  is  ti^n'd  out  of  Towrs  and  Cities  for  a  dangerous 
thing,  and  every  Man  that  means  to  live  well,  endeavours 
to  truft  to  himfelf,  and  live  without  ir. 

1  ViL  'Tis  even  now  at  my  elbow,  perfwading  me  not  to 
kill  the  Duke. 

2  ViL  Take  the  Devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  him  net: 
He  would  infinuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee  (igh. 

1  ViL  I.im  ftrong  f?am'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 

2  VtL  3pok|S  like  a  tall  Man,  that  refpeds  thy  Reputation. 
Come,  (hall  me  fall  to  work  ? 

1  ViL  Take  him  on  the  Coftard,  with  the  Hilt  of  thy 
Sword,  and  then  throw  him  into  the  Malna/iebutt  in  the 
PCxt  Room. 
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1  FiL  Oexcellcnt  Device,  and  make  a  Sop  of  htm* 
I  f^iL  Soft,  he  wakes. 
1  f^iU  Strike. 

1  f^sL  No,  we'll  reafon  with  him. 

Clar.  Where  art  thou.  Keeper?  Give  me  Cup  of  Winel 

2  A1//.  Yon  Ihall  have  Wine  enough,  my  Lord,  anon. 
Qar.  In  God's  Name,  what  art  thou? 

I  rtl.  A  Man,  as  you  arc. 

Qar.  But  not  as  I  am>  Royal. 

I  Fil.  Nor  you  as  we  are,  Loyal. 

CUr.  Thy  Voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  Lo«oks  are  humble* 

1  f^sL  My  Voice  is  now  the  King's,  my  Looks  mine  own* 
Clar.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  doft  thou  (peak  { 

Your  Eyes  do  menace  me  :  Why  look  you  pale  { 
Who  fent  you  hither?  wherefore  do  you  come? 

2  P7L  To,  to,  to— — — 
CUr.  To  Murther  me  ? 
Both.  Ay,   ay. 

Qar.  You  fcarcely  have  the  Hearts  to  tell  me  (b  ; 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  Hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  niy  Friends,  have  I  offended  you  ?  . 

I  f^iL  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  King. 

Clar.  I  (hall  be  reconcil'd  to  him  a^ain. 

1  TtL  Never,  my  Lord,  therefore  prepare  to  dye. 

CUr.  Are  you  drawn  forth  among  a  world  of  Mei, 
To  fliy  the  innocent?  What's  my  Offence? 
Where  is  the  Evidence  that  doth  accufe  me? 
What  lawful  Q  icft  have  given  their  Verdift  up 
Unto  the  frowning  Judge  ?  Or  who  pronounc'd 
The  bitter  Sentence  of  poor  CUrence's  Death? 
Before  I  be  convift  by  courfe  of  Law, 
To  threaten  me  with  Death,  is  moft  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  for  any  goodnefs. 
That  you  depart,  and  Jay  no  Hands  on  me : 
The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

I  yil.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command. 

2^7/.  And  he  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  King. 

CUr.  Erroneous  VaffiN,  the  great  King  of  Kings 
Hith  in  the  Table  of  this  Law  commanded. 
That  ThDu  (halt  do  no  Murther;  Will  you  then 
Spurn  at  his  Ediels,  and  fulfil  a  Man's? 
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Take  heed,  for  he  holds  Vengeance  in  his  Hand 
To  hurl  upon  their  Heads  that  break  his  Law* 

1  f^tl.  And  that  fame  Vengeance  doth  he  hurl  on  thes 
For  falfe  fbrfwearing,  and  for  Murther  too: 
Thou  didft  receive  the  Sacrament,  to  6ghc 
In  quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Ldncafier. 

I  f^tl.  And  like  a  Traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Didft  break  that  Vow,  and  with  th^y  treacherous  blade, 
Unripp'ft  the  Bowels  of  thy  Sovcraign's  Son, 

%FiL  Whom  thou  waft  fwomto  cheriih  and  defend. 

I  yil.  How  canft  thou  urge  God's  dreadful  Law  to  us. 
When  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fuch  high  degree? 

Cldr.  Alas!  for  whofe  Dike  did  I  that  ill  deed?  -^ 

For  Edwardj  for  my  Brother^  for  his  fake. 
He  fends  you  not  to  murther  me  for  this : 
For  in  that  fin  he  is  as  deep  as  L 
If  God  wil^be  avenged  for  the  deed, 

0  know  you  yet»  he  doth  it  publickly. 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  Arm : 
He  needs  no  indired,  or  lawlefs  courfe, 

To  cut  off  thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

I  ViL  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  Minifter, 
When  gallant  fpringing  brave  PUntagenet^ 
That  Princely  Novice,  was  ftruck  dead  by  thee? 

CUr.  My  Brother's  Love,  the  Devil,  and  my  Rage. 

1  FtU  Thy  Brother's  Love,  our  Duty,  and  thy  Faults, 
Provoke  us  hither  now,  to  flaughter  thee. 

CUr.  If  you  do  love  my  Brother,  hate  not  me : 

1  am  his  Brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hir'd  for  meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  will  fend  you  to  my  Brother  Glofter: 
Who  (hall  reward  you  better  for  my  Life, 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  Death. 

2  P^tL  You  arc  deceived. 
Your  Brother  CUffier  hates  you. 

CUr.  Oh  no,  he  loves  me^  and  he  holds  me  dear : 
|Go  you  to  him  from  me. 

I  yiU  Av,  (b  we  wilL    ' 

CUr.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  Princely  Father  Torh 
Bleft  hi^  three  Sons  with  his  vidoriovs  Arm, 

He 
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He  little  thought  of  this  divided  Friendihip : 
Bid  Glojtfr  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

I  PHL  Ay,  Milftones;  as  he  leflbn'd  us  to  wcep£ 

CUr.  O  do  not  (lander  him,  for  he  is  kind» 

X  FiL  Right,  as  Snow  in  Harveft : 
Come,  you  deceive  yoiir  felf, 
*ris  he  that  fends  us  to  deftroy  you  here* 

Clar.  It  cannot  be,  for  he  bewept  my  FortunCt 
And  hugg*d  me  in  his  Arms,  and  fwore  with  (bbs^ 
That  he  would  labour  my  Delivery, 

1  f^d.  Wtiy  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 
From  this  Earth's  thraldom*  to  the  joys  of  Heav'n. 

2  yaU  Make  peace  with  God,  foryouinufl:die9my£x>i:di- 
CUr.  Have  you  that  holy  feeling  in  your  Soul% 

To  counfel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 

And  arc  you  y .  t  to  your  own  Souls  fo  blind. 

That  you  will  War  with  God,  by  murd'ring  me? 

O  Sirs,  confider^  they  that  fet  you  on 

To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed; 
zrU.  What  Hiall  we  do? 
Clar.  Relent,  and  fave  your  Souls: 

Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  Prince's  Sod, 

Being  pent  from  Liberty,  as  I  am  now. 

If  two  fuch  Murtherers  as  your  felves  came  to  you^ 

Would  not  intreat  for  Life,  as  you  would  beg 

Were  you  in  my  diftrefs. 

iFiL  Relent?  no;  'tis  cowardly aod  womaoifli* 
Qar.  Not  to  relent,  is  bea/lly,  favage,  devili(hi 

My  Friend,  I  fpy  fome  pity  in  thy  looks: 

0»  if  thine  Eye  be  not  a  Flatterer, 

Come  thou  on  my  (id?,  and  intreat  for  me^ 

A  begging  Prince  what  Beggar  pities  n«t) 
2  yiL  Look  behind  you,  my  Lord* 
I  FiU  Take  that,  and  that ;  if  all  this  will  not  dof 

[St ah  htm^ 
V\\  drown  you  in  the  Malmfey-Butt  within.  [Emfi ' 

1  nL  A  bloody  deed,  and  defperately  difpatcht  I 
How  fain,  like  PiUtCf  would  I  w|(h  my  Hands 
Of  this  Hod  grievous  Murchen 
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Efner  firfi  Fillain. 

i  Vil.  How  now  ?  what  mean'ft  thou  that  thou  help*ft 
toe  not?  By  Hcav'n,  the  Duke  fhall  know  how  flack  you 
have  been, 

2  yiU  I  would  he  knew,  that  I  had  fav'd  his  Brother; 
Take  thou  the  Fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay. 
For  I  repent  me  that  the  Duke  is  flain,  [Exit. 

I  VlL  So  do  not  I;  go  Coward  as  thou  arr^ 
Well,  ril  CO  hide  the  Body  in  fome  hole, 
*Till  that  tne  Duke  give  order  for  his  Burial: 
And  when  I  have  my  Meed,  I  willawity; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  mufl  not  ftay.  [Exiu 


A  C  T    II.     SCENE     I. 

FUuriJb.    Enter  King  Edward  Jkl^  the  Oueeny  Dorfer,  Ri- 
vers, Haftings,  Catesby,   Buckingham,  and  WoodviL 

•  ^^^•\]^7'  ^  Y  ^^  >  "^^  ^^^^  ^  ^^°^  ^  8^^  ^^y*s  work* 
W    You  Peers  continue  this  united  League: 
I  every  day  exped  an  Embaflage 
From  my  Redeemer,  to  redeem  me  hence. 
And  more  in  peace  my  Soul  (hall  part  to  Heav*n, 
Since  I  have  made  my  Friends  at  peace  on  Earth ; 
Haftings  and  Rivers^  take  each  others  hand, 
Diflemble  not  your  Hatred,  fwear  your  Love. 

Riv*  By  Heav'n,  my  Soul  is  purg'd  from  bearing  Hate, 
And  with  my  Hand  I  feal  my  true  Heart's  Love* 

Haft.  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  fwear  the  like* 

K.  Edw.  Take  heed  you  dally  not  before  your  King, 
Left  he,  that  is  the  fupream  King  of  King*, 
Confound  your  hidden  falihood,  and  award 
Hither  of  you  to  be  the  others  end. 

Haft.  So  profper  I,  as  I  fwear  perfed  Love. 

Riv.  And  f,  as  I  love  Haflings  with  my  Heart. 

K.  Edw.  Madam,  your  felf  is  not  exempt  from  this ; 
Nor  you  Son  Dorfety  BHckingham  nor  you; 
You  have  been  factious  one  againft  the  other. 

Wife, 
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Wife,  love  Lord  HafiingSy  let  him  kifi  your  Han^i 
And  what  you  do,  do  ic  unfeignedly* 

Qneen*  There  Hufiings^  I  will  never  more  remember 
Our  former  hatred,  fo  tnrive  I,  and  mine. 

K.Edw.  Dorfetj  embrace  him: 
Haflings^  love  Lord  Marquefs. 

Dorf  This  interchange  of  Love,  I  here  proteft 
Upon  my  part^  (hall  be  inviolable* 

Hafi.  And  (o  fwcar  I. 

K.  EJw.Now  Princely  Bftcl^ngham,  fealthou  thisLcigiii 
With  thy  cmbracements  to  my  Wife's  AIIies> 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

BhcI^.  When  ever  Buckingham  doth  turn  his  hate 
Upon  your  Grace,  but  with  all  duteous  lJiyt^[ThtheQmctBA 
Doth  cherilh  you  and  yours,  God  punifh  me 
With  hate  in  thofe  where  I  cxpeft  moft  love: 
When  I  have  mofl  need  to  imploy  a  Friend, 
And  moft  aflurcd  that  he  is  a  Friend, 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile> 
Be  he  unto  me;  this  do  I  beg  of  HeavT), 
When  I  am  cold  in  love,  to  you  or  yours. 

[Embracing  Rivers,  f^c* 

K.  Edw.  A  pleafing  Cordial,  Princely  Bnckingh^im^  . 
\%  this  thy  Vow  unto  my  fickly  Heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  Brother  Gld*fier  here. 
To  make  the  blefled  Period  of  this  Peace. 

Buck*  And  in  good  time. 
Here  comes  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff^  and  the  Duke. 

Enter  RatclifF^w^  Glouccfter. 

Glo.  Good  morrow  to  my  Sovereign  King  and  Quecft^^ 
And  Princely  Peers,  a  happy  vime  of  d^y. 

K.  Edw.  Happy  indeed,  as  we  have  fpent  the  days 
GUfftcr^  wc  have  done  deeds  of  Charity, 
IVbde  Peace  of  Enmity,  fair  love  of  hate. 
Between  thcfc  fwelling  wrong  incenfed  Peers* 

Glo.  A  blefled  Labour,  my  moft  Sovereign  Lord: 
Among  this  Princely  heap,  if  any  here 
By  falfe  Intelligence,  or  wrong  Surmife 
Hold  me  a  Foe:  If  I  unwillingly,  or  in  my  KagCf 
Have  ought  committed  that  is  hardly  born, 
To  any  in  this  Prefence,  I  defire 
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iTo  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  Peace; 
I     *Ti$  death  to  me  to  be  at  Enmity  ; 

I  hate  it,  and  defire  ail  good  Mens  love. 
'    Firft,  Madam,  I  intrcat  true  peace  of  yon, 
•.Which  I  will  piircliafe  with  my  duteous  Service. 
Of  you  my  noble  Coufin  BuckinghAmj 
If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us. 
Of  you,  and  you.  Lord  Rivers  and  of  Dcr/etj 
Th\t  all  without  defert  have  frown'd  on  mc : 
Of  you  Lord  PFlfodvili  and  Lord  Scales  of  you, 
Dukes,  Earls  Lords,  Gcnt'cmen,  indetd  of  all. 
I  do  not  know  that  Englifljman  aJivc, 
With  wh')m  my  Soul  js  any  jot  at  odds. 
More  than  the  Infant  tliat  is  born  to  night; 
I  thank  my  God  for  my  H  imility. 

Queen.  A  Holy-day  (hall  this  be  kept  hereafter: 
I  would  te  God  all  ftrifes  were  well  compounded. 
My  Sovereign  Lord,  I  do  bcfecch  your  Highncfs 
To  take  our  Brother  CUrence  to  your  Grace. 

Gh.  Why,  Madam,  have  I  offer'd  Love  for  this. 
To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  Royal  Prefence? 
Who  knows  not  that  the  gentle  Duke  is  dczdi[Thejal!fian^ 
You  do  him  injury  to  fcorn  his  Coarfe. 
K.  Edw.  Who  knows  not  he  is  dead ! 
Who  knows  he  is? 

Queen.  All- feeing  Hcav'r,  what  a  World  is  this? 
Bncl^.  Look  I  fo  pale.  Lord  Dor/ir,  as  the  reft  ? 
Dor/l  Ay,  my  good  Lord;  and  no  Man  in  theprefenc% 
But  his  red  Colour  hath  forfook  his  Cheek*. 
K.Edw.  Is  Clarence  dead?  the  Order  was  reversed. 
GU.  But  he,  poor  Man,  by  your  firft  Order  died, 
And  that  a  winged  Mercnrj  did  bear : 
Some  tardy  Cripple  bare  the  Countermand, 
That  come  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried. 
God  grant,  that  fome  lefs  Noble,  and  lefs  Loyal, 
Nearer  in  bloody  Thoughts,  and  nr>t  in  Blood, 
Deferve  no  worfe  than  wretchcH  Clarence  did. 
And  yet  go  currant  from  fufniciop. 

Enter  Earl  of  Derby. 
Derby.  A  boon,  my  Soveraign,  for  my  Service  done. 
tCEdn/.  I  prithee  peace,  my  Soul  is  full  of  forrow. 
Vol.  IV.  I  De^!^u 
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Derby.  I  will  not  rife,  unkfs  your  Highnefs  hear  mu 

K.  Edu\  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  ihou  requeQTA^ .. 

Dsrbj.  The  forlcit,  Soveraign,  of  my  Servaot's  Life^.    ' 
Who  fljw  to  day  a  riotous  Gentleman, 
Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  NcrJoU^  .  ^ 

A'.  Edw.  Have  I  a  Tongue  to  doom  my  Brother's  death? 
And  fhall  that  Tongue  give  pardon  to  a  Slave? 
My  Brother  kill'd  noMin,  liis  fiult  was  Th6ughr> 
And  yet  his  punifhmcnt  was  bitter  Death. 
Wno  fucd  to  mt  for  him?  Who,  in  my  wrath, 
Kneefd  at  my  Feet;  and  bid  me  be  advis*d? 
Who  fpoke  of  Brotherhood?  who  fpcke  in  love  { 
Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  Soul  did  forfake 
The  mighty  Warwicl:^  and  did  fight  for  me: 
Who  told  me  in  the  Field  at  Tcwksburj^ 
When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcucd  me? 
And  faid,  dear  Brother  live,  and  be  a  King? 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  Field, 
Frozen  almoft  to  dca:b,  how  he  did  lap  me 
Even  in  his  Garments*  and  did  give  himfcjlf^ 
Ail  thin  and  naked,  to  the  num  cold  Night  ? 
All  this  from  my  Remembrance,  brutifli  wrath 
Sinfully  pluckt,  and  not  a  Man  of  you 
Had  (o  much  Grace  to  put  it  in  my  Mind.  ^' 

B  It  when  your  Carters,  or  your  waiting  VaCTals 
Have  done  a  drunken  Slauglitcr,  and  dcfac'd 
The  precious  Image  of  our  dear  R;  dcemer. 
You  ftraight  are  on  your  Knees  for  Pardon,  Pardon, 
And  I,  unji:ft!y  too,  mnft  grant  it  you. 
Bat  for  my  Brother,  not  a  Man  would  /peak. 
Nor  I,  ungracious,  fpake  unto  my  felf 
For  him,  poor  Sou!.     The  proudtft  of  you  all. 
Hive  been  bch>lding  to  him  in  his  Life:  .  .    ' 

Yet  none  of  you,  would  once  beg  for  his  Life*. 
O  God !  I  fear  thy  Jufticc  will  take  hold  \ 

On  me,  and  yt  u;  ai*d  mine,  and  yours  for  this. 
Come  Hujtings  help  me  to  my  Clofcr. 
All  poor  CLirence.       \_ExeHnt  fome  Ti'ith  the  King  atsd  Quicnl 

GLo.  1  his  is  the  fruits  of  Rafhnefs :  Maik'd  you  not. 
How  that  the  kindred  of  the  Q^jccn 
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Look'd  pal^  when  they  did  hear  of  Oiir^ir^^V  Death  ? 
Of  they  did  urge  it  ftill  unto  the  King, 
Cod  will  revenge  it.    Come,  Lords,  will  you  go^ 
To  comfort  Edv^nri  with  our  Company  ? 
B9$ck^  We  wait  upon  your  Grace.  \Ext$mu 

SCENE    II; 

■ 

EnttT  the  Dntchifs  of  Y6x%  with  thi  tW0.  Childrttt  0/ 

Clarence. 

Son.  Good  Grancfam  tell  os,  is  ottr  FAherdead  ? 

Dtitch.  No,  Boy. 

DMigh.  Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft?  and  beat  your  Breaft? 
And  cry,  O  Clarence  \  my  unhappy  Sbn  { 

Son.  Why  do  yoti  lobiron  us,  and  (hake  yoiir  Headt 
And  call  us  Orphans,  Wretches,  CaO'aways, 
If  that  our  Noble  l^^hif  !#ere  sdive? 

Dmteh.  My  pretty  Coufins,  you  itiiftaki;  ftie  both» 
I  do  lament  the  Sicknefs  of  the  King, 
As  loth  to  lofe  him»  not  your  Father's  Death ; 
It  were  loft  Sorrow  to  wall  one  t)iat*s  loft* 

Sen.  Then  you  conclude,  my  Qrandam,  he  is  dead : 
The  King  mine  Uncle  is  to  blame  for  it. 
God  will  revenge  it,  whom  I  will  importune 
With  earned  Prayers,  all  to  that  effed. 

DaHgh.  And  fo  will  L 

Dmtch.  Peace,  Childt-en,  peace ;  thd  King  doth  love  ycu 
Incapable  and  (hallow  Innocents,  [^welU 

You  cannot  guefs  whb'caus'd  your  Father's  Death. 

S§n.  Grandam,  we  can;  ^or  my  good  Uncle  (j/pyfrr 
Told  me,  the  King,  pro{rbl*d  to  it  by  the  QucfeD» 
Devis'd  Impeachment  to  im^rifbn  him ; 
And  wheh  ffiy  \Jt\c\t  told  me  fb,  he  wep^ 
And  pitied  me,  and  kiAdly  k1ft  my  Cheek  1. 
Bad  me  rely  on  hitn,  as  on  my  Father, 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  a  Child. 

Dftteh.  Ah  {  that  Deceit  (hould  fteal  fuch  gentle  Shape^ 
And  with  a  virtuous  ViJJal-d  hidrf  deep  Vice. 
He  is  fUy  Son^  ay*  ai)d  therein  my  Shame, 
Yet  from  my  Dugs  he  dfew  not  this  deceit* 
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Son.  Think  you  my  Uncle  did  difTemble,  Grandam? 
Dntck  Ay,  Boy. 

SoH.  I  cannot  think  it.     Hark,  what  noife  is  this  ? 
Enter  the  Queen  with  her  Hair  about  her  Emts,   Riiren 

andDoifet  after  her » 

Ouccn.  Ah!  who  (hall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep? 
Vo  chide  my  Fortune  and  torment  my  felf  ? 
I'll  join  with  black  Defpair  againft  my  Soul, 
ALci  to  my  felf  become  an  Enemy 

Dutch.  WhatmeansthisSceneor  rude  Impatience? 

ihiecn.  To  make  an  zQ.  of  Tragick  Violence. 
Ktiwurdy  my  Lord,  thy  Son,  our  King  is  dead. 
Wny  grow  the  Branches,  when  the  Root  is  gone/ 
Why  wither  not  the  Leaves  that  want  their  Sap  { 
11  you  will  live,  lament;  if  die,  be  brief; 
That  our  fwift-winged  Souls  may  catch  the  King's, 
Or  like  obedient  Subjeds  follow  him. 
To  his  new  Kingdom  of  ne'er  changing  Night. 

Dutch.  Ah,  fo  much  intereft  have  I  in  thy  Sorrow, 
As  I  had  Title  to  thy  Noble  Husband; 
I  have  bewept  a  worthy  Husband's  Deaths 
And  liv'd  with  looking  on  his  Images ; 
JBut  now  two  Mirrors  of  his  Princely  femblance* 
Arc  crack*d  in  pieces,  by  malignant  Death, 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  Glafi, 
That  prieves  me  when  I  fee  my  Shame  in  him» 
Tiioii  art  a  Widow,  yet  rhou  art  a  Mother, 
And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  Children  left; 
But  Death  hathfnatch'd  my  Husband  frommine  Arms, 
Ai^d  pluckttwp  Crutches  from  my  feeble  Hands, 
Clarence  and  Edward.     O,  what  caufe  have  I, 
^Thinc  beinij  but  a  moiety  of  my  moanj 
To  (v.cr-go  thy  Woes,  and  drown  thy  Cries, 

Son.  Ah  Aunt!  you  wept  not  for  our  Father*s  Death;. 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  Kindred  Tears? 

D.vr^b.  Our  Fatherlcfsdiftrefs  was  left  unmoan'd. 
Your  Widow  dolour  likcwilc  be  unwept. 

Oucen.  Give  nic  no  help  in  lamentation, 
I  :i!ii Dot  harrcn  to  bring  forth  Complaints: 
All  Spiing?  reduce  their  currents  to  mineEyes^. 
That  I  being  govcrn'd  by  the  watry  Moon, 

May 
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May  fend  forth  plenteous  Tears  to  drown  the  WoiU. 
Aby  for  my  Husband for  my  dear  Lord  Edward- 


ChiL  Ab,  for  our  Father,  for  our  dear  Lord  Clarence. 

DmuL  AlaSy  for  both,  both  mine*  Edward  and  Clarence. 

QjiffCH.  What  ftay  had  I,  but  Edward  \  and  ht's  gone. 

ChiL  What  ftay  had  we,  but  CUrcncel  and  he's  gone. 

Dmtch*  What  ftays  had  I,  but  they?  and  they  are  gonc> 

Queen.  Was  never  Widow  had  fo  dear  a  Lofi. 

ChiL  Wer«  never  Orphans  had  (b  dear  a  Lofs. 

Dutch.  Was  never  Mother  had  fo  dear  a  Lofs. 
Alas !  I  am  the  Mother  of  thefe  Griefs, 
Their  Woes  are  parceird>  mine  is  general 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps^  and  fo  do  I ; 
I  for  a  Clarenci  weep,  fo  doth  not  (he; 
Thefe  Babes  for  Clarence  weep,  fo  do  not  they. 
Alas  /  you  three,  on  me  threefold  diftreft 
Pour  aU  your  Tears,  I  am  your  Sorrows  Nurle, 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  Lamentation. 

Dorf  Comfort,  dear  Mother ;  God  is  much  difpIeasV* ' 
That  you  take  with  unthankfulnefs  his  doing. 
In  common  worldly  Things  'tis  calfd  ungrateful 
With  dull  unwillingnefs 'to  repay  a  Debt, 
Which  with  a  bounteous  Hand  was  kindly  lent: 
Much  more  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  Heav'n, 
For  it  requires  the  Royal  Debt  it  lent  you. 

Rivers.  Madam,  bethink  you  like  a  careful  Mother 
Of  the  young  Prince  your  Son ;  fend  ftraight  for  him. 
Let  him  be  crown*d,  in  him  your  comfort  lives. 
Drown  defperate  Sorrow  in  dead  EdwarJt%  GravCj^ 
And  plant  your  Joys  in  living  EdwanC^  Throne. 

Enter  Glouccfter,  Buckingham,  Derby,  Haftings  ^md 

Ratdiff. 

GZa.  Sifter,  Fave  comfort,  all  of  us  have  caufe 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  ourfhining  Star: 
But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  waiJing  them. 
Madam,  myM:)ther,  I  do  cry  you  Mercy, 
I^id  not  fee  your  Grace*    Hunably  on  my  Knee 
I  crave  your  Blcffing. 

^    Dutch.  God  blefs  thee,  and  put  Mcekncfs  io  thy  BicaiT, 
Love,  Charity,  Obedience,  and  true  Duty. 
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Glo.  Amen,  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  M^tp^ 
That  is  the  butt  end  of  a  Mother's  Blelffings 
I  marvel  chat  her  Grace  did  leave  it  our* 

Bucl^  You  cloudy  Princes,  and  heart-(brrowing  Pm 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  Moan, 
Now  cheer  each  other  in  each  others  Love; 
Though  wc  have  fpcnt  our  Harveft  of  this  Kiijlgy 
Wo  arc  tD  reap  the  Harveft  of  his  Sou. 
The  broken  rancor  of  your  high-fwolnhates. 
But  lately  IplinterM,  knit  and  join'd  together. 
Mull  pcntly  beprelerv'd,  cheriflit  and  kept: 
Me  fcemcth  good,  that  with  fome  little  Train^ 
Forthwith  f  om  Ludlow  the  young  Prince  be  fet 
Hither  to  London^  to  be  crown'd  our  King. 

'  Rtv.  Why  wiih  fome  little  Train, 
My  Lord  of  Buckjttj^hami 

Buck*  Marry,  my  Lord,  left,  by  a  Multitude, 
The  new-hea]*d  wound  of  Malice  ftiould  break  ou% 
Which  would  be  f )  much  the  more  dangerous. 
By  how  much  tl  c  Eftate  is  greer,  and  yet  ungovcrn  V» 
Where  eveiy  Horfe  bears  his  commanding  F^eiD, 
And  may  dire<%  his  courfe  as  pleafc  himfelf. 
As  well  the  fear  of  haim,  as  harm  apparent* 
In  my  Opinion,  ou^ht  to  be  prevented. 

Glo.  I  hope  the  King  made  Peace  with  all  of  us. 
And  the  compad  is  firm  and  true  in  me. 

Riv.  And  ib  in  me,  and  To,  1  think,  in  all^ 
Yet  i?i:ce  it  is  but  preen  it  (hould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likcljhood  of  breach. 
Which  haply  by  much  Company  might  be  urg*d| 
Therefore  I  fay,  with  Noble  Buckingham^ 
That  it  is  meec  fo  few  ftiould  fetch  the  Prince. 

Haft.  And  fo  fay  L    * 

Glo.  Then  be  it  fo,  and  go  we  to  determine 
Who  they  iha'l  be  that  ftrcii-ht  ftiall  poft  to  Londou. 
Madam,  and  you  my  Sifter,  will  you  co 
To  givt  your  Cer.lurts  in  this  Bufincfs  f  [Extm 

[^AUvent  Buckingham  and  Glouceflc 

Buck*  My  Lord*  wf.oevcr  journies  to  the  Prince, 
ForG'^d  s  lake  Je^  nor  f;S  two  ftay  at  heme; 
Fo'  bv  the  VI  ay,  IM  fjit  occ^tion, 
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As  Index  t6  the  Story  we  lately  talW  of. 

To  part  the  Queen's  proud  Kindred  from  the  Prince. 

Glo.  My  other  felf,  myCounfersConfiftory, 
My  Oracle,  my  Prophet,  my  dear  Coufir, 
I,  as  a  Child,  will  go  by  thy  direftion. 
Toward  Lo»d0»  then,  for  we'll  not  ftay  behind.      lExtkm. 

SCENE    IIL 

Enter  one  Citizen  at  we  Doory  and  another  at  the  other. 

I  Cit.  Good  morrow.  Neighbour,  whither  away  fofafl? 
•    2  0>.  I  promife  you  I  hardly  know  my  fclf : 
Hear  you  the  News  abroad? 

I  Cit,  Yes,  the  King  is  dead. 

2f  Cit.  Ill  News  by'r  Lady,  feldom  comes  the  better: 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  World. 

Enter  another  Citiz^en. 

5  Cit.  Neighbours,  God  fpeed. 

1  Ctt.  Give  you  good  morrow.  Sir. 

5  Cit.  Doth  the  News  hold  of  pood  King  Edward's  Death? 

2  Cit.  Ay,  Sir,  it  is  too  true,  God  help  the  while. 

5  Cit.  Then  Mafters  look  to  fee  a  troublous  World. 

1  Cit.  No,  no,  by  God's  good  Grace,  his  Son  (hall  Reign. 

3  Cit.  Wo  to  that  Land  that's  governed  by  a  Child. 

2  Cit.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  Government : 
Which  in  his  Non-age,  Counfel  under  him. 
And  in  his  full  and  ripened  Year?,  himfelf 

No  doubt  (hall  then,  and  'rill  then  govern  well. 

I  Gt.  So  ftood  the  Stare  when  Henry  the  Sixth 
Was  crowned  in  Paris^  but  at  nine  Months  old. 

5  Gt.  Stood  the  State  fo?  No,  no,  good  Friends,  God  wot; 
For  then  this  Land  was  famoufly  enrich'd 
With  politick  grave  Counfel;  then  the  King 
Had  virtuous  Uncles  to  proteft  his  Grace. 

iQt.  Whyfo  hath  this,  both  by  his  Father  and  Mother* 

3'C/>.  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his  Father; 
Or  by  his  Father  there  were  none  at  all: 
For  Eo^ulation,  who  (hall  now  bencartft. 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
O  full  of  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Cto'fier^ 

I  4  And 
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!]\iid  the  QuLva'd  Sotis,  and  Brothers.  I:aughcind  proud 
Ai^d  'f-rrc  li.tv  m  hi  rul'J,  and  rnt  to  rule> 
1  iii-;  !  r .  i:  y  Lind  jiiip'  t  hWe  as  bt  futf . 

1  C>(,  Ti  :,-■'.■,  conn.,  wi;  Kar  the  worft,  all  will  be« 

;  C/f.  W  ■■.:i  C;-.  t.J.jn  fttn,  wile  Mui  put  on  tbeirCIi 
WiiLi.    v.^i  1.;.;  tsta)',  ili'.n  Winter  is  at  hand  ; 
.  ^'.:\c.-\  ih-  Si!    I. IS,  v'hidi'tli  net  look  for  Night^ 
U..timJy  Si.>ri:ii  !l1iU  Slcn  ^.^p^.■L1  a  Dearth: 
A!!  iray  nc  wlII;  niir  il  God  lint  it  lb, 
Tis  more  tl'an  we  dtKrvc,  r-x  I  txpeft. 

1  Cit.   Triply  tlic  H.  jrts  of  Mui  arc  full  of  fear  I 
Vi).[  Cjjirot  itaiii",  alinuH,  with  a  Man 
"iii-t  locks  not  heavily,  and  firll  of  dread. 

}  Cit.  Utforc  the  days  of  Change,  fliil  is  it  fo 
By  a  divine  inftind  Mens  Mindj  miftruft 
PiirruiniiDirgtr;  as  by  prod  wc  fee 
The  Water  fwtll  before  a  hoifl'iou's  Storm ;  . 

But  have  it  all  to  God,  whicher  away? 

1  Cit.  Mirry  we  were  fent  for  to  the  Jufiices. 

J  Cit.  And  fo  was  I,  I'll  bear  you  Company,       {_Ex 

SCENE    IV. 

2'.i/.'cr  j4rclji>ipDp  ef  YolU,  tl.c youn^ Du^e of  Yoik,   i 
Ortecii,  and  the  Dtttchejs, 

-<"»■;■('.  Lafi  Night  I  heard  they  lay  st  Stenj  Sirxfford 

/'   .!  «t  A'-irih^r/ip'.ott  !!;ey  do  ttfl  to  Nipht: 
'J"  I  r.i ;.  ,ow  or  ntxt  d;iy  tl:ty  will  be  iicre. 

i-'::ui .  I  loi.i.'  w.tli  ;!!  my  IKart  to  fee  the  Piif:ce  ; 
I  ,.  >|-L'  i.c  is  m:!Lh  t;town  line  laft  I  fiw  him; 

(".vee.i,  liuL  1  l.jar  nr,  tli.y  (jy  my  Son  of  Tor^ 
i;-i  .I'm  ft  ovo^tiliin  li:m  iir  his  f;rnwth. 

j:;r.:.  Ay,  Mjtiier,  but  I  wo.iid  not  have  it  (6. 

Du'cli.  \\'h\\  mv  food  C:olI1;i.  it  is  L'ood  to  rrovv. 
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Dmeh.  Good  faith,  good  faithb  the  faying  did  not  hold 
In  him  that  did  objed  the  fame  to  thee. 
He  was  the  wretched'ft  thing  when  he  was  youngs 
So  long  2  growing,  and  fo  leifurely,  • 
That  ix  his  Rule  were  true,  he  (hould  be  graciou5. 
Tork.  And  fono  doubt  he  is,  my  gracious  Madam. 
Dutch.  I  hope  he  is,  but  yet  let  Mothers  doubt. 
Tork*  Now  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  remembrcd, 
I  could  have  given  my  Uncle's  Grace  a  flout 
To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  than  he  touch'd  mine. 

Dmtch.  How,  my  young  Torl^ 
I  prithee  let  me  hear  it.  .  » 

Ti^k.  Marry,  they  fay,  my' Uncle  grew  fo  faft. 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  Cruft^at  two  hours  old; 
TTwas  full  two  years  e'er  I  could  get  a  Tooth. 
Grafidam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  Jef(. 
Dutch.  I  prithee,  pretty  Torkj  who  told  thee  this  ? 
Tork.  Grandam,  his  Nurfe. 

Dutch.  His  Nurfe  I  why  (he  was  dead  e'er  thou  waft  born. 
Tort^  If 'twere  not  flie,  I  cannot  tell  who  toldmr. 

Oueetu  A  parlous  Boy Go  to,  you  arc  too  (hrewd. 

Dt$tch.  Good  Madam,  be  not  angry  with  a  Child. 
Queen.  Pitchers  have  Ears. 

Enter  a  Aiejfenger. 
jirch.  Here  comes  a  Meffcnger :  What  News  ? 
iWf/^SuchNev^s,  my  Lord,  asfjrievesmetoreport. 
Queen.  How  doth  the  Prince  ? 
Mef.  Well,  Madam,  and  in  Health. 
Dutch.  What  is  thy  News  ? 
Mef.  Lord  Rivers^  and  Lord  Grej^ 
Are  fent  to  Pomfretj  and  with  them 
Sir  Themss  Fkughany  Prifoners. 

Dutch.  Who  hath  committed  them? 
Mef.  The  mighty  Dukes,  Glo'fler^hd  Buckingham, 
jirch.  For  what  OflFence? 
Mef.  Thcfumof  all  I  fan,  I  have  difclos'd: 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  Nobles  were  committed^ 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Queen.  Ah  mel  I  fee  the  ruin  of  my  Houfe; 
The  Tiger  now  hath  feiz'd  the  gentle  Hindt 
JnAiIting  Tyranny  begins  to  jut 

^poi 
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Upon  the  innocent  and  awlefs  Throne;        ^  ~ 
Welcome  Deftruftion,  Blood  and  MalTacrc^  '  ^ 

I  fee,  as  in  a  Mapy  the  end  of  all. 

Dutch.  Accurfed  and  unquiet  wrangling  Dtys^  \ 

How  many  of  you  have  mine  Eyes  behdd  ; 
My  Husband  loft  his  Life  to  get  the  Crown> 
And  often  up  and  down  my  Sons  were  toft^ 
For  me  to  joy  and  weep,  their  gain  and  lo& 
And  being  feated,  and  Dpmeftick  broils 
Clean  over  blown,  themfelves,  the  Conquerors^ 
Make  War  upon  themfelves.  Brother  to  Brother^ 
Blood  to  Blood,  felf  againft  felf :  O  prepoft'rous 
And  frantick  Outrage!  end  thy  damned  Spleeo^ 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  Earth  no  more«  ^ 

Queen.  Come,  come,  my  Boy,  we  will  to  Sanfbiaiy, 
Madam,  farewel. 

DutcL  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 

Queen.  You  have  no  caufe. 

^rch.  My  gracious  Lady,  go. 
And  thither  bear  your  Treafure  and  your  Goody, 
For  my  part,  I'll  refign  unto  your  Grace 
The  Seal  I  keep,  and  (b  betide  it  me. 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours. 
Go,  ril  conduft  you  to  the  Sanftuary.  [^Exeouf. 


ACT  III.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

The  Trumpets  found.     Enter  Prince  of  Wales*  the  Dulles  0] 
Glouceller  and  Buckingham,  Arc bhijh§f^  with  Qthers. 

Buck.l^TE\com^  fweet  Prince  to  London^ 
VV    To  your  Chamber. 

Clo.  Welcome  dear  Coufin,  my  thoughts  Sovereign, 
The  weary  way  hath  made  you  Melancholy. 

Prince.  No,  Uncle,  but  our  crofles  on  the  Way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearifbm  and  heavy. 
I  want  more  Uncles  here  to  welcome  mc. 

Glo.  Sweet  Prince,  the  untainted  Virtue  of  your  Years 
Hath  not  yet  divd  into  tht  World's  deceit  : 

No 
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No  more  can  yqu  diftioguiih  of  a  Man, 

Than  of  his  outward  ihey^  which,  God  he  knows. 

Seldom  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  Heart. 

Thofe  Uncles  which  you  want  were  daogerons : 

Your  Grace  attended  to  their  fuger  d  Words, 

But  look*d  not  oi>  the  poifon  of  their  Hearts : 

God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  fuch  falfe  Friends;  ^ 

*  Prince.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  Friends^ 
But  they  were  none. 

CU.  My  Lord,  the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet  you. 

Enter  Lord  Majgr. 

Major.  Q9d  blefs  your  Grace  with  Healc^  and  Happy 
Days. 

Prinfic.  I  thank  you,  gopd  my  Lord,  and  thank  you  all: 
I  jt(ioius^t  my  Mother,  and  my  Brother  Torkj 
Would  long  e'er  this  have  met  us  on  the  way. 
Fie,  what  a  Aug  is  Hafiings^  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us,  whether  they  will  come  or  no. 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

^uck^  And  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  fweating  Lord* 

Vrince.  Welcome,  my  Lord;  what,  will  our  Mother  come  $ 

Hafi.  On  what  Occafion  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  Queen  your  Mothen  and  your  Brother  Tork^ 
Have  taken  Sanftuary ;  the  tender  Prince 
Would  fain  have  cojtne  with  me  to  meet  your  Grace, 
But  by  his  Mother  was  perforce  with- held} 

Bttck^  Fie,  ^\m  an  indired  and  peeviHi  courfe 
Is  this  of  hers?  Lord  Cardinal,  will  your  Grace 
Perfuade  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Duke  of  Tork 
Unto  his  Princely  Brother  prefently  { 
If  (he  deny.  Lord  Hafiings^  you  go  with  him. 
And  from  her  jeafous  Arms  pluck  him  perforce* 

jirch.  My  Lord  of  Buckin^hsm,  if  my  weak  Oratory 
Can  from  his  Mother  win  the  Duke  of  Torl^ 
Anon  expe&  him  here ;  but  if  Ihe  be  obdurate 
To  mild  Entreaties,  God  forbid 
We  (hould  infringe  the  holy  Privilege 
Of  bleifed  Sandluary ;  not  for  all  this  Land 
Would  I  be  guihy  of  fo  great  Sin. 

BbcI^.  You  are  too  fenfelefs  obfttnatc,  my  Lord, 
Too  ceremonious  and  traditional, 

'    '     "  Weigh 
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Weigh  it  but  with  ihc  groflhcfs  of  this  Agr, 

You  break  n';t  Sanftuary,  infeizing  him; 

The  binclir  t'lercnf  is  always  granted 

To  th)fi  whofj  dialings  have  deferv'd  the  PIace» 

And  thofe  who  hive  ih^  wit  to  claim  the  Place  : 

This  Prince  hath  never  clainn'd  it,  nor  defcrv'd  ir^ 

Thcreforf,  in  mine  Opinion,  cannot  have  it. 

Then  taking  him  from  thence  ti^atis  not  there. 

You  break  no  Privilege  nor  Charter  there: 

Oft  have  [  heard  of  Sinftuary  Men, 

liat  Sanctuary  Children,  nc^er  'till  now. 

^rcb.  My  Lorc^,  you  (hall  o'cr-rule  my  Mind  for  ODC^ 
(>»mcon,  Lord  ILifiings^  will  y^u  go  with  me? 

JIufl.   I  go,  my  Lord,     [  Exeunt  ArchbiJhQp  and  Haftiqs 

Prince.  Good  Lords,  make  all  the  fpeedy  hafte  you  mtVi 
Say,  Uncle  Glo'ftcry  if  our  Brotlier  come. 
Where  flull  wc  fojourn  'rill  our  Coronation? 

Glo.  Where  ft  kerns  bcft  ur.to  your  Royal  felf. 
If  I  may  counfd  y*)',  fomc  day  or  two 
Yiur  Highncfs  ftiall  rcpok:  you  at  the  Toweri 
Then  wiurc  ynu  plccfe,  and  flull  be  thought  mdft  fie 
For  your  belt  Hcal"":^  and  Recreation. 

Prince,  I  do  not  like  theTojrrrof  any  Plice  ; 
Did  Julitts  Cafur  build  that  Place,  my  Lord? 

Bnckz  He  did,  my  gracious  Lord,  begin  that  Place, 
Which  Hncc,  fucc.cding  Ages  have  it-edify'd. 

Prince.  Fs  it  upon  Record?  or  elfc  reported 
Succcilively  from  Age  c )  Age  he  built  it  ? 

Bucki  Ufwn  Record,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Prince.  But  fay,  my  Loid,  it  were  not  Rcgiftred, 
M-thinks  the  Truth  Ihould  live  from  Age  to  Age, 
As  'twere  rcraiTd  to  all  Pofterity,  ^  ■ 

Ilvcn  to  the  ger:cial  ending  Day.' 

(i!o.  So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay  do  never  live  long. 

Prince.  What  fay  you.   Uncle? 

(Ho.   I  fay,   witho  it  Cha-'afters  Fame  lives  long. 
Th  IS,  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity,  [AJidc^ 

I  moralize  two  memings  in  one  Word. 

Prince.  That  Jklius  Cxfar  was  a  famous  Min  ; 
With  what  his  Valour  did  enrich  his  Wit, 
His  Wit  fct  down,  to  make  his  Valour  live: 

Deal! 


of  Richard  liL  i66t 

Death  makes  no  Conqueft  of  his  Conqueror. 
tV>r  now  he  lives  in  Fame,  though  not  in  Life. 
rU  tell  you  what)  my  Coufin  Buckingham. 

Bmk»  What,  my  gracious  Lord  i 

Prince.  And  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  Man, 
1*11  win  our  ancient  Right  in  France  again. 
Or  die  a  Soldier,  as  I  liv*d  a  King. 

Clo.  Short  Summers  hghtly  have  a  forward  Spring. 
Enter  York,  Haftings,  and  j4rchbi(hop. 

Buck*  Now  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  Duke  of  Torh* 

Prince.  Richard  of  Tork$  how  fares  our  Noble  lirothcr  \ 

Tork,.  Well,  my  dear  Lord,  fo  mull  I  call  you  now. 

Princi*  Ay,  Brother,  to  our  Grief  as  it  is  youi*  j 
Too  late  he  dy*d  that  might  have  k(pt  ihat  Title, 
Which  by  his  Death  hath  loft  much  Mjjefty. 

Gto.  Haw  fares  our  Coufir,  Noble  Lord  of  Tcrk] 

Tork*  I  thank  you,  gentle  Uncle.     O  my  Lord, 
You  faid,  that  idle  Weeds  are  faft  in  growth : 
,Thc  Prince  my  Brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

CU.  He  hath,  my  Lord« 

Torks  And  therefore  is  he  idle  ? 

GU.  Oh  my  fair  Coufin  I.muft  not  fay  fo. 

Torl^.  Then  he  is  more  beholden  to  you  than  I. 

Glo.  He  may  command  me  as  my  Sovereign^ 
But  you  have  power  in  me,  as  in  a  Kinfman. 

lir^.  I  pray  you.  Uncle,  give  me  this  Dagger. 

Gh.  My  Dagger,  little  Coufin  ?  with  all  my  Heart. 

Princt.  A  Beggar,  Brother  ? 

Tinrks  Of  my  kind  Uncle,  that  I  know  will  give. 
And  being  a  Toy  it  is  no  grief  to  give. 

GU.  AgreaterGift  than  that  Til  give  my  Coufin. 

Tmrkz  A  greater  Gift  ?  O,  that*s  the  Sword  to  ir. 

Ch.  Kj^  gentle  Coufin,  were  it  light  enough. 

Tnl^  O  tbeo  I  fee  you  will  part  but  with  light  Gift, 
In  weightier  things  you'U  fay  a  Beggar  Nay. 

GU.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  Grace  to  wear. 

Twk^  I  weigh  it  lightly  were  it  heavier. 

Gh.  What,  would  you  have  my  Weapon,  little  Lord? 

Tork»  I  would,  that  I  might:  thank  you,  as  you  call  me# 

Glo.  How  ? 

Tirt  Little. 

Prince. 
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Princf.  My  Lord  of  Torl(  will  ever  be  cro6  in  talk  z 
Uncle,  your  Grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

7ori^  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bearwitiline: 
Uncle>  my  Brother  mocks  both  you  and  mc, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  little,  like  ah  Ape, 
He  thinks  that  you  fhould  bear  me  on  your  Shouldeiv* 

Bmci^  With  what  a  ftiarp  provided  Wit  he  reafiMtf  7 
To  mitigate  the  Scorn  he  gives  his  Uncle, 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himfelf ; 
So  cunning,  and  fo  young»  is  wonderful. 

GU.  MyLord>  wilt  pleafe  you  pafs  along  {, 
My  felf,  and  my  good  Coufin  BMckiffghdm^ 
Will  to  your  Mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tm/ar,  and  welcome  you* 

Torkt  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tmfir,  my  Lordf 

Prince*  My  Lord  Protedor  will  have  it  fo. 

Tori;.  I  (hall  not  fleep  in  quiet  at  tbeTcwer. 

Glo.  Why,  what  fliould  you  feari 

Tork*  Marry,  my  Uncle  CUrena  angry  Ghoft : 
My  Grandam  told  me,  be  was  murthera  there. 

Prince.  I  fear  no  Uncles  dead, 

Glo.  Nor  none  that  live»  I  hope. 

Prince.  And  if  I  Uve»  I  hope  I  need  not  fear* 
B'Jt  come,  my  Lord,  and  with  a  heavy  Heart, 
Thinking  on  them»  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 

[Exeunt  Prince^  York, 
Manent  Gloucefter,  Buckingham  and  Catesby, 

BhcI^  Think  you,  my  Lord,  this  little  prating  Jiri^ 
Was  not  incenfed  by  his  fubtle  Mother, 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  you  thus  opprobrioufly? 

CI0.  No  doubr,  no  doubt:  Oh  'tis  a  parlous  Boy^ 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable  ; 
He  is  all  the  Mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

BmckA  Well,  let  them  reft ;  Come  hither,  Catesbi^ 
Thou  art  fworn  as  deeply  to  effeft  what  we  intend»- 
As  clofely  to  conceal  what  we  impart: 
Thou  know'ft  our  Reafons  urg'd  upon  the  Way, 
What  thintft  thou  ?  is  it  not  an  eafie  Matter 
To  make  William  Lord  Haftings  of  our  Mind, 
For  the  Inftalment  of  this  Noble  Duke, 
In  the  feat  Royal  of  this  famous  Iflt.  / 

Ore/; 


r. 
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Caie/l  He  for  his  Father's  fake  fo  loves  the  Prihft, 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  ought  againft  him. 

Bitcki  What  think'ft  thou  then  ofStanleyi  Will  not  Itf  ? 
Cue/:  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  HdfiiHgs  dotb^ 
Bmc\.  Well  then,  no  more  but  this  •• 
Goj  gentle  Catiskj^  and  as  it  were  far  off 
Sound  thou  Lord  Haftings^ 
How  he  doth  ftand  affeded  to  our  Purpofe, 
And  fummon  him  to  Morrow  to  the  Ttwer^ 
To  fit  about  the  Coronation, 
If  thou  doft  find  him  tradable  to  us» 
Encourage  him»  and  tell  him  all  our  Realbns : 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling. 
Be  thou  fo  too,  and  fo  break  off  the  Talk, 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  Inclination : 
For  we  to  *Morrow  hold  dividisd  Councils* 
Wherein  thy  felf  (halt  highly  be  employed. 

Clo.  Commend  me  to  LoxdWUUam^  teirhiffii  Ckirxfy, 
His  ancient  Knot  of  dangerous  Adverfaries 
To  morrow  are  Ut'BXtMi  zvPomfrtt  Caftle» 
And  bid  my  Lord,  for  joy  of  this  good  News, 
Give  Miftrefs  Shore  one  gentle  Kifs  the  more. 

Bucks  Good  Cf/«i^,go,effeA  thiaBufinefi  foundly. 
Cdtef.  My  good  Lords  both*  with  all  the  heed  I  can* 
Clo.  Shall  we  hear  from  you*  Cuttsbj,  e'er  we  fleepi 
Ouef.  You  (hall,  my  Lord. 
Glo.  At  Croskj  Houfe  there  you  ihall  find  us  hoA. 
Buck.  Now,  myJLordf  [JE^xrCatesby. 

What  (hall  we  do,  il  we  perceive 
Lord  Hafiings  will  not  yield  to  our  Complots? 

Glo.  Chop  off  hMHci^: 
Something  we  wiU  determiBes 
And  look  when  I  am  King,  claim  thou  of  me- 
The  Earldom  of  Heroford^  and  all  the  MoveaUtf         ^ 
Whereof  the  King,  my  Brother,  was  poffef):. 

Buck*  ril  claim  that  promtfe  at  your  Gnrce"^  ibodw 
Glo.  And  look  to  have  it  y iekled.with  all  kindnefSi; '  ^ 
Come,  let  us  fup  betimes^  that  afterwards 
We  may  digeft  our  Gomplots  in  fonae  foim*        *  \Ex€Mn$'. 
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I 

S  C  E  N  E   11. 

Enter  a  Meffenger  to  thi  Door  of  Haftings. 

Aief.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Huft.  Who  knocks? 

Aief,  One  from  the  Lord  Stanlj. 

Haji.  Whatis'c  a  Clock? 

Mef.  Upon  the  ftroak  of  four^ 

Enttr  Lord  Haftings. 

Haft.  Cannot  my  Lord  Stanly  deep  thefe  tedious  NigliO{ 

Adcf.  So  it  appears  by  what  I  have  to  fay : 
Fir/l,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  Self* 

Haft.  Wliat  then  ? 

Mcf.  Then  certifies  your  Lordihip,  that  this  Nigkc 
He  dreamt  the  Boar  had  rafed  o£F  his  Helm: 
Befides  he  fays  there  are  two  Councils  kept ; 
And  that  may  be  determined  at  the  one> 
Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  th  other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  yourLordfhip^spleafure, 
If  you  will  prefently  take  Horfe  with  him, 
And  with  all  fpeed  pod  with  him  toward  theNorthj 
To  Hiun  the  danger  that  his  Soul  divines. 

Haft^  Go  Fellow*  go,  return  unto  thy  Lord, 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  feparated  Council: 
His  Honour  and  my  felf  are  at  the  one. 
And  at  the  other  is  my  good  Fri#id  Catuby; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed  that  toucheth  us^ 
Whereof  I  (hall  not  have  Intelligence: 
Tell  him  his  Fears  are  (hallow  without  inftance; 
And  for  his  Dreams*  I  wonder  he*s  fo  (implc 
To  truft  the  mock'ry  of  unquiet  Slumbers. 
To  fly  the  Boar,  before  the  Boar  purfues. 
Were  to  incenfc  the  Boar  to  follow  us. 
And  make  purfuit  where  he  did  mean  no  chafe* 
Go,  bid  thy  Mafter  rife  and  come  to  me* 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower.t 
Where  he  (hall  fee  the  Boar  will  ufe  us  kindly* 

Mef.  ril  go,  my  Lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fay*  lExir. 

Bntor 
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Enter  Catesby. 
wCdtef.  Many  good  inorrows  to  my  Noble  Lord. 

Hdfi.  Good  morrow,  Cdttshj^  you  are  early  ftirring : 
Wbat  Ncw5,  wbat  News  in  this  our  tott'ring  State! 

Catcf.  It  is  a  reeling  World  indeed^  my  Lord; 
And  I  believe  wiU  never  fiand  upright. 
Till  Richard  wear  the  QarlaQd  of  the  Realm. 

Hafi.  How !  wear  the  Gariand  / 
Doft  thou  mean  the  Crown? 

Ouef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Haft.  Ill  have  this  Crown  of  mine  cut  from  my  Shoulders, 
BtfoierU  fiSe  (be  CrovroibfoiUmirp^ac'd; 
But  canft  thou  guefs  tbfU:  he  doth  aim  at  it? 

Oiief.  Ay,  on  my  Life^  and  hopes  to  find  you  forward 
Upon  his  Party*  for  the  gain  thereof; 
And  thereupon  he  fend$  you  this  good  News» 
That  this  fame  very  Day  your  ^nemii^ 
The  Kindred  of  the  Queen,  muft  die  at  Pomfreu 

Hafi.  Indeed  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  News, 
Becaufe  they  have  been  ftill  my  Adveriaries ; 
But  that  rii  give  my  Voice  on  RkhanCsSid^^ 
To  bar  my  Matter's  Heirs  in  true  Defcent, 
God  knows  I  will  not  do  it  to  the  death. 

Qttef.  God  keep  your  Lord  (hip  in  that  gracious  Mind. 

Hafi.  But  I  (hall  laugh  at  this  a  Twelve-month  hencCf 
That  they  which  brought  me  in  my  Matter's  Hatc» 
I  live  to  Jodc  upon  tbe^r  Tragedy. 
Well  Out$ij^  e*er  a  Fortnight  make  me  older» 
rU  fend  fome  packing  that  yet  think  not  oot* 

Catef,  Tis  a  vile  thing  to  dye,  my  gracious  Lord» 
When  Men  are  unprepar'd  and  look  not  for  it. 

Hi^.  Omonftrouf,monftrousf  and  fo  falls  it  out 
Witb^jt^^/,  Fimilmfh  Gr^\  and  (b  'twill  do 
With  fome  Men  elfe,  that  think  themfelves  as  iafe 
As  thou  and  I>  who,  as  thou  know'ft,  arc  dear 
To  Princely  Ricbird  and  to  Bmkptghnm. 

Catefi  The  Princes  both  make  high  account  of  you— ^ 
For  they  account  his  Head  upon  the  Bridge.  [/ifide^ 

Hafi.  I  know  they  dO|  and  I  have  well  deferv'd  it. 

Vol.  IV.  K  En(tr 
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Enter  Lord  Stanley. 
Come  on,  come  on»  where  is  your  Boar-fpear,  Man  ?    • 
Fear  you  the  Boar,  and  go  fo  unprovided  ? 

Stan.  My  Lord,  good  morrow,  good  morrow,  (Jdiesij; 
You  may  }cft  on,  but  by  tiSt  holy  Rood, 
I  do  not  like  thefc  feverai  Councils.  I. 

Hafi.  My  Lord,  I  hold  my  Life  as  dear  as  yours. 
And  never  in  my  Days,  I  do  proteft. 
Was  it  fo  precious  to  me  as  'tis  now; 
Think  you,  but  that  1  know  the  State  fecure^ 
I  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

Sfa».  The  Lords  at  Pomfreh  when  they  rode  from 
Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd  their  States  were  fun. 
And  they  indeed  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft; 
But  yet  you  fee  how  foon  the  Day  o'er-caft. 
The  fudden  flab  of  Rancor  I  mifdoubt. 
Pray  God,  I  fay,  I  prove  a  needlefs  Coward. 
What>  fhall  we  toward  the  Toweri  the  Day  is  (petit. 

Hafi.  Come,  come,  have  with  you: 
Wot  ye  what»  my  Lord, 
To  day»  the  Lords  you' talk  of  are  beheaded. 

SfM.  They,  for  their  Truth,  might  better  wear  their  Heads 
Than  fqme  that  have  accused  them  wear  their  Hats. 
But  come,  my  Lord,  let's  away. 

£»ier  a  PttrfrnvaHt* 

Hafi.  Go  on  before,  I'll  talk  with  this  good  Fellow. 

[Exeunt  Lord  Stanley  and  Cacesbj. 
How  now.  Sirrah?  how  goes  the  World  with  thee/ 

Purf.  Tlie  better,  that  you  Lordfhip  pleafeto  ast 

Hdfi.  I  tell  thee  Mm,  'tis  better  with  me  now. 
Than  when  thou  mct'fl  me  hfl  where  now  we  meet ; 
Then  was  I  going  Prifoner  ro  xh(tT<nver^ 
By  the  Siiggeflion  of  the  Q|iccn*s  Allies. 
But  now  I  teil  thee,  keep  it  to  rhy  felf, 
This  Day  thofe  Enemies  are  nut  to  death, 
/  iG  I  in  better  State  than  e*cr  I  was, 

Purf.  God  hold  it  to  your  Honour's  ^od Content. 

HaJK  Gramercy  Fellow  ;  there  drir.k  chat  for  me. 

[Throws  him  tuMPmrfe^ 

Purf.  I  thank  your  Honour.  [^E^^nPi^r/mivMt^ 

■ 
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Eftter  a  Priefi. 

Priefi.  Well  met,  my  Lord,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Honour. 

Hafi.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  Johtiy  with  all  my  Heart. 
I  am  in  your  debt  for  your  laft  Exercife; 
Come  the  next  Sabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

Priefi.  I'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

BhcI^.  Whar,  talking  with  a  Prieft,  Lo^d  Qhamberlain? 
Your  Friends  at  Pomfretj  they  do  need  the  Piieft, 
Your  Honour  hath  no  (hriving  work  in  hand. 

Hdfi.  Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  Man, 
The  Men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  toward  the  Tower  ? 

B$$ck*  I  do,  mv  Lord,  but  long  I  cannot  flay  there : 
I  fliall  return  before  your  Lordihip  thence.   .      . 

Hafi.  Nay,  like  enough,  for  Til  ftay  Dinner  theri?. 

Bucl^  And  Supper  too,  akhough  thou  know'ft  it  not.  \j4M^* 
Come,  will  y6u  go  ? 

Hafi.  ril  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip.  [Extum. 

S  C  E  n'e    III. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  KatcIiflT,  with  Halherds^  carrying  tb$ 

Nobles  to  Death  at  Pomfret.  / 

Riv.*  Sir  Richard  Ratckj^^  let  me  tell  thee  this» 
To  day  flia!t  thou  beliold  a  Subjed  dye 
For  Truth,  for  Duty,  and  for  Loyalty. 

Gray.  God  blefs  the  Prince  from  all  the  pack  of  you, 
A  Knot  you  are  of  damned  filoodrfuckers* 

Famgh*  You  live  that  (hall  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter* 

Rat.  Difpatch,  the  limit  of  your  Lives  is  out. 

Riv.  O  Pomfret,  Pomfret  I  O  thou  bloody  Prilbn  I 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  Noble  Peery,  / 

Within  the  guilty  clofure  of  thy  Walls 

Richard  the  Second  here  was  hackt  to  Death :  ' 

And  for  more  (lander  to  thy  difmal  Se3% 
We  give  to  thee  our  guiltlefs  Blood  to  drink. 

Gray.  Now  Aiargaret*s  Curfe  is  fain  upon  our  Hcads^ 
When  ftie  exclaim'd  on  Hafiings,  you  and  I,  .  w. 

For  (landing  by,  when  Richard  (lab'd  her  §jn. 
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Riv.  Then  curs'd  (he  Richardy 
Then  curs'd  (he  BtukjnghMm^ 
Then  curs'd  (he  Haftings.     O  remember  God 
To  hear  her  Prayer  for  tbem,  as  now  for  us  : 
As  for  my  Sifter  and  her  Princely  Sons, 
Befatisfy'd,  dear  God,  with  our  true  Blood*' 
Which,  as  thou  know'ft,  unjuftly  muft  be  fpilr. 

Rat,  Mike  hafte,  the  hour  of  Death  is  now  expired. 

Riv.  Come  Graj^  come  ykughany  let  us  here  embnce; 
Farewel,  until  we  meet  again  in  Heaven.  [Exm* 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Buckingham*  Derby,  Haftings,  Bijbop  of  Ely,  No^ 
folk,  Ratcliff,  Lovel,  with  others,  at  a  TkbU. 

m 

Hdft.  Now  Noble  Peers,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met 
Is  to  determihe  of  the  Coronation: 
In  God's  Name  fpeak,  when  is  the  Royal  Day  i 

Bmckf  Are  all  things  ready  for  the  Royal  time  i 

Derby,  They  are  and  want  but  Nomination. 

Ely.  To  Morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  Day. 

Bmcki  Who  knows  the  Lord  Proteftor's  Mind  herein  { 
Who  is  moft  inward  with  the  Noble  Duke? 

Ely.  Your  Grace,  wethink,  (hould  fooneft  know  his  Mind. 

Bttck*  We  know  each  others  Faces ;  for  our  Hearts, 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine  than  I  of  yours. 
Or  I  of  his,  my  Lord,  than  you  of  mine: 
Lord  HafiingSy  you  and  he  are  near  in  Love. 

Hafi.  I  thank  his  Grace,  I  know  he  loves  me  well: 
But  for  his  purpofe  in  the  Coronation, 
I  have  not  founded  him,  nor  he  dclivcr'd 
His  gracious  pleafufe  any  way  therein  : 
But  you,  niy  Honourable  Lord,  miy  name  the  time. 
And  in  the  DuktS'  behalf  Til  give  my  Voice, 
Which  I  prefume  he'll  take  in  gentle  parr. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 
Ely.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  Duke  bimfelf. 
Glo.  My  Noble  Lords  and  Coufins  all,  good  morrow; 
I  have  been  long  a  fleeper;  but  I  truft 
My  abfence  doth  negled  no  great  DeGgn, 

Which 
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Which  by  my  prcfence  might  have  been  concluded. 

BmcI^,  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  Cue  my  Lord^ 
William  Lord  Hafiings»  had  pronounced  your  part> 
1  mean  your  Voice  for  crowning  of  the  King, 

Glo.  Than  my  hoxdHaftings  no  Min  might  beboldcr^ 
'  Mrs  Lord  (hip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 
My  Lord  of  Ely^  when  I  was  laft  in  Holhowrn^ 
I  faw  good  Strawberries  in  your  Garden  there, 
I  do  btfeech  you  fend  for  fomc  of  them. 

£//.  Marry  and  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  my  heart. 

[Exit  Ely. 
Glo.  C  )ufin  of  BHckiMgham,  a  word  with  you. 
Qiteshj  hath  founded  Haflings  in  our  BuHnefs, 
And  finds  the  tefty  Gentleman  fo  hot, 
That  he  will  lofe  his  Head  e'er  give  confent 
HisMafter's  Child,  as  worlhipfully  he  terms  \x^ 
Shall  lofe  the  Royalty  of  England  s  Throne. 

BhcI^   Withdraw  your  felf  a  while,   I'll  go  with  you. 

[Exeunt. 
Derby.  We  have  not  yet  fet  down  this  Day  of  Triumph : 
To  Morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  fudden. 
For  I  my  felf  am  not  fo  well  provided. 
As  elfe  I  would  be  were  the  Day  prolonged. 

En'er  BiJJjcp  of  Ely. 
Ely.  Where  is  my  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Gloucefteri 
I  have  fent  for  thefe  Strawberries. 

Ifajl'.  His  Grace  looks  chearfuUy  and  Aiooth  this  Morning, 
There's  fome  Conceit  or  other  likes  him  well 
When  that  he  bids  good  Morrow  with  fuch  Spirit. 
I  think  there's  never  a  Man  in  Chriftendom 
Can  lefTer  hide  his  Love  or  Hate  than  he. 
For  by  his  Face  ftraight  fliall  youjknow  his  Heart; 

Drri^.  What  of  his  Heart  perceive  you  in  his  Face, 
By  any  livelihood  he  fliew'd  to  Day  i 

Hajt.  Marry  that  with  no  Man  here  he  is  o£Ftnded : 
For  were  he,  he  had  Hiewn  it  in  his  Looks. 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham. 
Glo.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  deferve. 
That  do  confpire  my  Death  with  devilifh  Plots 
Of  damned  Witchcraft,  and  that  have  prevailed 
Upon  my  Body,  with  their  h^(h  Charms. 

K  3  Hajt. 


1670  The  Life  and  Death 

Hafi.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  Grace*  my  Lord, 
Makes  me  mod  forward  in  this  Princely  prefence. 
To  doom  th'OflFenders,  whofoe'er  they  be: 
1  fay,  my  Lord«  they  have  deferved  Death.  .  ^ 

GU.  Then  be  your  Eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  Evil^ 
Look  how  I  am  bewitch'd ;  behold  mine  Arm 
Is  like  a  blafled  Sapling  withered  up: 
And  this  is  Edward's  Wife,  that  monftrous  AVitch» 
Conforted  with  that  Harlot,  Strumpet  Shore^ 
That  by  their  Witchcraft  thus  have  marked  mc. 

Hajl.  If  they  have  done  this  Derd,  my  Noble  Lord— ^ 
Glo.  If?  thouProteSorof  this  damned  Strumpet, 
Talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  IfFs  ?  thou  art  a  Traitor 

Off  with  his  Head— —now  by  Saint  Paul  I  fwear, 
I  will  not  dine  until  I  fee  the  fame. 
Lovel  and  Ratcliffy  look  that  it  be  done: 

1  he  reft  that  love  me,  rife  and  follow  me.  \J£xm 

Afancnt  Lovel  and  RatclifF,  with  the  Lord  Hsiftings. 
Hafi.  Wo,  wo  for  Englandy  not  a  whit  for  me. 

For  I,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this: 

Stanlj  did  dream  the  Boar  did  rafe  our  Helms, 

And  I  did  fcorn  it,  and  difdain  to  fly : 

Three  times  today  my  Foot-cloth  Horfedjdftumblf, 

And  ftarted  when  he  look*d  lipon  the  Tower^ 

As  loath  to  bear  me  to  the  Slau{>hter-houfe. 

0  now  I  need  the  Prieft  that  fpake  to  me : 

1  now  repent  I  told  the  Purfuivahr, 

As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  Enemies 
To  day  at  Pomfret  bloodily  were  butcherV, 
And  I  my  felf  fecure  in  Grace  and  Favour. 
0\i Margarety  Margaret^  now  thy  heavy  Curfc 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Hafiiri^s  wretched  Head. 

Rat.  Come,  come, difpatch,  the  Duke  would  be. at  din 
Make  a  (hort  Shrift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  Head, 

Hafi.  O  momentary  Grace  of  mortal  Men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for,  than  the  Grace  of  God  f 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  Air  of  your  good  Looks 
Lives  like  a  drunken  Sailor  on  a  Maft, 
KcacJy  with  every  nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  Bowels  of  the  Deep. 
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Zw.  Come,  come,  difpatcb, 'tis  bootlcft  to  exclaim, 
Bafi.  O  bloddy  Richard^  miierable  England, 
I  praphefie  the  fcarfuirft  time  to  thcf. 
That  ever  wretched  Age  hath  look'd  upon. 
.  Come,  lead  me  to  the  Block,  bear  him  my  Head: 
They  fmile  at  me  who  Ihortly  fliall  be  dead.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham  in  rttfijAimorj  mar^ 

vellous  ill-fdvotir'd, 
Glo.  Come  Coufiii, 
Can'ft  thou  quake  and  change  thy  cobur, 
Murther  thy  breath  in  the  middle  of  a  Word, 
And  then  again  begin,  and  ftop  again. 
As  if  thou  were  diftraught  and  mad  with  Terror? 

Bttck*  Tiir,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  Tragedian,* 
$peak»  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  fide. 
Tremble  and  ftart  at  wagging  of  a  Straw  : 
Intending  deep  Sufpicion,  gaftJy  Looks 
Are  at  my  Service,  like  enforced  Smiles; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  Ofliccs, 
At  any  time',  to  grace  my  Stratagems. 
HfUt  what,  is*  Catesty  gone  ? 

Cla.  Hci^y  and  fee  he  brings  the  Mayor  aloog. 
Emer  the  Lord  Major  and  Catcsby, 

'Buck.  Lord  "Mayor '— 

Glo.  Look  to  the  Draw-bridge  therew 
Buck^  Hark,  a  Drum. 
'  Glo.  Catesbjy  overlook  the  Walls. 
Bttck.  Lord  Mayor,  the  reafbn  we  have  fent 
Glo.  Look  back,  defend  there,  here  arc  Enemies* 
Buck*  God  and  our  Innocency  defend  and  guard  m. 
Enter  Lovel  and  Kz^diff  with  Y{^{tii\fp''s Head. 
Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  Friends;  Ratcliff^znd  LoveL 
Lov.  Here  is  the  Head  xyf  that  ignoble  Tiaitor, 
The  dangerous  and  unfufpe<fted  Haftings. 

Glo.  So  dear  I  lov'd  the  Man  that  1  muft  weep: 
I  took  him  for  the  plaincft  harmlefs  Creature 
Thatbreath'd  upon  the  Ea  th,  aChriftian: 
Made  him  my  Book,  wherein  mv  Soal  recorded 
The  Hi^ory  of  all  her  fecret  Thoughts ; 
So  fmooth  he  daub'd  his  Vice  with  fliew  of  Virtue, 
That  his  apparent  open  Guilt  omitted* 
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I  mean  his  Converfation  with  Shoris  Wife, 
He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  Tufpeds. 

BMck.  Well,  weU>  he  was  the  covcrt'ft  ihelter'd  TrAi 
That  ever  lived. 

Would  you  imagine,  or  almoft  believe, 
Wer't  not,  that  by  great  prefervation 
We  live  to  tell  it,  that  the  fubtle  Traitor 
This  Day  had  plotted,  in  the  Council-Houfe^ 
To  murther  me  and  my  good  Lord  of  GUffier. 

Major.  Had  he  done  fo  ? 

Clo.  What !  think  you  wc  are  THrk^  or  Infidels  ? 
Or  that  we  would,  againft  the  form  of  Law 
Proceed  thus  raflily  in  the  Villain's  Death, 
But  that  the  extream  peril  of  the  Cafe, 
The  Peace  of  England^  and  our  Perfons  fafety 
Enforced  us  to  this  Execution. 

Major.  Now  fair  befall  you,  he  deferv'd  his  death. 
And  your  good  Graces  both  have  well  proceeded. 
To  warn  falfe  Traitors  from  the  like  Attempts. 

Bmckz  I  never  looked  for  better  at  his  Hands» 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  Miftrefs  Shore: 
Yet  had  we  not  determin'd  he  (hould  die 
Until  your  Lordfliip  came  to  fee  his  end,   • 
Which  now  the  loving  hafte  of  thefe  our  Friends, 
'Something  againft  our  meanings  hath  prevented ; 
Becaufe,  my  Lord,  I  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  Traitor  fpsak,  and  timeroufly  confefs 
The  manner  and  the  purpofe  of  his  Treafons  .• 
That  you  might  well  have  fignify'd  the  fame 
Unto  the  Citizens,  who  haply  may 
Mifconflrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  Death. 

Major.   But,  my  good  Lord,  your  Grace's  Words  I 
As  well  as  I  had  fecn  and  heard  him  fpeak:  Tfej 

And  do  not  doubt,  right  Noble  Prir.ces  both. 
But  I'll  acquaint  our  duteous  .Citizens, 
With  all  your  juft  Proceedings  in  this  cafe, 

Glo.  And  to  that  end  wc  wifli'd  your  Lord  (hip  herc» 
T'avoid  the  Cenfures  of  the  carping  World. 

Buck*  Which  fince  you  come  loo  late  of  our  intent. 
Yet  witnefs  what  you  hear  we  did  intend; 
And  io,  my  good  Lord  Mayor,  we  bid  farewel.  [Ex.  A£aj 
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GU.  Go  after,  after*  CouHn  Bt^ki^^hamn 
The  M^yor  towards  Omld^tidll  hies  hiai  in  all  poft : 
There,  at  your  meeteft  vantage  of  thetime,  • 
Infer  the  Baftardy  of  Edwards  Children^ 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  pat  to  death  a  Citizen, 
Only  for  faying  he  would  make  his  Son 
Heir  to  the  Crown,  meaning  indeed  his  Houfe* 
Which  by  the  Sign  thereof  was  termed  fa 
Moreover,  urge  hii  hateful  Luxury, 
And  beflial  appetite  in  change  of  Luft, 
Which  ftrerch'd  unto  their  Servants,  Daughters,  Wives, 
Even  where  his  raging  £ye^  or  lavage  Heart, 
Without  conti-oli,  lufted  to  make  a  prey,^ 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  Perfon : 
Tell  them«  when  that  my  Mother  went  with  Child 
Of  that  infatiate  Edward^  Noble  Tark^ 
My  Princely  Father  then  had  Wars  in  France^ 
And  by  trile  Compilation  of  the  Time, 
Found  that  the  Iffue  was  not  his  begot : 
Which  weil  a()peared  in  his  Lineaments, 
Being  nothing  like  the  Noble  Duke,  my  Father:  ' 

Yet  touch  this  fparingly  as  'twere  far  off> 
Becaufe,  my  Lord,  you  know  my  Mother  lives. 

Bncks  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  I'll  play  the  Orator 
As  if  the  Golden  Fee,  for  which  I  plead. 
Were  for  my  felf ;  and  hj  my  Lord,  adieu. 

Glo.  If  you  thrive  well^  bring  them  to  Baymanti  Caftle, 
Where  you  ihall  find  me,  well  accompanied 
With  re\  erend  Fathers^  abd  well-learned  Biihops. 

Siicl^  I  go,  and  towards  three  or  four  a  Clock 
Look  fcfr  the  News  that  the  Gmld-HaU  affords. 

*  [Exit  Buckingham* 

Glo.  Go,  Lovelt  with  all  fpeed  to  Dodor  Shtw^ 
Go  thou  to  Friar  Beukgr^  bid  them  both  [To  Ratcliffl 

Meet  me  within  this  hour  at  Baj»dr£s  Caftle.        [ExoHM^ 
Now  will  I  go  to  tako  fome  privy  Order 
To  draw  the  Brats  of  CUreftce  out  of  fighr. 
And  to  give  order,  that  no  manner  of  Perfon 
Have  any  time  recourfe  onto  die  Princes.  [Exin 
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Enter  a  Scrivener. 

Scriv.  Here  is  the  Indidment  of  the  good  Lord  H^iflk^ 
Which  in  a  fct  Hand  fairly  is  engrofs'd. 
That  it  may  be  to  day  read  o'er  in  Psmt^s. 
And  mark  how  well  the  fcquel  hangs  together: 
Eleven  hours  I  have  fpent  to  write  it  over. 
For  yefternight  by  Catesbj  was  it  fent  me. 
The  Precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing. 
And  yet  within  thcfc  five  hours  Haftings  liv'd. 
Untainted,  uncxamin'd,  free,  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  World  the  while;  who  is  fo  grofs 
That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  Device  f 
Yet  who  fo  bold,  but  fays,  he  fees  it  not? 
Bad  is  the  World,  *and  all  will  come  to  nought^ 
When  fu(h  ill  dealing  muft  be  feen  in  thought.  [Em 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham  atfivcral  D^ans. 

Glo.  HownoW)  how  now,  what  fay  the  Citizens?' 

Bnck*  Now  by  the  holy  Mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  Citizens  are  mum,  fay  not  a  word. 

Glo.  Touch'd  you  the  Baftardyof  £^3i;4r^s^  Children  { 

Buck,.  I  did,  with  his  Contract  with  Lady  Lucy^ 
And  his  Contract  by  Deputy  in  France. 
Th'unfatiate  greedinefs  of  his  defire. 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  City  Wives, 
His  Tyranny  for  Trifles,  his  own  Baftardy, 
As  being  got,  your  Father  then  in  France^ 
And  his  refcmShnce,  being  not  like  the  Duke* 
Withal,  I  did  infer  your  Lineaments, 
Being  the  right  Idea  of  you:  Father, 
Both  in  your  Form  and  Noblcnefs  of  Mind: 
JUaid  open  all  your  ViSories  in  Scotlandj 
Your  Difcipline  in  War,  Wifdom»in  Peace, 
Your  Bounty,  Virtue,  fair  Humility : 
Indeed  left  nothing  fitting  for  your  Purpofe 
Untouchr,  or  (lightly  handled  in  Difcourfc. 
And  when  my  Oratory  grew  toward  end, 
I  bid  them  that  did  love  their  Country's  good. 
Cry,  God  hwt  Richards  EnglaniTs  Royal  King. 

do.  And  did  they  (o  ? 

Bnck,^  No,  fo  God  help  me,  they  fpake  not  a  Word, 
But  like  dumb  Statues  or  unbreathing  Scones, 
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StarM  each  on  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale  .* 
Which  when  I  faw,  I  reprehended  them. 
And  ask'd  the  Mayor,  what  meant  this  wilful  (ilence  i 
His  anfwer  was»  tne  People  were  not  ufed 
To  be  fpoke  to,  but  by  the  R  ecorder,  . 
Then  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  Tale  again: 
Thus  faith  the  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferr'd. 
But  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 
When  he  bad  done,  fome  Followers  of  mine  own. 
At  lower  end  of  the  Hall,  hurl'd  up  their  Caps, 
And  fome  ten  Voices  cry'd,  God  fave  King  Riihard: 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thofe  few. 
Thanks,  gentle  Citizens  and  Friends,  quoth  I, 
This  general  Apphufe,  and  chearful  Shout, 
Argues  your  Wifdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard; 
And  evffi  here  brake  off  and  came  away. 

Glo*  What  Tongue-lefs  Blocks  were  they, 
Would  they  not  fpeak  ? 
Will  not  tne  Mayor  then  and  his  Brethren  come  ? 

Bttck*  The  Mayor  is  here  at  hand;  intend  fome  fear. 
Be  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit; 
And  look  you  get  a  Prayer- Book  in  your  Hand, 
And  ftand  between  two  Churchmen,  good  my  Lord, 
For  on  that  ground  Til  make  a  holy  Defcant : 
And  be  not  eafily  won  to  our  Rtqucfts, 
Play  the  Maid's  part,  ftill  anfwer  nay,  and  cake  it. 

Glo.  I  go  :  And  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them. 
As  I  can  fay  nay  to  thee  for  my  felf. 
No  doubt  we  bring  it  to  a  happy  Iffue,  lEx.  GIo. 

Bstck,.  Go,  go  up  to  the  Leads,  the  Lord  Mayor  knocks. 
£mcr  Lord  Major  and  Citisjens. 
Welcome  my  Lord,  I  dance  attendance  here, 
i  think  the  Duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withal. 

Enter  Caresby. 
Buck*  IfowCateshy  what  fays  your  Lord  to  my  Requeft? 
Catef.  He  doth  intreat  your  Grace,  my  NoJ>Ie  Lord, 
To  vifit  him  to  Morrow,  or  next  Day : 
He  is  within,  with  two  right  Reverend  Fathers^ 
Divinely  bent  to  Meditation, 
And  in  no  worldly  Suits  would  he  be  mov'd^ 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  Exercife. 

BmcI(. 


Bftck.  Return,  good  Cutesbj^  to  the  gracious  Dukci 
Tell  him,  my  felf,  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen, 
In  deep  Defigns,  in  matter  of  great  Moment, 
No  lefs  importing  than  our  general  Good, 
Are  come  to  have  fome  cont'erencc  with  his  Grace. 

Catef.  ril  fignifie  (o  much  unto  him  ftraight.  [Exit. 

BhcI^  Ah  ha,  my  Lord,  this  Prince  is  not  an  Eihi^grd^ 
He  is  not  lulling  on  a  lew'd  Love-Bed, 
But  on  his  Knees  at  Meditation : 
Not  dallying  with  a  Brace  of  Curtizans, 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  Divines: 
Not  deeping,  to  engrofs  his  idle  Body, 
But  prayinp,  to  enrich  his  watchful  Soul. 
Happy  were  England^  would  this  virtuous  Prince 
Take  on  his  Grace  the  Soveraignty  thereof^ 
But  fure  I  fear  we  (hall  not  win  him  to  it. 

Major.  Mirry,  God  defend,  his  Grace  (hould  lay  us  naf. 

Bnckz  I  fc^r  he  will;  here  Catesby  comes  again. 

Enter  Catesby. 
Now  Catesbjj  what  fays  his  Grace? 

Catef.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  aflembled 
Such  Troops  of  Citizens  to  come  to  him. 
His  Grace  not  being  warned  thereof  before  z 
He  fears,  my  Lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buckj  Sorry  I  am,  my  noble  Coufin  fliould 
Sufpeft  mc,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him: 
By  Heav'n,  we  come  to  him  in  perfeft  Love, 
And  fo  once  more  return,  and  tell  his  Grace.££;i:/>  Catesby. 
When  holy  and  devout  Religious  Men 
Are  at  their  Bcais  'tis  much  to  draw  them  thencr. 
So  fwcet  is  zealous  Contemplation. 

Enter  Gloucefter  above^  between  two  Bijbops. 

Major.  See  where  his  Grace  ftands  'tween  two  Clergymen. 

Buck.  Two  Pfopi;  of  Virtue,  for  a  Chriftian  Prince^ 
To  ftay  him  from  the  fall  of  Vanity : 
And  fee  a  Book  of  Prayer  in  his  Hand, 
True  Ornaments  to  know  a  holy  Man. 
Famous  Plantagenetj  mofl  gracious  Prince^* 
L^nd  favourable  Ear  to  our  requefts. 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  Devotion  and  right  Chriftian  Zeal. 
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Glo.  My  Lord,  there  needs  no  fuch  Apology ; 
I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  ine> 
Who  earneft  in  the  Service  of  th'  high  God, 
Deferred  the  Viiitation  of  my  Friends. 
But  leaving  this,  what  is  your  Grace's  pleafure? 

Buck*  Even  that,  I  hope,  which  pieafet^  God  abov^ 
And  all  good  Men>  of  this  ungovern'd  Ifle. 

Gh.  I  do  fufpeft  I  have  done  fome  offence. 
That  feems  difgracious  in  the  City's  Eye, 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  Ignorance. 

Bttckj  You  have,  my  Lord. 
Would  it  might  pleafe  your  Grace, 
Oh  our  entreaties  to  amend  your  Fault. 

Glo.  Elfe  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Chrifiian  Land. 

Btfckf  Know  then,  it  is  your  Fauk  that  you  refign 
TheSupream  Seat,  the  Throne  Majeftical* 
The  Sceptred  Office  of  your  Anceftors, 
Your  State  of  Fortune,  and  your  due  of  Birtb» 
The  Lineal  Glory  of  your  Royal  Houfe, 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemiihVi  Stock; 
Whiles  in  the  mildnefs  of  your  fleepy  Thoughts, 
Which  here  we  waken  to  our  Country's  good. 
The  noble  Ifle  doth  want  his  proper.  Limbs : 
His  Face  defaced  with  skars  ot  Infamy; 
His  Royal  Stock  graft  with  ignoble  Plants, 
And  almoft  Hiouldred  in  the  fwallowing  Giilf 
Of  dark  Forgetfulnefs,  atid  deep  Oblivion, 
Which  to  re-cure,  we  heartily  foHicit 
Your  gracious  felf  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  Kingly  Government  of  this  your  Land : 
Not  as  Protedor,  Steward,  Subftitute, 
Or  loyly  Faiftor,  for  another's  gain; 
But  as  fucceffively,  from  Blood  to  Blood, 
Your  right  of  Birth,  your  Empiry,  your  own. 
For  this,  conforted  with  the  Citizens, 
Your  very  Worihipful  and  loving  Friends, 
And  by  their  vehement  Inftigation, 
In  this  juft  Caufe  come  I  to  move  your  Grace. 

Gh.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  filencCf 
Or  bitterly  to  (peak  in  your  reproof, 
-        "'  Bcft 
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Befl  ficteth  my  Degree,  or  your  Condition. 

For  not  to  anfwer,  you  might  haply  think 

Tongue-ty'd  Ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 

To  bear  the  Golden  Yoak  of  Soveraignty, 

Which  fondly  you  would  here  impofe  on  me. 

If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours. 

So  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  Love  to  me. 

Then  on  the  other  (ide  I  check'd  my  Friends. 

Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  firft. 

And  then  in  fpeaking>  not  to  incur  the  lafl*. 

Definitively  thus  I  anfwer  yoiK, 

Your  Love  defcrvcs  my  thanks,  But  my  defert 

Unmcritable,  (huns  your  high  requeft. 

Firft,.  if  all  Ohftacles  were  cut  away. 

And  that  ray  Path  were  even  to  the  Crown, 

As  the  ripe  Revenue,  and  due  of  Birth; 

Yet  fo  much  is  ray  poverty  of  Spirit, 

So  mighty,  and  \o  many  my  Defefts, 

Tr.at  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  Greatnefs, 

Being  a  Bark  to  brook  no  mighty  Sea; 

Than  in  my  Grcatnefs  covet  to  be  hid. 

And  in  the  vapour  of  my  Glory  fmother'd. 

But  God  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  mc. 

And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  need : 

The  Royal  Tree  hath  left  us  Royal  Fruit, 

Which  mellowed  by  the  ftealing  hours  of  time. 

Will  well  become  the  Seat  of  Majcfty, 

And  make  us,  no  doubt,  happy  by  his  Reign. 

On  him  I  lay  that,  you  would  lay  on  me. 

The  Right  and  Fortune  of  his  happy  Stars, 

Which  God  defend  that  I  (hould  wring  from  him. 

Bnck*  My  Lord*  this  argues  Confcience  in  your  fSracCj 
But  the  refpe&s  thereof  are  nice,  and  trivial. 
All  Circumftances  well  confidered. 
You  fay,  that  Edward  is  your  Brother's  Son, 
So  fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Edward's  Wife : 
For  nrft  was  he  contrafl:  to  Lady  Lucy, 
,  Your  Mother  lives  a  Witneft  to  his  Vow, 
•Arid  afterward  by  Subftitute  betrothed 
To  Bondp  Sifter  to  the  King  o(  France.        * 
THtfc  both  put  o£F,  a  poor  Petitioner, 
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A  Carc-cnzM  Mother  to  a  many  Sons, 

A  Bcauty-waining,  and  diftrelTed  Widow, 

Even  in  the  Afternoon  of  her  beft  Day, 

Made  prize  and  purchafe  of  his  wanton  Eye, 

Scduc'd  the  pitch,  and  height  of  his  Degree, 

To  bafe  Declenfion*  and  loath'd  Bigamy*    . 

By  her,  in  his  unlawful  Bed,  he  got 

This  Edv/ardj  whom  our  Manners  call  the  Prince* 

More  bitterly  could  I  expoftulate. 

Save  that  for  reverence  of  fome  alive, 

I  give  a  fparing  limit  to  my  Tongue. 

Then,  good  iny  Lord,  take  to  your  Royal  Self 

This  proflFer'd  benefit  of  Dignity: 

If  not  to  blels  us,  and  the  Land  withal. 

Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  Ancellry 

From  the  corruption  of  abufingjtimes. 

Unto  a  Lineal  true  derived  courfe. 

Mayor.  Do,  good  my  Lord,  your  Citizens  jntrcat  you. 
Buckz  Refufe  not,  mighty  Lord,  this  proffer'd  Love. 
Gu9jl  O  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  Suit* «. 
Glo.  Alas>  why  would  you  heap  this  Care  on  me  \ 

I  am  unfit  for  State,  and  Majefty: 

I  do  befeech  you  take  it  not  amifs, 

I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

BhcI^  If  you  refufe  it,  as  in  love  and  zeal. 

Loath  to  depofe  the  Child  your  Brother's  Son, 

As  well  we  know  your  tendernefs  of  Heart, 

And  gentle,  kind*  effeminate  remorfe. 

Which  we  have  noted*  in  you  to  your  Kindred, 

And  equally  indeed  to  all  Eftates : 

Yet  know,  where  you  accept  our-  Suit,  or  no. 

Your  Brother's  Son  fhall  never  reign  our  King, 

Bat  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  Throne, 

To  the  dilgrace  and  down-fall  of  your  Houfe  : 

And  in  this  refolution  here  we  leave  you. 

Come  Citizens,  we  will  intreat  no  more.  {Ex$nnim 

Cdief  Call  him  again,  fweet  Prince,  accept  their  Suit : 

If  you  deny  them,  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 

GU.  Will  you  enforce  me  to  a  World  of  Cares  i 
Call  them  again,  I  am  not  made  of  Stones^    ' 

Bur 
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But  penetrable  to  your  kind  Entreaties^ 
Albeit  againft  my  Confcience  and  my  Soul. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  the  refi. 
CouHn  of  Bnckinghamy  and  fagc,  grave  Men, 
Since  you  will  buckle  Fortune  on  my  Back, 
To  bear  her  Burthen,  whether,  I  will  or  no, 
I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  Load: 
But  if  black  Scandal  or  fouUfacM  Reproach, 
Attend  the  fequel  of  your  Impofition> 
Your  meer  enforcement  (hall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  flains  thereof. 
For  God  doth  know^  and  you  may  partly  fee. 
How  far  I  am  from  the  dehre  of  this. 

Major.  God  blefs  your  Grace,  we  fee  it,  and  will  fty  tL 

Glo.  In  faying  fo,  you  (hall  but  fay  the  truth. 

Bmck*  Then  I  falute  you.with  this  Royal  Title, 
Long  live  King  Richard^  England's  worthy  King. 

jillm  Amen. 

Back*  To  morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  CrowoV. 

Glo.  Even  when  you  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  ir  fo. 

Btick*  To  morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  Grace, 
And  fo  mo(t  joyfully  we  take  our  leave. 

Glo.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  Work  again, 
Farewel  my  Cou(ins,  farewel  gentle  Friends.  [jExeMMt. 


A  C  T     IV.      S  C  E  N  E     L 

Enter  the  Qneen^  Anne  Dutchefs  of  Gfoucefter,  the  Dmcbefs 

of  York,  and  Marcfuefs  of  Dorfet. 

Dutch.y^THO  meets  us  here? 

W     My  Neice  Plantagenetj 
Led  in  the  Hand  of  her  kind  Aunt  of  Gl&'Jieri 
Now,  for  my  Life,  (he's  wandring  to  the  TbMw, 
On  pure  Heart's  Love,  to  greet  the  tender  Prince. 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Anne.  God  give  your  Graces  both  a  happy 
And  a  joyful  time  of  Day« 
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QMeen.  As  much  to  yor,  good  Sifter ;  whither  away  < 

^mte.  No  farther  than  the  Tower,  and  as  I  giiefs^ 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  your  felves, 
To  gratulate  the  gentle  Princes  there. 

Oueen.  Kind  Sifter  thinks,  we'll  enter  all  together^ 

Enter  the  Liemenant. 
And  in  good  time,  here  the  Lieutenant  comes. 
Mafter  Lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave. 
How  doth  the. Prince,  and  my  young  Son  oi  Torkf 

LicH.  Right  wel!,  dear  Madam;  by  your  patience,* 
I  may  not.fufFer  you  to  vifit  them; 
The  King  hath,  ftridly  charged  the  contrary. 

j^ecn.  The  King?  who's  that? 

UcM.  I  mean  the  Lord  Proteftor. 

Queen.  The  Lord  protefl  him  frcm  that  Kingly  Title^ 
Hath  he  fct, bounds  between  their  Ipvt,  and  me? 
I  am  their  Mother,  wi'.o  (hall  bar  me  from  them? 

Dutch.  I  am  their  Father's  Mother,  I  will  fee  them* 

^nue.  Their  Aunt  I  am  in  Law,  in  love  their  Mother! 
Then  bring  me  to  their  (ights,  I'll  bear  thy  blame. 
And  cake  thy  Office  from  thee,  on  my  peril. 
,   Lieu*  No,  Madam,  no,  I  miy  not  leave  itfo; 
I  am  bound  by  Oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

[£x/>  Liemteuaut^ 
£«/fr  Stanley. 
.  StdH.  Let  me  but  meet  you  Ladies  one  hour  hence^ 
And  IM  falute  your  Grace  of  Torif;;  as  Mother, 
And  reverend  looker  on  ot  two  fair  Queens- 
Come  Midam,  you  muft  ftraight  to  Wefiminfttr, 
There  to  be  Crowned  Richarits  Royal  Queen. 

Queen.  Ah,  cut  ipy*Lacejafunder, 
That  my  pent  Heart  may  have  Tome  fcope  to  beati 
Qr  elO^  I  fwodn  with  this  dcad*kijling  News. 

jinne.  Defpightful  tidings,  O  ui  pleaHng  Newjr. 

Dorf.  Be  of  gdod  Cheat:  Mother,  how.  fares  your  Grace.* 
;  Queen.  O  Dorfet^  fpeak  not  to  me^  get  thee  gone. 
Death  ^nd  DeftruSion  dogs  thee  at  thy  heels. 
Thy  Mother's  Name  is  ominous  to  Children. 
If  thou  wilt  out»ftrip  Death,  go  crofs  the  Seas, 
And  live  with  Richmond^  from  the  reach  of  Hell. 
Go  hye  thee,  hye  thee  from  this  Slaughter- houfe^' 
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Left  thou  incrcafe  the  number  of  the  dead. 

And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margaret's  Curie, 

Nor  Mother,  Wife,  nor  EngUna's  coi:nted  Queen* 

StMi.  Full  of  wife  Care  is  this  your  Counfel,  Madallii 
Take  all  the  fwift  advantage  of  the  Hours; 
You  (hall  have  Letters  from  me  to  my  Son, 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way : 
Be  not  ta*en  tardy  by  unwife  delay. 

Dntch.  O  ill  difperfing  Wind  of  Mifery, 
O  my  accurfed  Womb,  the  Bed  of  Death : 
A  Cockatrice  haft  thou  hatch'd  to  the  Worlds 
Whofe  univoided  Eye  is  Murtherous. 

Sun.  Come,  Mad^m,  come,  I  in  all  hafte  was  iei)(* 

Anne.  And  I  with  all  unwillingnefs  will  go. 
O  would  to  God,  that  the  inclulive  Verge 
Of  Golden  Metal,  that  muft  round  my  Brow« 
Were  red  hot  Sceeh  to  fear  me  to  the  Brains. 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadly  Venom, 
And  die  e'er  Men  can  fay,  God  fave  the  Queen. 

Oueen.  Go,  go,  poor  Soul,  I  envy  not  thy  Glory, 
To  teed  my  humour  wifli  thy  felf  no  harm, 

Anne.  No!  why?  When  he  that  is  mv  Husband  Mw^ 
Came  tome,  as  I  followed //(p»rjf*s  Coarie, 
When  fcarce  the  Blood  was  well  waih'd  from  his  HandSy 
Which  ilTucd  from  my  other  Angel  Husband, 
And  that  dear  Saint,  which  then  I  weeping  followed: 
O  when,  I  fay,  I  look'd  on  Richards  Face, 
This  was  my  Wifli;  Be  thou,  quoth  I,  accurO*, 
For  making  me,  fo  younp,  fo  old  a  Widow :  , 

And  when  thou  wed' ft,  let  Sorrow  haunt  thy  Bed; 
And  be  tliy  Wife,  \i  any  be  fo  mad, 
M  )remifeiable,  by  the  Life  of  thee. 
Than  thou  haft  made  me,  by  my  dear  Lord's  Death. 
Loe,  e^er  I  can  repeat  this  Curfe  again. 
Within  fo  fmall  a  time,  my  Woman's  Heart 
GrofJy  grew  captive  to  his  Honey  words. 
And  prov'd  the  fubjeftof  mine  own  Soul's  Curfe ; 
Which  hitherto  hath  held  mine  Eyes  from  reft: 
For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  Bed 
Did  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  Sleep* 
But  with  his  timorous  Dreams  was  ftill  awak'd, 
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^efides;  he  hates  me  for  my  Father  Wdnf^ick^ 
dnd  will,  no  doubt,  Ihortly  be  rid  o£  me. 

Queen.  Poor  Heart,  adieu,  I  pity  thy  complaining. 

yinne.  No  more  than  with  my  Soul  I  mourn  for  yours. 

Dorf.  Fare w  el,   thou  woful  welcomer  of  Glory. 

.Anne,  Adieu^  poor  Soul,  that  tak'ft  thy  leave  of  it. 

Dutch.  Go  thou  to  Richmond^  and  good  Fortune  guide 
thee,  [TiDorfec; 

Go  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  Angels  tend  thee,    {To  Anoe» 
Cjo  thou  to  SinAuary,  and  gbod  Thoughts  poflfefs  thee, 

\T$  the  Que'eiu, 
(  CO  my  Gravie,  where  Peace  and  Reft  lye  with  roe. 
Eighty  odd  YearadF  forrow  have  I  feen, 
And  each^  Hours  .^  wracked  with  a  Week  of.teen: 

Qmen.  Stby,  yccJpok.back,  with  ine,  urio  the  Tawiri 
pity,  you  ancient  Stones,  ihofe  tender  Babes, 
iHThom  Envy  bath  immur'd  within  your  Walls; 
Rough  Cradle  for  f^ch  li'ttle  pretty  ones, 
Kude  ragged  Nurfe,  old  fullen  Play  fellow» 
per  tender  Princes;  ufe  my  Babies  well; 
Bo  fooJi(h  Sorrow  bids  your  Scones  farewel.  {^ExeunK 

SCENE     li: 

fhurijfj  §f  Trumpets.    Enter  Gloucefter  as  Kin^^  Bucldng*  ' 
ham,  Catesby,  RatclifT,  and  Lovel. 

K.  Rith.  Stand  all  apart -Coufih  oi^  Buckjngbdm^'-^ 

Buck*  My  gracious  SoVeraign. 

k.  mch.  Give  roe  thy  Hand.    Thus  high  by  thy  advice; 
And  thy  alEftancc,  is  King  Richard  feated : 
But  (hsJI  we  wear  thefe  Glories  for  t  Day  { 
Kit  (hall  they  laft,  and  we  rejoice  in  them? 

Buck.  Still  live  they,'  and  for  ever  let  them  ]a((. 

K.Rich.  K\iSiek}nghdm^  now  do  I  play  the  Touch; 
7*0  try  if  thou  be  current  Gold  indeed : 
Young  £^2i/4r//lives~tbink  now  what  I  would  fpeak. 

Buck:  Say  on,  my  loving  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  VJhy^  Buckingham^  I  (ay  I  would  be  King.*^ 

BAtkz  Why  (o  you  are,  my  thrice  renowned  Lord. 
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K.  Rich.  Ha  r  am  I  King  ?  'tis  fo-~but  Edward  lives^ 

Bucr.  True,  noble  Prince. 

K*  Ktclu  O  bitter  Confequence ! 
Thac  Edward  ftill  fliould  live.  True  noble  Prince. 
Coufin,  thou  waft  not  wont  to  be  fo  dull. 
Shall  I  be  plain?  I  wi(h  the  Baftards  dead. 
And  I  would  have  it  fuddenly  perform'd. 
What  fay 'ft  thou  now  ?  fpeak  fuddenly,  be  brief. 

Bnck.  Your  Grace  may  do  your  Pieafure. 

K.  Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  Ice,  thy  kindnefs  freezes: 
Say,  hive  I  thy  confcnt,  that  they  (hall  die? 

Buck'  Give  me  fome  little  breath,  fome  paufc,  dtu  Lon 
Before  I  poHtively  fpeak  in  this :  «||^ 

I  will  refolve  you  herein  prelcntly.        ^Exit  Buckingltf 

Catefi  The  King  is  angry,  fee  he  gnaws  his  Lip. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  converfe  with  Iron- witted  Fools, 
And  iinrefpe(9ave  Boys  none  are  for  me. 
That  look  into  me  with  confiderate  Eyes, 
High-reaching  Bticki^ghum  grows  circumfpefir. 
Boy. 

P'Ugc.  My  Lord. 

K.Rich.  Know'ft  thou  not  any,  whom  corrupting  Goli 
Will  tcmj  t  unto  a  clofc  exploit  of  Death? 

Pu^c.  I  know  a  difcontented  Gentleman, 
Whofe  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  Spirit  ? 
Cold  were  as  good  as  twenty  Oratorj, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K.  Rich.  What  is  his  Name  ? 

Fitj^c.  His  Name,  my  Lord,  is  Tirrell. 

K.  Rich.  I  partly  know  the  Man;  go  call  him  hither^ 

^oy-  [Ex 

The  deep  revolving  witjy  Btickingham^ 

No  more  fliall  be  the  Neighbour  to  my  Couniels. 

Hath  he  fo  long  held  one  with  me  untir'd. 

And  flops  he  now  for  Breath?  Well,  be  it  (b. 

Enter  Stanley. 

How  cow.  Lord  StanUjj  what's  the  News? 

Stan.  Know,  my  loving  Lord,  the  Marquefs  Dorfig^ 

As  I  hear,  is  fled  to  Richmomij 

Iq  the  Pares  where  he  abides* 
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K.  Rick  Gome  hither,  Cdusbj^  rumor  it  abroad. 
That  jinne^  my  Wife,  is  very  grievous  Sick; 
I  will  take  t)rder  for  her  keeping  clofe* 
Inquire  me  out  fome  mean  poor  Gentleman, 
Whom  I  will  marry  ftraight  to  Clarence  Daughter: 
*  The  Boy  is  foplifti,  and  I  fear  not  him, 

.Look  how  thou  dream'ft 1  fay  again,  give  our. 

That  Anne^  my  Queen,  is  (ick,  and  like  ro  die. 

About  it ;  for  it  ftands  me  much  upon 

To  flop  all  hope.s  whofe  growth  may  damage  me. 

I  muft  be  married  to  my  Brother's  Daughter, 

Or  elfe  my  Kingdom  flands  on  brittle  Ghk  « 

Murther  her  Brothers,  and  then  marry  her ! 

Uncertain  way  of  gain.     But  I  am  in 

So  far  in  Blood,  that  Sin  will  pluck  on  Sin, 

Tear*falling  Pity  dwells  not  in  this  Eye. 

EntfT  Tirrel. 
1%  thy  Name  TtrreR 

Tir.  yathesTirreli^T,^  your moft obedient Subjcft. 

K.  Rich.  Art  thou  indeed  ? 

Tir.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Dar'ft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  Friend  of  mine? 

Ttr.  Pleafe  you : 
But  I  had  rather  kill  two  Enemies. 

AT.  Rich.  Why  then  thou  haft  it ;  two  deep  Enemies, 
Foes  to  my  Reft,  and  my  fweet  fleeps  difturbcrs. 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon: 
T$rrel^  I  mean  thofe  Baftards  in  the  Toner. 

Tir.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  th:m. 
And  foon  I'll  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them* 

K.Rich.  Tbou  fing'ft  fwect  Mufick: 
Hark,  come  hithtr  Tirrely 

Go  by  this  token;  rife,  and  lend  rhine  Ear,  \}Vhifperu 

There  is  no  more  but  fo|  fay  it  is  done. 
And  I  will  love  thee,  ^d  prefer  thee  for  it. 

T$r.  I  will  difpatch  it  ftraight.  [Extu 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Bnck.  My  Lord,  I  have  confider'd  in  my  mind. 
The  late  requeft  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

AT.  Rich.  WcIK  let  thit  reft ;  Dorfet  is  fled  to  Richm^ni? 

BHck,.  I  hear  the  Ne*s,  my  Lord. 

L  5  K.Rich. 
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SCENE  III. 

Enur  Queen  Margaret. 

Q^Mar.  So  now  Profperity  begins  to  mellovi* 
Arid  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  uf  -Death: 
Here  in  thefe  Confines  flily  have  I  lurkt, 
Yo  watch  the  waining  of  ininc  Enemies. 
A  dire  Indudion  aip  I  witnefs  to. 
And  will  to  France,  hoping  the  Confequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black  and  tragical.  ^ 

Withdraw  thee  wretched  MargAtet,  who  comes  hert? 

Enter  Dmchefs  and  Queen. 

Queen.  Ah  my  poor  Princes !  ah  my  lender  Babes ! 
My  unblown  Flowers,  new  appearing  Sweets: 
If  yet  your  gentle  Souls  fly  in  the  Air, 
And  be  not  (ixt  in  doom  perpetual. 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  Wings, 
And  hear  your  Mother's  Lamentation. 

Q^  Afar.  Hover  about  her,  fay,  that  rifjht  for  riglit 
Hath  dim'd  your  infant  Morn  to  aged  Night. 

Dutch.  So  many  Miferics  hive  cr.  z'd  my  Voice, 
That  my  woe-wearied  Tongue  i^  ftill  and  mute. 
Edward  Plantagenety  why  art  thou  dead  f 

Q^AIar*  pCintagenct  doth  c\mx  Plant agenetj 
Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying-  Debt. 

Queen.  Wilt  thou,  O  God,  fly  from  fuch  gentle  Lambf, 
Arxi  throw  them  in  the  Intrails  of  the  Wolf? 
Why  didft  thou  fleep  when  fuch  a  Deed  was  done  ? 

Q^Mar^  When  Holy  Hiurj  dy'd,  and  my  fweet  Son. 

Dutch.  Dead  Life,  blind  Sight,  poor  mortal  living  Ghoft, 
Woes  Scene,  Worlds  ihame.  Graves  due,  by  Life  ulurpr,       ' 
Brief  abftraft  and  recoid  of  tedious  Days, 
Reft  thy  unreft  on  Englani%  lawful  Earth* 
Urtlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  Blood. 

j^^^.  Ah  that  thou  wouldft  as  foon  afford  a  Grave 
As  thou  canft  yield  a  melancholly  Seat; 
T(ien  would  I  hide  my  Bones,  not  reft  them  h?rc. 
Ah  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn  but  we{    ' 
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Q^Mdr,  If  ancient  Sorrow  be  moft  reverent. 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  Seigneury ; 
And  let  my  Griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 
If  Sorrow  can  admit  Society. 
1  had  an  Edward  'till  a  Richard  kilVd  him : 
I  hs(d  a  Husband  'tiWz  Richard  kill'd  him : 
Thou  had'ft  an  Edward,  'till  a  Richard  kiird  him : 
Thou  had'ft  a  Richard  'till  a  RichardkilVd  him. 

Dutch*  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  didfl  kill  him ; 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp*ft  to  kill  him. 

Q^  Mar.  Thou  badil  a  Clarence  too, 
And  Richard  kiird  him. 

From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  Womb  hath  crept 
AHe]l-hound»  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  Death: 
That  Dog,  that  had  his  Teeth  before  his  Eyes 
To  worry  Lambs,  and  lap  their  gentle  Blood; 
That  foul  defacer  of  Qod's  handy  work, 
That  reigns  in  gauled  Eyes  of  wetping  Souls: 
That  excellent  grand  Tyrant  of  the  Earth, 
Thy  Womb  let  loofe  to  chafe  us  to  our  Graves. 
O  upright,  juft»  and  true  difpofing  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  Ciir 
Preys  on  the  Iffue  of  his  Mother's  Body, 
And  makes  Her,  Pue-^ellow  with  others  mosn. 

DmcL  Oh  Harrf%  Wife,  triumph  not  in  my  Woes : 
God  witnefs  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

Q^Mar.  Bear wi(h Qie :  lam  hungry  jforrcvenge^ 
Ajod  now  I  clov  me  with  beholdine  it. 
Thy  Edward^  $e  is  dead  that  kiird  my  f^a^W. 
The  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward : 
Young  nrkj^  he  is  buc*boor,  becaufe  both  they 
Match'd  not' the  high  perfedion  of  my  Lots. 
Tby  CUrenci  Be  as  de^d  ttiat  ftab'd  my  Edward; 
And  the  beholders  of  this  frantick  Play, 
Th'  adulterate  Hafiings^  SivtrSy  Vanghan,  Graj, 
Untimely  fmothet'd  in  their  dusky  (jraves. 
Richard  yet  lives.  Hell's  black  Intelligencer, 
'  Only  refervM  their  Fa^or  to  buy  Souls, 
And  fend  them  thither :  But  at  band,  at  hand 
Infues  his  piteous  and  linpttied  End* 
Eaith  gapes,  Hell  burns.  Fiends  roar,  Saints  pray. 
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To  have  him  fuddenly  conveyed  from  hence : 

Cancel  his  Bond  of  Life,  dear  God,  I  pray. 

That  I  may  live  and  fay,  the  Dog  is  dead. 

Oueenm  O  thou  didil  Prophede  the  time  would  came. 

That  I  (hould  wiih  for  thee  to  help  me  Curfe 

That  bottei'd  Spider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  Totd. 

i^.  Mar.  I  call'd  thee  then,  vain  flourt(h  of  my  FoitORC: 

I  call'd  thee  then,  poor  Shadow,  painted  Queen, 

The  reprcfentation  of  but  what  I  was ; 

The  flattering  Index  of  a  direful  Pageant, 

One  heav'd  a  high  to  be  huird  down  below : 

A  Mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  Babes; 

A  dream  of  what  thou  waff,  a  garifli  Flag 

To  be  the  aim  of  every  dangVous  Shot; 

A  fign  of  Dignity,  a  Breath,  a  Bubble; 

A  Q^ieen  in  Jeft,  only  to  fill  the  Sccrc. 

Where  is  thy  Husband  now  ?  where  be  thy  Brothers  ? 
'  Where  be  thy  two  Sons  ?  wherein  doft  thou  Joy  ?     - 

Who  fues  and  kneels,  and  fays,  God  fave  the  Queen  2 

Where  be  the  bending  Peers  that  flattered  thee? 

Where  be  the  thronging  Troops  that  follow'dtheef 

Decline  all  this»  and  fee  now  what  thou  art. 

For  happy  Wife,  a  mod  diftrefs*d  Widow; 

for  joyful  Mother,  one  that  wails  the  Name; 

For  one  being  fu'd  to,  one  that  humbly  fues; 

For  Qiicen,  a  very  Cay  tiff  crown'd  with  Care ; 

for  (he  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me; 

For  (he being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one; 

For  (he  commanding  aTI,  obeyed  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  Ju(lice  whirfd  about. 

And  left  thee  but  a  ve^-y  prey  to  Time, 

Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  waft> 

To  torriire  thee  the  more,  peing  what  thou  art. 

Thou  did  ft  ufurp  my  Place,  and  doft  thou  not 

yfuip  the  juft  proportion  of  my  Sorrow? 

Now  thy  proud  Neck  bears  half  my  burthen'd  Yoalc, 

From  which,  even  here  I  flip  my  wearied  Head, 

And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all  on  thee. 

Farewcl  Torkis  Wife,  and  Queen  of  fad  MifchancCf 

Tfcefr  EniUjk  Woes  (hall  make  me  fmile  in  France. 
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Qi$een.  O  thou  well  skiU'd  in  Curfes.  ftay  a  while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  Enemies. 

iQ^AIar.  Forbear  to  fleep  the  Night,  and  fafttheDay: 
Compare  dead  Happinefs  with  living  Woe; 
Think  that  thy  Babes  were  fweeter  than  they  were. 
And  he  that  flew  them  fouler  than  he  is: 
3ettVing  thy  lofs  makes  the  bad  Caufer  worfr, 
Revolving  this,  will  teach  thee  how  to  curfe. 

i^e»*  My  \Vords  are  du  I,  O  quicken  them  with  thpe* 

Q»Mar.  Thy  Woes  will  make  them  (harp. 
And  pierce  like  min^.  [£x/>  Margaret* 

Dutch.  Why  fliould  Calamity  be  full  of  Words  ? 

Qfficn.  Windy  Attorneys  to  their  Client's  Woes, 
Airy  fucceeders  of  inteftine  Joys, 
Poor  breathing  Orators  of  Miferies, 
Let  them  have  fcope,  though  what  they  will  impart 
^elp  nothing  elfe,  yet  do  they  eafe  the  Heat. 

Dmch.  If  fo,  then  be  not  Tongue-ty'd ;  go  with  me. 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  Words  Iet*$  fmother 
My  damned  Son,  thit  thy  two  f^eet  Sons  fmother'd* 
The  Trumpet  founds,  be  copious  in  exclaims. 

Enter  King  Richard  ^d  his  Train. 

K.Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  Expedition? 

Dutch.  O  flie  that  might  have  intercepted  thee. 
By  ftrangling  thee  in  her  accurfed  Womb, 
From  all  the  flaughters.  Wretch,  that  thou  haft  done. 
'  Queen.  Hid'ft  thou  that  Forehead  with  a  Golden  Crown, 
Where't  (hould  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right? 
The  flaughter  of  the  Prince  that  ow'd  that  Crown* 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  Sons  and  Brothers. 
Tell  me,  thou  Villain-flave,  where  are  ipy  Children?  • 

Dutch.  Thoa  Toad,  thou  Toad^ 
Where  is  thy  Brother  CUrencfi 
And  little  Ned  PUntagenet  his  Son? 

Queen.  Where  is  the  gentle /?/xvr/,fSrii(^&4iv,P'ii;r/ 

Dutch.  Wher^  is  kind  Hdfiings  i 

K.Rich.  Afloari(b,Tninipets;  ftrike  Akram  Drums  2 
Let  not  the  Heiv'ns  hear  thefe  TclUtale  Womeii  -     ■.     \   ^ 
Rail  on  the  Lord!s  Aooioted.    Strike,  I  (ay*  ^  f 

[fkutijk^  ALatumu 
£i(her  be  patient,  and  intreat  me  fair»        "    '  ^ 
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Or  with  the  clamorous  reports  of  War 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  Exclamations. 

Dmtch.  Alt  thou  my  Son  \ 

K.  Rick.  Ay,  I  thank  God,  my  Father,  and  your  felf. 

D^tch.  Then  patiently  hear  my  Impatience. 

K,  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  Condition^ 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  Reproof. 

Dmch.  O  let  mc  fpeak. 

K.  Rich.  Do  then,  but  I'll  not  hear. 

Dmtch.  I  will  be  mild  and  qentle  in  my  Words. 

K.  Rich.  A  nd  brief,  good  Mother,  for  I  am  in  hafte« 

Dntch.  Art  thou  fo  hafty  ?  I  have  ftaid  for  thee, 
God  knowf,  in  Torment  and  in  Agony. 

K.  Rich.  And  came  I  not  at  laft  to  comfort  you  { 

Dutch.  No  by  the  holy  Rood,  thou  know 'ft  it  welJ, 
Thou  cam*ft  on  Earth  to  make  the  Earth  my  HelJ. 
A  grievous  burthen  was  thy  Birth  to  me, 
Tetciiy  and  wayward  was  rhy  Infancy  ; 
Thy  School-days  frightful,  defperate,  wild  and  furious^ 
Thy  prime  of  Manhood,  daring,  bold  and  venturous  s 
Thy  Age  confirmed,  proud,  fiibtle,  fly  and  bloody. 
More  mtld,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  in  hatred : 
What  comfortable  hour  can'ft  thou  name. 
That  ever  grac'd  mc  with  thy  Company? 

K.  Rich.  Faith  nope  but  Humfhrj  Hower^ 
That  caird  your  Grace 
To  breakfaft  once,  forth  of  my  Company. 
If  I  be  fo  difgracious  in  your  Eye, 
I-et  me  march  on  and  not  offend  you,  Madam, 
Strike  up  the  Drum. 

Dutch.  I  pi  ithce  hear  me  fpeak. 

K.  Rich.  You  fpeak  toa  bitterly. 

Dutch.  Hear  me  a  Word, 
For  I  Ihall  never  fpeak  to  thee  again. 

K.Rich.  So. 

Dutch.  Either  thou  wilt  die  by  God's /uftOrdinance, 
E'er  from  this  War  thou  turn  a  Conqueror; 
Or  I  with  Grief  and  extream  Age  fliall  perifli. 
And  never  more  behold  thy  Face  again. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  moft  grievous  Curfe, 
Which,  in  the  Day  of  Battel,  tire  thee  more, 

Thaa 
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^han  all  the  coirplcat  Armor  that  tl.ou  wear'ft. 

My  Prayers  on  the  adverfe  Party  figh% 

And  there  the  little  Souls  of  Edwarcts  Children 

Wbifper  the  Spirits  of  thine  Encmfcs 

And  promife  them  Succcfs  and  Viftory, 

Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end : 

Shame  ferves  thy  Life,  and  doth  thy  D^ath  attend.     [Ex-in 

Qmeen.  Tho'  far  more  Caufe,  yet  much  Itfs  Spirit  to  curfe 
Abides  in  me,  I  fay  Amen  to  her. 

K.  Rich.  Stay,  Madam,  1  muft  talk  a  Word  with  you. 

Q$f€en.  I  have  no  more  Sons  of  the  Royal  Blood 
For  thee  to  flaughtcr;  for  my  Daughters,  Richard, 
They  (hall  be  praying  Nuns,  not  weeping  Qiiecrs ; 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  Lives. 

K.Rich.  You  have  a  Daughter  cail'd  ECfz^atcth^ 
Virtuous  and  Fair,  Royal  and  Gracious 

Queen.  And  muft  (he  die  for  this  ?  O  let  her  live, 
And  ril  corrupt  her  Manners,  ftain  her  Beauty, 
Slander  my  felf  as  falfe  to  Edward^s  Bed : 
Throw  over  her  the  Vail  of  Infamy, 
So  (he  may  live  unfcarrM  of  bleeding  Slaughter, 
I  will  confe(s  (he  was  not  Edwdrd^s  Daughter. 

K.Rich.  Wrong  not  her  Birth,  (he  is  a  Royal  Princef^. 

Queen.  To  fave  her  Life  I'll  fay  (he  is  not  fo. 

K.  Rich.  Her  Life  is  fafcfl  only  in  her  Birth.     - 

Queen.  And  only  in  that  fafety  dy'd  her  Brothers. 

K.  Rich.  Lo,  at  their  Birth  good  Stars  were  oppofite. 

Queen.  No,  to  their  Lives  ill  Friends  were  contrary. 

K.  Rich.  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  Deftiny. 

Queen.  True ;  when  avoided  Grace  makes  Deftiny. 
My  Babes  were  deftin'd  to  a  fairer  Death, 
If  Grace  had  blefl  thee  with  a  fairer  Life. 

K.  Rich.  You  fpeak  as  if  that  I  had  (lain  my  Coulins? 

Queen.  Coufins  indeed,  and  by  their  Uncle  cc^en'd, 
Of  Comfort,  Kingdom,  Kindred,  Freedom,  Life, 
Whofe  Hands  focver  lanch'd  their  tender  Hearts, 
Thy  Headt^'all  ihdireftly,  gave  Direftion. 
No  doubt  the  murd'rous  Knife  was  dull  and  blttnr, 
*Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  Stone- liardl^Arr, 
To  revel  in  the  liitrails  of  my  Lamb^.         ' 
But  that  fiill  ufe  of  Grief  makes  wild  Grief  tame. 

My 
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My  Tongue  (hould  to  thy  Ears  not  name  my  Boy;^ 
*Till  that  my  Nails  were  anchored  in  thine  £ycss 
^nd  I  in  fuch  a  dcfp'rate  lijy  of  Death* 
I  jke  a  poor  Bark  oi  Sails  and  Tackling  refr, 
KuHi  all  to  pieces  on  thv  Rocky  Bofom. 

A^  Rich.  Midam,  fo  tnrive  I  in'my  £nterprize» 
And  dangerous  fuccefs  of  bloody  Wars, 
>Jls  I  intend  in;)re  good  to  you  a  :d  yours. 
Than  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harm'd. 

Ojuen.  What  good  is  cover'd  with  the  Face  of  Heav^u^ 
To  be  difco  er*d,  that  can  do  me  good? 

K.Rich.  Th' Advancement  of  your  Children,  gentle  LadyJ 

Oueen*  Up  to  fome  Scaffold,  there  to  lofe  their  Heads* 

K.Rich.   Unto  the  dignity  and  heighih  of  ForcuD^ 
The  high  Imperial  Type  oi  this  Earth's  Glory. 

OHecn.  Flatter  my  Sorrow  with  report  of  it;. 
Tell  me,  what  Srate,  what  Dignity,  what  Honour 
Canft  thou  devife  to  any  Child  of  mine? 
.    K.  Rich.  £v'n  all  I  have;  ay,  and  my  felf  and  aU» 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  Child  of  thine: 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  anpry  Soul 
1  hou  drown  the  fad  remembrance  of  thofe  Wrongs^ 
Which  thou  fiippofcft  I  have  done  to  thcc. 

QneeH,  Be  brief,  left  that  the  procefs  of  thy  kindnels 
Lafl  longer  telling,  than  thy  kindoefs  date* 

K.Rich.  Then  know. 
That  from  my  Soul  I  love,  thy  Daughter. 

Qneen.  My  Daughter's  M  )ther  thinks  it  with  her  Soul; 

K.Rich.  What  do  you  think? 

QjueH.  That  thnu  doft  love  my  Daughter  from  thy  SouL' 
So  from  thy  Soul's  love  didft  thou  love  her  Brothers^ 
And  from  my  Heart's  love,  I  do  tbank  thee  for  it. 

K.Rich.  Be  not  fo  haft/  to  confound  my  meaning; 
I  mean,  that  with  my  Soul  I  love  thy  Daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  Queen  of  EkgUnd. 

Queen.  Well  then,  who  doft  thou  mean  (ball  beherKing* 
.   K.  Rich.  Even  he  that  makes  her  Queen; 
WhoclfefhoulJ  be? 

Queen.  What,  thou ! 

K.  Rich.  Even  fo;  ho^  think  you  of  it? 
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Ofuen.  How  can'ft  thou  woo  her  ? 

K.  Rich.  Th^t  I  would  learn  of  you. 
As  one  being  bed  acquainted  with  her  Humour* 

Queen.  And  wilt  ihott  karn  of  roe? 

K.Rich.  Madam*  with  all  my  Heart. 

Queen,  Send  to  her,  by  the  Man  that  flew  her  Brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  Hearts;  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  Tork^  then  haply  will  fhe  weep: 
Therefore  prefent  to  her,  as  fometime  MargarH 
bid  to  thy  Father,  fteept  in  RutlancCs  Blood, 
A  Handkerchief;  which,  fay  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  fap  from  her  /weet  Brothers  Bodies 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  Eyts  withal. 
If  this  Inducement  move  her  not  to  Love, 
Send  .her  a  Letter  of  thy  Noble  Deeds ; 
Tell  her,  thou  mad'ft  away  her  Uncle  Qarence^ 
Her  Uncle  iRivm;  ay,  and  for  her  fake, 
Mad'ft  quick  Conveyance  with  her  good  Aunt  ^;»if^. 

K.  Rich.  You  mock  me,  Madam,  tnis  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  Daughter. 

Queen.  There  is  no  other  way, 
Unlefs  thou  could'ft  put  on  fome  other  Shape, 
And  not  be  Richard^  that  hath  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 

Queen.  Nay  ^hen  indeed  (he  cannot  chufe  hut  hate  fhee, 
Havmg  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  Spoil. 
^  K.Rich.  Look, what  is  done,  cannot  be  now  amended: 
Men  (hall  deal  unadvifedly  ibmetimcs. 
Which  after-hours  give  leifure  to  repent  of. 
If  I  did  take  the  Kingdoin  frotn  your  Sons, 
To  make  amends,  Fll  give  it  to  your  Daughter : 
If  IhavckilKd  the  IlTuc  of  your  Womb, 
To  quicken  your  cncreafe  I  will  beget 
Minfe  idfueof  your  blood,  upon  your  Daughter ; 
A  Grandam*s  name  is  little  lefs  in  love, 
Thaa  it  the  doting  Title  of  a  Mother; 
They  are  as  Children  but  one  ftcp  below. 
Even  of  3roUrMetal^  of  your  very  Blood  t 
Of  ill  one  palfi,  fave  for  a  Night  of  Groans 
Endur'd  of  iieri  for  whom  you  bid  like  Sorrow. 
YotirChiMrcn  were  Vexation  to  jour  Youth, 

"     *  But 
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But  mine  (hall  be  a  comfort  to  your  Age, 

The  lofs  you  have  is  but  a  Son  being  King* 

And  by  that  lofs  your  Daughter  js  made  Queeo. 

t  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  wouldy 

Therefore  accept  fuch  kindncfs  as  I  can. 

Dorjerj  your  Son,  that  with  a  fearful  Soul 

Leads  difcontentcd  Steps  in  Foreign  Soil, 

This  fair  Alliance  quickly  (hall  call  home 

To  high  Promotions  and  great  Dignity. 

The  King  that  calls  your  beauteous. Daughter Wifej 

Famiharly  fhall  call  thy  Dor/if  Brother  : 

Again  ihall  you  be  Mother  to  a  King; 

And  all  the  ruins  of  diftrcfsful  Times, 

Kepair'd  with  double  Riches  of  Content* 

What  ?  we  have  many  goodly  Days  to  fee ; 

The  liquid  diops  of  Tears  that  you  have  flicd 

Shall  conic  again,  transform^  to  Orient  Pearl, 

Advantaging  their  Love  with  Intcreft 

Oftentimes  double  gain  of  Happinefs. 

Go  then,  my  Mother,  to  thy  Daughter,  go. 

Make  bold  herbafhful  Years  with  your  Experience^ 

Prepare  her  Ears  to  hear  a  Wooer's  tale. 

Put  in  her  tender  Heart  th*  afpiring  flame 

Of  golden  Sovereignty ;  acquaint  the  Princefs 

With  the  fwecc  filent  hours  of  Marriage  Joys; 

And  when  this  Arm  of  mine  hath  chaftifecl 

The  petty  Rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckinghdm^ 

Bound  with  triumphant  Garlands  will  I  come. 

And  lead  thy  Daughter  to  a  Conqueror's  Bed  ; 

To  whom  I  will  retail  my  Conqueft  won. 

And  (he  (hall  be  fole  Viftrefs,  Gr/Sr's  Ctfar. 

.   Queen.  What  were  I  bcft  to  fay,  her  Father's  Brothel' 

Would  be  her  Lord?  or  (hall  I  fay,  her  Uncle? 

Or  he  that  flew  her  Brothers?  and  her  Uncles? 

Under  what  Title  (hall  I  woo  for  thee,. 

That  God,  the  Law,  my  Honour,  and  her  Love, 

Can  makefeem  pleafing  to  her  tender  Years? 

K.Rich.  Infer  fair  England's  Vezct  by  this  Alliance. 
jgMeen.  Which  (he  (hall  purchafc  with  flilllafting  War.' 
K.Rtch.  Tt]lher>  the  King,  that  may  command,  intreat 
Queen.  That  at  her  Hand^,  which  th«  tanjg'sKing  ^rbfc 

K%  Ric 
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K.  Rich.  Say>  (he  fliali  be  a  high  and  mighty  Queen. 

Queen.  To  vail  the  Title,  as  her  Mother  doth. 
\   K.  Rich.  Say»  I  will  love  her  everlaftingly^ 

Queen.  But  how  long  (hall  that  Title  ever  lafl  ? 

K.  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force,  unco  her  fair  life'f  end* 
'  Qi^^»*  But  how  long,  fairly,  (hall  her  fweet  life  laft  i 

Km  Rich.  As  long  as  Heavjn  and  Nature  lengthens  it. 

Queen.  As  long  as  Hell  and  Richard  likes  of  it. 

K.  Rich*  Say,  I,  her  Sovereign,  am  her  Subjed  low. 

Queen.  But  (he,  your  Subjed,  loaths  fuch  Sovereignty. 

K.  Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 

Queen.  An  honefl  Tale  (peeds  befl»  being  plainly  told. 
.  K.  Rich.  Then,  plainly,  to  her  tell  my  loving  Tale. 

Queen.  Plain  and  not  honefl,  is  too  har(h  a  Scile. 

Km  Rich.  Your  Reafons  are  too  (hallow,  and  too  quick* 

Queen.  O  no,  my  Rea(bns  are  too  deep  and  dead; 
Fog  deep  and  dead,  poor  Infants  in  their  Graves, 
Harp  on  it  ftill  (hall  T,  'till  Heart-firings  break. 

*K.Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  String,  Madam,  thatispaft, 
Now  by  my  George,  my  Garter,  and  my  Crown* 

Queen.  Profan*d,  di(honour'd,  and  the  third  ufurp'd* 

K.  Rich.  I  fwear. 

Queen.  By  nohing,  for  this  is  no  Oath: 
Thy  George  profan'J,  hath  loft  his  lordly  Honour^ 
Thy  Garter  blcmi(h'd,  pawn'd  bis  kingly  Virtue^ 
Thy  Crown  ufurp'd,  difgrac'd  his  kingly  Glory : 
If  fomething  thou  would'ft  fwear  to  be  behev'dy 
Swear  then  by  fomething  that  thou  haft  not  wronged. 

K.  Rich.  Then  by  my  felf 

Queen.^Thy  fclf  is  felf-mifus'd, 

JC  Rich.  Now  bx  the  World  *^ — 

Queen.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  Wrongs. 

JC.  Rkb.  My  Father's  Death 

Qmeen.  Thy  Life  hath  it  di(honour*d. 

K.  Rich.  Why  then,  by  Heav'n 

Qmeen.  Heav'n's  Wron^  is  moft  of  all : 
[f  thou  didft  fiear  to  break  an  Oath  with  him^ 
The  Unity  the  King  my  Husband  made 
rhou  hidft  not  broken,  nor  my  Brothers  dy*d. 
[f  thoa  hadft  ftar'd  to  break  an  Oath  by  him» 
nrimperial  MeUl»  cirdiog  now  thy  Head, 
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H4I  grac'd  the  tender  Temples  of  my  Child, 
And  both  the  Prioees  had  been  brearhing  here. 
Which  now  two  tender  Bed-fellows  for  duft. 
Thy  broken  Fartli  hath  made  the  prey  for  Worms. 
What  canft  thou  fwear  by  now  ? 

K.  Rich.  The  Time  to  come. 

QneffL,  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  o'cr-pafl 
For  1  my  fcif  have  many  Tears  to  walh 
Hereafter  Time,  for  timc-pift,  >Nrong'd  by  thee. 
The  Children  hve,  whofe  Fathers  thou  had  (liughtcr' 
Ungovern'd  Youth,  to  wail  it  with  their  Age. 
The  Parents  live,  whofe  Children  thou  haft  butchered 
Old  barren  Plants^  to  wail  it  with  their  Age. 
Swear  not  by  Time  to  come,  for  that  thou  haft 
Mifus'd  e'er  us'd,  by  rimes  ill-us'd  o'erpaft. 

AT.  Rich.  As  I  intend  to  prolpcr,  and  repent ; 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  Affairs 
Of  hoftile  Arms ;  Rly  felf,  my  felf  confound. 
Heaven  and  Fortune  bar  me  happy  Hours, 
Day  yield  me  not  thy  Light,  nor  Night  thy  Reft, 
Be  oppofite  all  Planers  of  good  Luck 
To  my  proceeding,  if  with  dear  Hearts  Love, 
Immaculate  Devotion,  holy  Thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  Princely  Daughter. 
In  her  confifts  my  Happinefs  and  thine; 
Without  her,  follows  to  my  felf  and  thee, 
Her  fdf,  the  Land,  and  many  a  Chriftian  Soul, 
Death,  Defohtion,  Ruin,  and  D^cay  : 
It  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  this  ; 
It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this; 
Thercfi)re,  dear  Mother,  I  muft  call  you  fo, 
B-'  the  Attorney  of  my  Love  to  her; 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  nnt  what  I  have  been  ; 
Not  my  Defires,  but  what  I  will  dcfcrve  : 
Urge  the  neccfTity  and  ftate  of  Times; 
And  be  not  pecv:fti  found  in  great  Deligns. 

Queen.  Shall  I  be  re  m  >tcd  of  the  Devil  thus  ? 

A'.  Rich.  Ay,  if  the  Devil  tempt  you  to  do  pood. 

Queen.  Shall  I  forget  my  felf  to  be  my  felf  ? 

AT.  Rlth.  Ay,  if  your  fclf's  remembrance  wrong  you 

Queen.  Yet  thou  didft  kill  my  Children. 
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K.  Rich.  But  in  your  Daughter's  Womb  I  bury  them; 
Where  in  that  Neft  ot  Spicery  they  will  breed 
Selves  of  themfelves,  to  your  recomfoiture. 
-     Queen.  Shall  I  go  win  my  Daughter  to  thy  Will  ? 

K.  Rick  And  be  a  happy  Mother  by  the  Detd. 

Queen.  I  go,  write  to  me  very  ftiortly. 
And  you  fliall  underftand  from  me  her  mind.     [Exit  Queen. 

K.  Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  Love's  kifs,  and  fo  fircwel— — 
Relenting  Fool>  and  (hallow-changing  Woman. 
How  noW|  what  News  { 

Enter  RatcIifiF. 

RMt.  Moft  mighty  Sovereign,  on  the  Weftern  Coaft 
Rides  a  puiflfant  Navy  :*  To  our  Shores 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  Friends, 
Unarm 'd>  and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back. 
*Tis  thought,  that  Richmond  is  their  Admiral : 
And  there  they  hull,  expeding  but  the  aid 
0£ Buckinghdm,  to  welcome  them  a(hore. 

K.  Rich.  Somelight-foot  Friend  poft  to  the  Duke  oiNor^ 
Rdtclif,  thy  felf,  or  Cdtesbjy  where  i^hc?  (foll^f 

Cttejl  Here,  my  pood  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Queshjy  fly  to  the  Duke. 

Oitef.  I  wilU  iqy  Lord,  with  all  convenient  hade. 

K.  Rich.  RdtcUff^  come  hither,  poft  to  Salisburj. 
When  thou  comeft  thither — >— Dull  unmindful  Villain, 

[To  Catdsby. 
Why  ftay'ft  thou  here,  and  go'ft  not  to  the  Duke  { 

Oittfk  Firft,  mighty  Liege,  tell  me  your  HighneG  pleafure» 
What  from  your  Grace  I  fliall  deUver  to  him« 

K.  Rich.  O  true,  good  Gf/r//^-— ^bid  him  levy  flraight 
The  greatcft  Strength  and  Power  that  he  caa  make. 
And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Sslisimrj. 

Cdtef  I  go»  [£4://. 

RMt.  What,  may  it  pleafe  you,  fliall  I  do  at  Sdlishurj  \ 

K.  Rich.  Why,  what  would'ft  thou  do  there  before  I  go  $ 

Rdt.  Your  Highnefs  told  me  I  fliould  poft  before* 
*  K.  Rich.  My  mind  is  chang'd*-**-^ 

Enter  herd  Stanley* 
StMnlej^  what  News  with  you  \ 

'    StM.  NMegood,  myiUcge,  to  pleiafe  you  with  the  hear« 
Nor  oone  fo  bad,  but  we!l  may  be  reported.  fin?. 

Ml  K.  Rich. 
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K.  Rich.  Hoyday,  a  Riddle,  neither  good  nor  bad : 
What  need'ft  thdu  run  fo  many  Miles  about* 
When  thou  may'fl:  tell  thy  Tale  the  nearcft  way  i 
Once  more,  what  News  ? 
SfOM.  Richmond  is  on  the  Seas. 
K.  Rich.  There  let  him  (ink,  and  be  the  Seas  on  him 
White-liver'd  Run-a-gate,  what  doth  he  there  i 
Stan.  I  know  nor,  mighty  Sovereign,  but  by  gue& 
K.  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guefs. 

Sran.  Stir'd  up  by  Dorjitj  Buckingham^  and  Af^rtm^ 
He  makes  for  England^  here  to  claim  the  Crown. 

K.Rich.  Is  the  Chair  empty?  is  the  Sword  unrwaydj 
Is  the  King  dead  ?  the  Empire  unpofTefs'd  ? 
What  Heir  of  Torl^  is  there  alive,  but  we? 
And  who  is  England's  King,  but  great  Tories  Heir  ? 
Then  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  Seas? 
Stan.  Unlefs  for  that,  my  Liege,  I  cannot  guefs. 
K.  Rich.  Unlers  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  Liege, 
You  cannot  guefs»  wherefore  the  JVclch^man  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan.  No,  my  good  Lord,  therefore  miftruft  me  nott 
K.  Rich.  Where  is  thy  power  then  to  beat  him  back? 
Where  be  thy  Tenants,  and  thy  Followers? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  Weftern  Shore, 
Sife<onduding  the  Rebels  from  their  Ships  ? 

Stan.  No,  my  good  Lord,  my  Friends  are  in  the  Noid 
K.  Rich.  Cold  Friends  to  me :  what  do  they  in  the  Nofl 
When  they  (hould  ferve  their  Sovereif^n  in  the  Weft/ 

Stan.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  Kioe; 
Pleafeth  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 
I'll  mufter  up  my  Friends,  and  meet  your  Grace, 
Where,  and  what  time  your  Majefty  (hall  pleafe. 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  thou  would'ft  be  gone,  to  join  with  Rk, 
But  ril  not  truft  thee.  ("^iMmi 

Stan.  Moft  mighty  Sovereign, 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  Friendlhip  doubtfuiL 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be  falfe. 

K.  Rich.  Go  then,  and  mufter  Men;  but  leave  behind 
Your  Son  George  Stanley  :  Look  your  Heart  be  finn. 
Or  elfe  his  Head's  affurance  is  but  frail. 
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Stdn.  So  deal  with  hiiSi  as  I  prove  true  to  you.,'* 

[Exit  Stanley. 
Enter  a  Mejfcngtr. 
Mef.  My  gracious  Sovereign,  now  in  D0ucnjbire^ 
As  I  by  Friends  am  well  advertifed, 
,Sir  Edward  Cotirtpuj^  and  the  haughty  Prelate^ 
JQifliop  of  Exetfr,  his  elder  Brother, 
With  many  more  Confederates  are  in  Arms* 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  In  Kent^  my  Liege,  the  Gm^erds  are  in  Anns^ 
And  every  hour  Competitors 
Flock  to  the  Rebels,  and  their  Power  grows  flrong. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  My  Lord»  the  Army  of  grcst  Buckingham -^r^ 
K.Ri€h.  Out  on  ye.  Owls,  nothing  but  Songs  of  Death. 

\^HeJirik(s  him. 
There,  take  thou  that,  'till  thou  bring  better  News. 

Mefl  The  News  I  have  to  tell  your  Majefty^ 
Is,  that  by  fudden  Flood,  and  fall  of  Waters^ 
Bttckingham^s  Army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd^ 
And  he  htmfelf  wandred  away  alone^ 
No  Man  know$  whither. 

k.  Rich.  I  cry  thee  Mercy ; 
There  is  my  Purfe^  to  cure  that  Blow  of  thine» 
Hath  any  weH  advifed  Friend  proclaim'd 
Keward  to  him  that  brings  the  Traitor  in? 
Mef.  Such  Proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  Lord. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 
Mef.  %ivThama$  Lovely  znd Lord  MarquefsD^r/r/, 
Tis  faid,  my  Liege,  in  Torkjbire  are  in  Arms : 
3ut  this  good  mm^rt  bring  I  to  your  Highne(% 
The  Britain  Navy  is  difpers'd  by  Tempeft. 
Richmond  itt  Dorjetjbire  Stnt  out  a  Boat 
Jnto  the  Shore,  to'  ask  thofe  on  the  Banks^ 
T  they  #efe  his  Affiftants^  ytz$  or  00? 
iVho  an(wer*d  him,  they  came,  from  Bti€ki9glum 
Jpon  his  Party;  his  miftruftiog  thett>  .    .      '  \ 

fois'd  Sail*  and  made  his  Courfe  again  for  Britainl 

K.  Rich.  March  on,  nurch  on,  (ince  we  are  up  v)  Kimsp 
f  not  to  fight  with  Foreign  Enemies, 

M  5  Yet 
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Yet  to  beat  down  thcfe  Rebels  here  at  Home. 

Enter  Catcsby. 

Cate/l  My  Liece,  the  Duke  of  BnckinghMm  is  taken* 
That  IS  the  beft  News  \  that  the  Earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  Power  larded  at  Milford» 
Is  colder  News,  but  yet  it  muft  be  told. 

K^Rich*  Aw^y  to^^irds  Salisbury ;  while  we  reafbn  I 
A  Royal  Battel  might  be  won  and  loft: 
Some  one  cake  order  that  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salisburji  the  reft  march  on  with  me.  [Ex 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Derby,  and  Sir  Chriftopher. 

Derby.  Sir  Chrifiopher^  tcW  Richmond  this  fiom  me. 
That  in  the  Sty  of  the  moft  deadly  Boar, 
My  Son  George  Stanley  is  f rankc  up  in  hold : 
It  I  revolt,  off  goes  young  Ceorge^s  Head, 
The  fear  of  that  holds  off  my  prcfent  Aid. 
So  get  ihce  gone;  commend  me  tn  thy  Lord. 
Withal  fay,  liiat  the  Qi:een  hath  heartily  confented 
He  ftiould  efpoufc  Eltsuibeth  her  Daughter. 
But  tell  me,  wlicrc  is  Prirccly  Richmond  now  ? 
Chrtf.  At  Pcmbrook^  or  at  Hertford  Weft  in  WUUs^ 
Derby.  VVh^t  Men  of  Name  rcfoit  to  him? 
ChriJ\  Sii  filter /Herbert  J  a  renowned  Soldier, 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  Sir  William  Stanley ^ 
Oxfor,'^^  redoubled  Pcmhroo^^  Sir  James  Blunt, 
And  Aice  ap  Tijomas^  with  a  valiant  Crew, 
And  many  other  of  great  Name  and  Worth: 
And  towards  London  do  ihey  bend  their  Power, 
If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal. 

Derby.  Wdl,   hye  thee  to  thy  Lord:  I  kifs  his  Ha 
My  Letter  will  refolve  him  of  my  Mind. 
Farewcl.  ^£ 


A  < 
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ACTV.     SCENE     I. 

Etiicr  the  Sheriff  and  Buckingham  with  Halberds  Ud i$ 

Execution. 

^^^k^WJ ILL  not  King  Richard  let  me  fpcak  with  him  ? 
W    Sher.  No,  good  my  Lord,  therefore  be  patienr. 

Buck:  ^^fi^^gU  2nd' Edwards  Children,  Gray  and  Rivers^ 
Hofy  King  Henrjy  and  thy  fair  Son  Edward^ 
Faughanj  and  all  that  have  mifcarried 
By  under-hand  corrupted  foul  Injuflice, 
It  that  your  moody  difcontented  Souls, 
Do  through  the  CloudS  behold  this  pre(ent  hour. 
Even  for  revenge  mock  my  Deftrudion. 
This  is  jill'SonU  Day>  Fellow,  is  it  not  \ 

Sher.  It  is. 

Buck^  Why  then  jillr Souls  Day  is  my  Body's  Doomfdayi 
This  is  the  Day>  whkh  in  King  Edward'%  time 
[  wiQit  might  fail  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
Falfc  to  his  Children,  and  his  Wife's  Allies. 
This  is  the  Day  wherein,  I  wiftit  to  fall 
By  thefalfe  Faith  of  him  whom  mod  I  trufted. 
This,  this  AU^Souls  Day  to  my  fearful  Soul, 
Is  the  determined  refpite  of  my  Wrongs : 
That  high  AU-feer,  which  I  dallied  with. 
Hath  turn'd  my  feigned  Prayer  on  my  Head, 
And  given  in  earneft*  what  I  begg'd  in  jeft. 
Thus  doth  he  force  thi;  Swords  of  wicked  Men 
To  turn  their  own  points  in  their  Matters  Bofbms. 
Thus  NUrgaref%  Curfe  falls  heavy  on  my  Neck : 
MThen  he>  quoth  (he,  will  fplit  thy  Heart  with  Sorrow, 
Kemember  il/4r^4rr/  was  a  Prophetefs: 
Come  lead  me>  Officers,  to  the  Block  of  Shame, 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  Uame. 

\Exetmt  Buckingham  u'i/ibOj^iri. 
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S  C  E  N  E    11. 

Enter  Richmond,  Oxford,  Blunts  Herbert,  imd  «ifn» 

with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Richm.  Fellows  io  Arms  ^^  ^y  °^^^  loving  Friendi^ 
Bruis'd  underneath  the  Yoak  of  Tyranny, 
Thus  far  into  the  BoWels  of  the  Land, 
Have  we  inarcht  on  without  Impedimenc; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  Father  SiMnlej 
Lines  of  fair  Comfort  and  Encouragement : 
The  wretched,  bloody  and  ufurping  Boar, 
That  fpoii'd  your  Summer-Fields,  and  fruitful  Vines, 
Swills  your  warm  Blood  likeWalli,  and  makes  his  Troogk 
In  your  embowell'd  Bofoms;  This  foul  Swine 
Is  now  even  in  the  Center  of  this  Ifle, 
Near  to  the  Town  of  Lekejterj  as  we  learn:; 
VvomTam-ivorth  thither,  is  but  one  Day's  march. 
In  God's  Name  cheerly  on,  couragious  Friends, 
To  reap  the  Harvell  of  perpetual  Peace, 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  Iharp  War. 

Oxf.  Every  Man's  Confcience  is  a  thoufand  Men,   - 
To  fight  againft  this  guilty  Homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not  but  his  Friends  will  turn  to  us* 

Blnnt.  He  hath  no  Friends,  but  what  are  Friends  for  fttf 
Which  in  his  dearefl:  need  will  fly  from  Mm. 

Richm.  All  for  our  vantage^  then  in  God's  Name  mard 
True  hope  is  fwifr,  and  flies  with  Swallow's  Wing$, 
Kings  it  makes  Gods,  and  meaner  Creatures  Kings. 

{Exam 
Enter  King  Richard  in  ArmSy  with  Norfolkt  Ratdifl^  4tU 

the  Earl  of  Surrey. 

K.  Rich.  Here  pitch  our  Tent,  even  here  in  Bofwarth-fidi 
My  Lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  fad? 

Sur.  My  Heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  Looks. 

A'.  Rich.  My  Lord  of  Norfoll^ 

Nor.  Here,  mod  gracious  Liege. 

K.  Rich.  Norfoli^^  we  muft  have  knocks: 
Hi,  muft  we  not? 

Nor.  We  muft  both  give  and  take,  my  loving  Lord. 
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K.Rich.  Up  with  my  Tent,  here  will  I  lye  to  Night, 
But  where  to  Morrow  ? — — well  all's  one  for  that. 
Who  iiith  dcfcry'd  the  number  of  the  Traitors? 

Nor.  Six  or  feven  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  Power. 

K.  Rich.  Why  our  Battalia  trebbles  that  account : 
Befides,  the  King's  Name  is  a  Tower  of  Strength, 
Which  they  upon  the  adverfe  Faftioq  want. 
Up  with  the  Tent :  p)me.  Noble tJentlemen, 
Let  us  furvey  the  vantage  of  the  Ground. 
Call  for  fome  Men  of  found  Diredion  : 
Let'^  hck  ho  Difcipline,  make  no  delay. 
Fori  Lords,  to  Morrow  is  a  bufie  Day.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Richmond,  Sir  William  Brandon,  Oxford,  and 

Dorfet. 

Rkhm.  The  weary  Sun  hath  made  a  Golden  fet. 
And  by  the  bright  Trad  of  his  fiery  Car, 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  Day  to  Morrow. 
Sir  William  Brandon^  you  (hall  bear  my  Standard  i 
Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper  in  my  Tent; 
I'll  draw  the  Form  and  Model  of  our  Battel, 
Limit  each  Leader  to  his  feveral  Charge, 
And  part  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  Power. 
My  Lord  of  Oxford^  you  Sir  WilUam  Brandon^ 
And  you  Sir  William  Herbert  ftay  with  me : 
The  Earl  of  Pemlfroel^ktt^  bis  Regiment; 
Good  Captain  Blunt^  bear  my  good  Night  to  him. 
And  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  Morning, 
Defire  the  Earl  to  fee  me  in  my  Tent. 
Yet  one  thing  more^  good  Captain,  do  for  me: 
Where  is  Lord  Stanley  quartered,  do  you  know  ? 

Bbmt.  Unlefs  I  have  mifta'en  his  Colours  much, 
<Which  well  I  am  affur'd  I  hive  not  done^ 
His  Regiment  lies,  half  a  mile  at  leaft. 
Sooth  from  the  mighty  Power  of  the  King. 

Richm.  If  without  Peril  it  be  paffible. 
Sweet  Wm$^  make  fome  good  means  to  (peak  with  hiro^ 
i^nd  give  him  from  me  this  moft  needful  Note. 

.  Bhmt.  Upon  my  felf,  my  Lord,  I'll  undertake  it. 
And  fo  God  give  you  quiet  reft  to  Night. 

Richm.  Good  Night|  ^oo4  Captain  Bbtnfi 
Corner  Gentlemen^ 

Let 
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Let  us  confulc  upon  to  Morrow's  Bufinds  ; 
Into  my  Tcnt>  the  Dew  is  raw  and  cold. 


[They  withdr^iw  imto 
lift  No 


Enter IGngKichzxA^  Ratdiff,  Norfolk  mH  Catesby. 

A'.  Rich.  What  is't  a  Clock? 

Catef.  It's  Supper  time^  my  Lord,  it's  nine  a  Clock; 
1.  K.Rich.  I  will  not  Sup  to  Night, 

'  Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper: 

What,  is  my  Beaver  caHer  than  it  was? 
And  all  my  Armor  laid  into  my  Tent? 

Catef.  It  is,  mv  Liege;  and  all  things  are  in  readinefs« 

K.  Rich.  Good  Noiielkhyc  thee  to  thy  Charge, 
Ufe  caref i^|.  Watch,  chufe  trufty  Centinels. 

Nor,  I  go,  my  Lord. 

A*^.  Rich.  Stir  with  the  Lark  to  Morrow*  gentle  JY^rfik 

Nor.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord.  (  £j 

A'.  Rich.  Ratclif. 

Rat.  My  Lord, 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  Purfuivant  at  Arms 
To  Stanley's  Regiment;  bid  him  bring  his  Power 
Before  Sun-rifing,  left  his  Son  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  Cave  of  eternal  Night. 
Fill  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine;  give  me  a  Watch: 
Saddle  white  Sttrrej  for  the  Field  to  Morrow: 
Look  chat  my  Staves  be  found*  and  not  too  heavy.    H^cli 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Siw'ft  the  melancholy  Lord  Northumberland  i 

Rat.  Thomas  the  Earl  of  Surrey^  and  himfelf^ 
Much  about  Cock-ftiut  time,  from  Troop  to  Troop 
Went  through  the  Army,  cheering  up  the  Soldiers. 

A'.  Rich.  So,  I  am  fatisficd;  give  me  a  Bowl  of  Wincj 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  Spirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  Mind  that  I  was  wont  to  have. 
Set  it  down.    Is  Ink  and  Paper  ready? 

Raf.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

K  Rich.  Bid  my  Guard  watch.     Leave  me. 
Ratcliffy  about  the  mid  of  Night  come  to  my  Tent, 
And  help  to  Arm.     Leave  me,  I  fay.  .  [Exit  Katclii 

Enter  Derby  to  Richmond  in  his  Tent. 

Derby.  Fortune  and  ViSory  fit  on  thy  Helm. 

Richm.  All  comfort  that  the  dark  Night  can  afford^ 

S 
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Be  to  thy  Perfon,  noble,  Father»in*LaM(rt 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  noble  Mother? 

Derkj.  I,  by  Attorney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  Mother, 
Who  prays  continually  for  Richtnomts  good; 
So  much  for  thatij    The  (ilent  Hours  Iteal  on^ 
And  flaky  Darknefs  breaks  within  the  Eaft. 
In  brief,  for  ib  the  Seafon  bids  us  be. 
Prepare  thy  Battel  early  in  the  Morning, 
And  put  thy  Fortune  to  th'  Arbitrement 
Oi  bloody  Stroaks»  and  mortal  flaring. War: 
L  as  I  may,  ("chat  which  I  would,  I  cannot^ 
With  beft  advantage  will  deceive  the  time. 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  fliock  of  Arms. 
But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward. 
Left  being  feen,  thy  Brother,  tender  Georg^^ 
Be  executed  in  his  Father's  fight. 
Farewel ;  the  leifure,  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  Vows  of  Love» 
And  ample  enterchange  of  fweet  Difcourfe, 
Which  fo  long  fundred  Friends  (hould  dwell  upon : 
God  give  us  leifure  for  thefe  rites  of  Love. 
Once  more  Adieu,  be  valiants  and  fpeed  well. 

Rkhm.  Good  Lords, Vondud  him  to  his  Regiment: 
111  ftrive,  with  troubled  Noife,  to  take  a  Nap,    , 
Left  leaden  flumber  poize  me  down  to  morrow. 
When  I  fhould  mount  with  Wings  of  Viftory : 
Once  more,  good  Night,  kind  Lords  and  Gentlemen. 

{Exeunt.  ManttVCichmondm 
O  thou,  whofe  Captain  I  account  my  felf. 
Look  on  my  Forces  with  a  gracious  Eye : 
Put  in  their  Hands  thy  brunng  Irons  of  wrath. 
That  they  may  crufh  down  with  a  heavy  fall» 
Th*  ufurping  Helmets  of  our  Adverfarics. 
Make  us  thy  Minifters  of  Chaftifement, 
That  we  may  praife  thee  in  thy  Vi  Aory : 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  Sou7» 
E'er  I  let  fall  the  Windows  of  mine  Eves: 
Sleeping^  and  waking,  oh  defend  me  ftilL  [Slaps. 

XntfT  the  Ghofi  ofPrina  Edward,  SmtoWtTiT^  tW  Sixth. 

Qboft.  Let  mt  nt  heavy  on  thy  Soul  tomorrow : 

[ra  jr.  Rich; 

Think 
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Thtok  how  thou  ftabb'dft  me  in  the  prime  of  Youth 
At  Tcwksburj ;  dcfpair  therefore^  and  die. 
Be  chtcrful,  Richmondj  \Tp  Riclm 

For  the  wronged  Souls 
Of  butcher'd  Princes  fight  in  thy  behalf: 
King  fienrfs  I  flue,  Richmcndj  comforts  thee. 
Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Henry  the  Sixth. 
'       Gho^*  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed  Body* 

\Tq  K.  Rid 
By  thee  was  punched  full  of  holes ; 
H  Think  on  the  Terwer,  and  me :  Derpair  and  die. 

i  Henrj  the  Sixtti  bids  thee  defpair,  and  die. 

\  Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  G>nqueror.  f  Ti  Kichi 

Harrfj  that  propheHed  thou  ihould'ft  be  King, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  fleep;  live,. and  flourifb. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Clarence. 
J  t  Ghofi.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  Soul  to  morrow ; 

{To  K.  Rid 

I  that  was  waih'd  to  death  in  FuIfomWine^     , 

Poor  CUr^ncej  by  thy  guile  bctray'd  to  death : 

To  morrow  in  the  Battel  think  on  me, 

And  fall  thy  edglefs  Sword,  defpair  and  die. 

Thoq  Off-fpring  of  the  Houre  of  Lancafier^     [Ti  Kidlfl 

i  The  wronged  Heirs  of  Tork,  do  pray  for  thee. 

Good  Angels  guard  thy  Battel,  live  and  flourifh. 

T  Enter  the  Ghofis  1/ Rivers,  Gray,  and  Vaughaq. 

i  Riv.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  Soul  to  morrow, 

(  \To  K.  Rid 

i  Riversj  that  dy'd  at  Pomfret:  Defpair,  and  die. 

j"  Gray.  Think  upon  Graj^  and  let  thy  Soul  defpair. 

iJo  KL  Ricl 
Fattih.  Think  upon  Fattghauj  and  with  guilty  fear 

iTo  K.  Viit\ 
Let  fall  thy  Launce,  defpair  and  die. 

Jill.  Awake.  [7p  RJchpi 

And  think  our  wrongs  in  Richard^s  Bofom 
Will  conquer.    Awake*  and  win  the  Day. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Lord  HaftingS. 
.  Ghofi.  Bloody  and  guilty ;  guilty  awake,     \To  K.  VLxck 
And  in  a  bloody  Battel  end  thy  Days, 
^think  00  Lord  H^ingsi  defpair  and  die. 

Quia 
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Quiet  untfioubled  Soul*  [7>  Kichm. 

Awake,  awake: 

Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England's  Qkt. 
Ent€r  the  Ghofis  of  the  two  jonng  Princes. 

Ghofts.  Dream  on  thy  Coufins  \To  K.  Rich. 

Smother'd  in  the  Tewer : 
Let  us  be  laid  within  thy  Bofom,  Richard^ 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  (hame,  and  death. 
Thy  Nephews  Souls  bid  thee  defpair  and  die.   . 
Sleep  Richmond^  \To  RichiD* 

Sleep  in  Peace,  and  wake  in  Joy, 
Good  Angels  guard  thee  from  the  Boar's  annoy» 
Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  Kings. 
Edwards  unhappy  Sons  do  bid  thee  flourifli. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Aone  his  Wife. 

Gbofi.  Richard,  thy  Wife,  [7<i  K.  Rich. 

That  wretched  j^nnt,  thy  Wife, 
That  never  (lept  a  quiet  Hour  with  thee. 
Now  fills  thy  fleep  with  perturbations. 
To  morrow  in  the  Battel  think  on  me. 
And  fall  thy  edglefs  Sword,  defpair  and  die. 
Thou  quiet  SouL  [To  Richm. 

Sleep  thou  a  quiet  Sleep : 
Dream  of  fuccefs,  ancl  happy  Vidory> 
Thy  Adverfary's  Wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Buckingham* 

Ghofi.  The  firft  was  I,  j[To  K.  Rich* 

That  helped  thee  to  the  Crown: 
The  laft  was  I,  that  felt  thy  Tyranny. 
O,  in  the  Battel  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltinefs. 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  Deeds  and  Death, 
Faiotim  defpair;  defpairing  yield  thy  breath. 
I  dy*d  tor  hope^  [7>  Richsu 

£*er  I  could  lend  thee  aid ; 
But  cheer  thy  Heart,  and  be  thou  not  ditinay'd : 
God» ,  and  good  Angels  fight  on  Rkhmomts  fide. 
And  i^/cA^r^fallsio  height  of  allhis  Pride.  iTU Ghofis  vamjb, 

[K.  Richard  fiarts  §m  of  bis  Jheam^ 

K.Rifb.  Give  me  another  Horfe,  bind  up  ny  Wounds: 
Hvre  mercyt  7{/iif— — Soft,  I  did  but  dream. 
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O  coward  Confcience  I  hov  doft  thou  afflift  me{ 
The  Lights  burn  blue — It  is  not  dead  Mid-night-—^ 
Cold  fearful  Dropi  ftand  on  my  trembling  Flefli  l 
What?  do  I  fear  my  felf!  There's  none  elfe  by, 
R'ch^nrd  loves  Richard,  that  is,  I  am  I. 
Is  therea  Murtherer  here?  Ko;  Yes,  lam: 
Thenflyi  what  from  my  felf  I  Greatreafonj    why? 
Left  I  revenge.   What?  my  felf  upon  my  fejf? 
Alack,  I  love  my  felf.  Wherefore?  For  any  good 
That  I  my  felf  have  done  upon  my  felf! 

0  no.     Alas  I  rather  hate  my  felf. 

For  hateful  Deeds  committed  by  my  felf. 

1  am  a  Villain ;  yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thy  felf'^fpeak weliFooI,  do  not  flatter.' 

My  Confcience  hath  a  thoufand  feveral  Tongues, 
And  every  Tongue  brings  in  a  feveral  Tale, 
And  every  Tale  condemns  me  for  a  Villain; 
Perjury,  in  the  high'ft  degree, 
Murther,  ftern  Murther,  in  the  dir'ft  degree. 
All  feveral  Sins,  all  us'd  in  each  degree. 
Throng  all  to  th'  Bar,  crying  all.  Guilty,  guilty. 
I  Ihall  defpair,  there  is  no  Creature  loves  me; 
And  if  I  die,  no  Soul  fhall  pity  me. 
Nay,  wherefore  ftiouldthcy?  fi nee  that  I  my  fctf 
Find  in  my  felf  no  pity  to  my  felf. 
Mcthoughr,  the  Souls  of  all  that  I  had  murther'd 
Came  to  my  Tent,  and  every  one  did  thn.at 
To  morrows  Vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard* 
Enter  Ratcliff. 

Rat.  My  Lord.  ■ 

K.Rich.  Who's  there? 

Rat.  Ratclif,  my  Lord, 'tis  I  {  the  early  Villa  je  Cock 
Hath  twice  done  Salutation  to  the  Morn ; 
Your  Friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  Armour. 

K.Rich.  O  Ra-cllf>  I  fear,  I  fear 

Rat.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  be  not  afraid  of  fliadows. 

K.  Rich.  By  the  Apoftle  PaHl,  fliadows  to  night 
.  Have  ftruck  more  terrour  to  the  Soul  of  Richar^ 
Than  can  the  fubftance  oiTten  thoufand  Soldien 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  Ihallow  Rickmrnd. 
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*Tis  not  yet  near  Day.    Come,  go  with  me. 
Under  our  Tents;  111  play  the  Eaves -dropper^ 
To  hear  if  any  Man  ihrink  from  me. 

lExetmt  K.  Richard  snd  Ratdiff. 
Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond  fitting  in  hit  Tont. 
Lords.  Good  monow,  Richmond. 
Richm.  Cry    you  mercy,    Lords^  and  watchful  Gen 
tiemen. 

That  you  have  ta'en  i  tardy  Sluggard  here. 
Lords.  How  have  you  flept,  my  Lord? 
Richm.  The  fweeteft  Sleep, 
And  faireft  boading  Dreams, 
That  ever  entred  in  a  drowfie  Head, 
Have  I  fince  your  departure  had,  my  Lords. 
Methought  their  Souls,  whofe  Bodies  Richard  mufther'd. 
Came  to  my  Tent,  and  cried  on  Viftory. 
I  promife  you  my  Heart  is  very  jocund. 
In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  Dream. 
How  far  into  the  Morning  is  it.  Lords  ? 
Lords.  Upon  the  flroak  of  four. 
Richm.  Why  then  'tis  time  to  Arm,  and  give  diredion. 
More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  Countrymen, 
The  Icifure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 
Forbids  to  dwell  upon;  yet  remember  this, 
God,  and  our  mod  Caufe,  fight  upon  our  fide. 
The  Prayers  of  holy  Saints,  and  wronged  Souls, 
Like  high  rear'd  Bulwarks,  ftand  before  our  Faces. 
Richard  except,  thofe  whom  we  fight  againft. 
Had  rather  nave  us  win,  than  him  they  follow* 
For,  what  is  he  they  follow?  Truly  Gentlemen ^ 
A  bloody  Tyrant  and  a  Homicide : 
One  rais'd  io  Blood,  and  one  in  Blood  eftablifli'd; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  bath. 
And  flaughtef  d  thofe  that  were  the  means  to  help  him ; 
A  bafe  foul  Stone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  EwlanJ^s  Chair,  where  be  is  falfely  fet. 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  Enemy ; 
Then  if  you  fight  againft  God's  Enemy, 
God  win  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  Soldiers. 
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If  you  do  fwcar  to  put  a  Tyrant  down.  ' 

You  deep  in  Peacr,  the  Tyrant  being  (lain : 
If  you  do  fight  againd  your  Countries  Focs* 
Your  Countries  Fat  (hall  pay  your  pains  the  hire. 
.  If  you  do  £ght  in  fafeguarcl  of  your  Wives, 
Your  Wives  ftiall  welcome  home  the  Conquerors, 
If  you  do  free  your  Children  from  the  Sword, 
Your  Children!  Children  quits  it  in  your  Age. 
Then  in  the  Name  of  God  and  all  tbefe  righti. 
Advance  your  Standards,  draw  yourwiningSvords. 
For  me,  the  ranfom  of  my  bold  attempt, 
Shall  be  this  cold  Corps  on-  the  Earth's  cold  face. 
But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt. 
The  Icaft  of  you  Ihall  Ihare  his  part  thereof^ 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets  boldly,  and  chearfully,' 
God,  and  Saint  Cttrgtt  Richmond^  and  Vidoiy. 

Enitr  King  Richard,  RatclifT,  inn/Catesby. 

K,  Rich.  What  faid  Northumbtrlandy  as  touching  JU 
Mind? 

Rmu  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  Arms. 

ICRieL  He  faid  the  truth;  and  what  faid  Smrrty  then 

Rat,  He  fmil'd  and  faid,  the  better  for  our  purpoft. 

K.  Rich.  He  was  in  the  righ^  and  fo  indeed  it  is. 
Tell  the  Clock  there.  {.CtteKfirik 

Give  me  a  Kalender who  faw  the  Sun  to  day  i 

Rat.  Not  I.  my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  he  dirdains  to  Ihinc  ;  for,  by  the  Bool 
He  ihould  have  bravM  the  Eaft  an  hour  igo- 
A  black  Day  will  it  be  to  Tome  body,  Ratclif. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

K,Rieh,  The  Sun  will  not  be  feen  to  day. 
The  Sky  doth  frown  and  lowre  upon  our  Army™   - 
I  would  thefe  dewy  Tears  were  from  the  (Sround*»- 
Not  Qtine  to  day?  why  what  is  that  to  me  ' 
.  More  than  to  JUchmtndl  for  the  felf-fame  Heav'n 
That  frowns  on  me,  looks  fadly  uptHi  him. 
EKttr  Norfolk. 

Ntrf.  Arm,  arm,  my  Lord,  the  Foes  vaunt  in  the  F   u 

K.  Rich.  Come,  buttle,  buftle — Capirifon  iny  Hor&. 
Call  up  Lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  Power, 
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-   I  will  lead  forth  my  Soldiers  to  the  Plaifr» 
And  thus  my  Battel  Ihall  be  ordered. 
My  Foreward  (hall  be  drawn  in  lengthy 
ConHfting  equally  of  Horfe  and  Foot: 
Our  Archers  Iliall  be  p  actd  in  the  midft; 
y§hn  Duke  of  N^rfol^  ThomssEsiiiof  Snrrej^ 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  the  Foot  and  Horfe. 
They  thus  d.iredled,  we  will  follow 
In  the  main  Battel,  whofe  puilTance  on  either  fide 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefcft  Horfe: 
This,  and  St.  George  to  boof. 
What  think'll  thou,  Norfidki 

Nor.  A  good  Diredion,  warlike  Sovereigil. 
This  found  I  on  my  iTent  this  Morning*    [Qmni  dScrefwl^ 

Jocky  9/  Norfolk,  ke  not  fi  bold.  [Reads* 

for  Dickon  thy  Mafier  is  bought  MftdfiU. 

K.  Rich.  A  thing  devifed  by  the  Enemy. 
Go  Gentlemen,  every  Man  to  his  Charge^ 
Let  not  our  babling  Dreams  atfrightourSouIsj^ 
ipor  Confcience  is  a  Word  that  Cowards  ufe» 
Devis'd  at  firft  to  keep  the  ftrong  in  awe. 
Our  ftrong  Arms  be  our  Confcience^  Swords  our  La^j 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pellmell. 
If  not  to  Heav'o,  then  hand  in  hand  to  HelL 
What  (hall  I  fay  more  than  I  have  inferred  { 
Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal, 
A  fort  of  Vagabonds,  Rafcals.  Run-awaySf 
A  fcum  of  Britainsy  and  bafe  Lackey-Pea(ants» 
Whom  their  o'cr-cloyed  Co'untij  votnits  forth 
To  defperate  Adventures,  and  amir'd  DeftrudiooJ 
You  deeping  fafci  they  brine  you  to  unreft : 
You  having  Lands,  and  blelt  with  beauteous  Wive^i 
They  would  rtftrain  the  one,  diftain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  thcm^  but  a  paltiy  Fellow? 
Long  kept  in  j^itain  at  our  Mother^s  Coft, 
A  Milk^fop.  one  that  never  in  his  Life 
^k  fb  much  Cold*  as  over  Shooes  in  Siow : 
Let's  whip  thefe  Stragglers  o*er  the  Seas  again» 
LiOi  hence  thefe  over- weening  Racsof  FruHcii 
Vei.  IV.  N  Vheft 
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Thefc  famifli'd  Beggars,  weary  of  their 
Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  Exploit, 
For  want  of  means,  poor  Rats,  had  hang'd  chemfelves. 
If  we  be  conquer 'dt  let  Men  conquer  us. 
And  not  thofe  Baftard- £r/r4i>i;,  whom  our  Fathers 
Have  in  their  own  Land  beaten,  bobb'd  and  thump'd. 
And  on  Record,  left  them  the  Heirs  of  Shame. 
Shall  thefc  enjoy  our  Lands?  lye  with  our  Wivn? 
Ravifh  our  Daughters  ?  [Dr$im  g 

ii  ;:*  Hark,  I  hear  their  Drum, 

Right  Gentlemen  of  £»j//iif^, Tight  boldly,  YcoraCft, 
Draw,  Archers,  draw  your  Arrows  to  the  Head. 
Spur  your  proud  Horfcs  hard,  and  ride  in  Blocxl> 
Amaze  the  Welkin  with  your  broken  Staves. 

Enter  a  Alejfengtr, 
What  fays  Lord  Stanley^  will  he  bring  his  Power? 

Aicf.  My  Lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

K.  Rich.  Off  with  his  Son  Geor^^e*^  Head. 

Nor.  My  Lord,  the  Enemy  is  paft  the  Mirfli ; 
After  the  Battel  let  George  Stanley  dyt. 

K.  Rich.  A  thoufand  Hearts  arc  great  within  my  Bi 
Advance  our  Standard  ,  fet  upon  our  Foes, 
Our  ancient  word  of  Courage,  fair  S%  George^ 
Infpirc  us  with  the  fplecn  ot  fiery  Dragons: 
Upon  them,  Vidory  fits  on  our  Helms,      [Exeunt. 
AUrtim.  Fxcurfions.     Enter  Catcsby. 

Catef.  Refcue,  my  Lord  of  Norfolk^, 
Rcfcue,  Refcue : 

The  King  enafts  more  Wonders  than  a  Man, 
.'  Daring  an  oppofite  to  every  Danger: 

i»  H.s  Horfe  is  (lain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights, 

i  .  Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  Death : 

f  Refcue,  fair  Lord,  or  tlfc  the  Day  is  loft. 

,  Alarums.     Fnter  King  Richard. 

K.  Rich.  A  Horfe,  a  Hoiff,  my  Kingdom  for  a  Horl 
J  Catef.  Withdraw,  try  L*^rd,  Til  help  you  to  a  Hoi 

K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  fct  my  Life  upon  a  call. 
And  I  will  ftand  the  hazard  of  the  Die: 
J  think  there  be  fix  Richmonds  in  the  Field, 
Five  hive  I  flain  ro  Day,  infteadof  him. 
A  Huifc,  a  Horfe,  my  Kingcjom  foraHorfe. 
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,j1ldrHm.     Enter  King  Richard  and  Richmond,  they  fight^ 

Richard  isjlain, 

Xareaty  and  Flomrijb.    Enter  Richmondt  Derby  haring 

theCreiwn^  with  divers  other  Lords. 

Jltichm.  God  aind  you^  Arms  be  prais*d,  Vidorious  Friends ; 
*he  Day  is  ours,  the  bloody  Dog  is  dead 

Derby.  Couragious  Richmond^  well  haft  thou  acquit  thee: 
JO,  here  chefe  long  ufurped  Royalties^ 
rom  the  dead  Temples  of  this  bloody  Wretch, 
lave  I  pluckt  off,  to  grace  thy  Brows  withal. 
Tear  i^  and  make  ufe  of  it. 

JBchm.  Great  God  of  Heaven,  fay  Amen  to  all. 
»ac  teH  me,  is  young  George  Stanley  living  ? 

Derlj.  Me  is,  my  Lord,  andfafe  in  Leicefier  Town ; 
iThicher,  if  you  pleafe,  we  may  withdraw  us. 

Richm.  What  Men  of  Note  are  flain  oo  either  Side  ? 

Derby.  John  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Walter  Lord  Ferris^ 
it  RoHrtBrakfnbtery^  znd  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Richm.  Inter  their  Bodies  as  becomes  their  Births, 
Proclaim  a  Pardon  to  the  Soldiers  {led, 
That  in  Submillion  will  return  to  us ; 
knd  then,  as  we  have  ra'cn  the  Sacramento 
Ve  will  unite  the  White  Rofe,  and  the  Red* 
hnile  HeaV*n  upon  this  fair  Conjundion, 
That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  Enmity : 
Vhat  Traitor  hears  me,  and  fays  not  Amen? 
htgUnd  hath  long  been  mad,  and  fcar'd  her  felf ; 
The  Brother  blindly  ftied  the  Brother's  Blood; 
The  Father  radily  flaughter'd  his  ow/i  Son,* 
The  Sons,  compelled,  been  Butchers  to  tht  Sire : 
K\\  this  divided  Tork,  and  Lancafier^ 
Divided  in  their  dire  DiviHon.  • 

D  now  lee  Richmond  and  Elizsabeth, 
rhe  true  Succeeders  of  each  Royal  Houfe, 
8y  God's  fair  Ordinance,  conjoin  together : 
^nd  kt  thy  Heirs,  God,  if  thcit  Will  be  fo, 
Enrich  the  time  to  come,  with  fmooth-fac^d  Peace, 
Vith  fmiliDg  Plenty,  and  fair  profpcrous  Day>. 
Ihare  the  edge  of  Traicorf^  Gracious  Lordf 

N  a  That 
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That  would  reduce  tbefe  bloody  Diys  again^ 
And  nuke  poor  EitgLoid  weep  in  flreanu  of  Blood. 
Let  them  not  live  to  tafte  this  Land's  cncreaTe^ 
That  would  with  Treafbn  wound  this  fair  Land**  VtatA 
Now  Civil  Woundi  are  fiopp'd.  Peace  tires  a^o; 
That  ihc  may  long  live  here,  God  fay,  AaKn.        \Em 
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Dramatis  Perfbnge- 

KINGHcnzy  the  Eighth. 
Cardinal  Wolfcy,  his  jirfi  Minifter  mi 
vourite. 

Cranmcr,  Archbifhop  ly^  Canterbury. 

l^uke  of  Norfolk. 

l^uke  of  Buckingham. 

2)//iCv  ^/Suffolk. 

Earl  of  Surrey. 

Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cardinal  Campcius,  the  Topers  Legat. 

Capucius,  Ambaffador  from  the  Emperor  Ch 
the  Fifth. 

Gardiner,  Bifhop  of  Wincheftcr. 

Lord  Abergavenny. 

Lord  Sands. 

Str  Henry  Guilford. 

Sir  Thomas  Lovcll. 

i$V>  Anthony  Denny. 

Sir  Nicholas  Vaux. 

Cromwell,  firfi  Servant  to  VYolfcy,  after^wan 
the  King. 

Griffith,  Gcntleman-UJhcr  to  §^cen  Katherinc 

Three  Gentlemen. 

©r.  Butts,  ThY/ician  to  the  King. 

Surveyor  to  the  ^uke  of  Buckingham. 

Torter  and  his  Man, 


^en  Katherine,  frfi  Wife  to  Khg  H^nry,  sf- 
terwards^^ivdr?a. 

Anne  Bullcn,   beloved  by  the  Kwg^   and  after- 
wards  married  to  him* 

dfn  old  Ladjf.  Friend  to  Anne  Bullen. 

Patience,  Woman  of  the  Bed-Chamber  to  ^tjeen 
Katherine. 


So'veral  Lords  and  Ladies  nvho  appear  in  the 
,   dumb  She'ws.     Women  attending  upm   the 
§^en.   Spirits  'which  appear  to  her.    Scrihes, 
officers  yGuards,  and  other  Attendants. 
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ICom^  no  more  to  make  jou  IdMgh ;  Things  mn^    .   ?      | 
That  bear  a  Weighty^  und  a  SerJoMs  Brou^^'     ' '     .*"•**  | 
Sad^  high^  M$d  Jiforkingj  full  of  State  and  Woei 
$uch  noble  Scenes,  as  draw  the  Eje  to  flow. 
We  mrwprejem.     Thofe  that  can  Pity,  here 
Maj^  if  the  J  think^it  well,  let  fall  a  Tear^ 
The  Snbjeli  will  deferve  it.     Such  as  give 
Tneir  Monj  out  of  hope  thej  may  believe. 
May  here  find  Truth  too.     Thofe  that  come  to  fe^ 
Only  a  fJjow  or  two,  andfo  agree ^ 
The  Play  may  pafs  :  If  they  be  ftt%  and  willing^ 
Hi  under tai^  may  Jee  away  their  Shilling 
Richly  in  touo  fhort  Hours.     Only  they 
That  come  to  hear  a  merry ^  bawdy  PUy^ 
^noife  of  Targets:  Or  to  fee  a  Fellow 
In  a  long  Motley  Coat^  guarded  with  Tellow^ 
Will  be  deceived  :  For,  gentle  Hearers,  kporw 
To  ranl^  our  chofen  Truth  with  fuch  a  fbow 
u4s  Fool,  and  Fight  is,  befide  forfeiting 
Ottr  own  Brains,  and  the  Opinion  that  wo  bring 
7^.\:t  make  that  only  true^  we  now  intend^    ' 
JVUl  leave  us  never  an  under  ft  anding  Friend. 
Therefor:^  for  Coodnefs  fake^  and  as  you  are  kyown 
The  fir  ft  and  hjppieft  Hearers  of  the  Town^ 
Ee  Jadj  as  we  would  mdke ye.     Thml^ye  fee 
ITce  Very  Perfons  of  our  twblc  Story ^ 
As  they  V'erc  Livtni :  Thmh^you  fee  them  Great, 
And  follow  d  with  the  general  Throngs  and  fweat 
\f  thoufand  Friends;  then^  in  a  moment^  Jee 
How  joon  this  A'fightinefs  meets  Adifery. 
And  if  you  can  be  merry  then^  IHl  fay, 
A  Man  may  weep  upon  his  Wedding  Day. 
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Enter  the  VDuh  of  Norfolk  st  one  'Dear :  At  the 
fther,  the  ^uke  of  Buckingham,  snti  the  Lord 
Abergavenny. 

BVCK/ATGH^M. 
O  O  D  morrow,  and  well  met.     How  have 
Since  hft  we  faw  y'in  Frattcef        [yc  done 

Nor,  I  thank  your  Grace: 
Healthful,  and  ever  (ince  a  fre(h  admirer 
Of  what  I  faw  there. 
Biuki  An  untimely  Ague 
Staid  me  a  Prifoner  in  roy  Chamber,  when 
Thofe  Sons  of  Glory,  thofe  two  Lights  of  Men 
Met  in  the  vale  of  jirdret, 

Ntr.  Twixt  Guynes  and  Ardrn^ 
I-  va$  then  prefent,  faw  them  falute  on  Horfe-bick, 

BeheM 
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Bchdd  them  when  they  lighted^  how  they  dung 
In  their  Embracement^  as  they  frew  together ; 
Which  had  they^ 

What  four  Thron'd  ones  could  have  weigh'd 
Such  a  compounded  one  i 

Buck.  Ail  the  whole  time 
I  was  my  Chamber's  Prifoner. 

Nwr.  Then  you  loft 
The  view  of  earthly  Glory :  Men  might  fay 
'  Till  this  time  Pomp  was  tangle^  but  now  married 
To  one  above  it  felf.  Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  Day's  Matter,  'till  the  laft 
Made  former  Wonders*  its.    To  day  the  Fr$nch^ 
All  Clinquant,  all  in  GoId«  like  Heathens  Gods 
Shone  down  the  EngUJh ;  and  to  morrow,  they 
Made  Britain^  India :  Every  JNf an  that  ftood^ 
Shew'd  like  a  Mine.    Their  Dwarfifh  Pages  werQ 
As  Cherubins,  all  gilt ;  the  Madams  too. 
Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almoft  fweat  to  bear 
'The  Pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  Painting*    Now  this  Mask 
Was  cry*d  incomparable ;  and  th'enfuing  night 
Made  it  a  Fool,  and  Beggar.    The  two  Kings 
Equal  in  luftre»  were  now  beft,  now  worft 
As  prefence  did  prefent  them;  him  in  Eye, 
Still  him  in  praife ;  and  being  prefent  both, 
'Twas  faid  they  faw  but  one,  and  no  Difcerner 
Durft  wag  his  Tongue  in  cenfure.  When  thcfe  Suns, 
For  fo  they  phrafe  'em,  by  their  Heralds,  challeng'd 
The  noble  Spirits  to  Arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  compafs,  that  former  fabulous  Story 
Bemg  now  fecn  poCHble  enough,  got  credit 
That  Bevis  was  believ'd 

Buck*  Oh,  you  go  far. 

Nwr.  As  I  belong  to  worihip,  and  affed. 
In  Honour,  Honefty,  the  traft  of  evVy  thing 
Would  by  a  good  Difcourfer  lofe  fome  life. 
Which  Aftions  felf  was  Tongue  to. 

Buck*  All  was  Royal, 
To  the  difpofing  of  it  nought  rebelled. 
Order  gave  each  thing  view.    The  Office  did 
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DiftioAly  his  full  Fundion ;  who  did  guided 
I  mean  who  fet  the  Body  and  the  Limbs 
Of  this  great  fport  togethery 
As  you  guefs? 

Nor.  One  certes^  that  promifes  no  Element ' 
In  fuch  a  Bi^finefs. 

BHckz  I  pfay  you»  who,  my  Lord  ? 

Nor.  All  this  was  ordered  by  the  good  Difcretion 
Of  the  right  Reverend  Cardinal  of  York. 

Bmek.  Tlie  Devil  fpeed  him :  No  Man's  Pye  is  freed 
From  his  ambitious  Finger.    What  had  he 
To  do  in  thefe  fierce  Vanities?  I  wonder 
That  fuch  a  Ketch  can  with  his  very  Bulk 
Take  up  the  Rays  o'th'  Beneficial  Sua, 
And  keep  it  from  the  Earth. 

Nor.  Surely,  Sir, 
There's  in  him  ftufF  that  puts  him  to  thefe  Ends : 
For  being  not  propt  by  Anceftry.  whofe  Grace 
Chalks  Succeflors  their  way  $  nor  calFd  upon 
For  high  Feats  done  to  th'  Crown ;  neither  Allied 
To  eminent  Affiftants;  but  Spider-like  « 

Out  of  his  felf-drawing  Web.     O  I  gives  us  note. 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes*his  way, 
A  Gift  that  Heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  nzxx  to  the  King. 

jlber.  I  cannot  tell 
WhatHeav'n  hath  given  him;  let  (bme  graver  Eye 
Pierce  into  that :  but  I  can  fee  his  Pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him;  whence  has  he  that. 
If  not  from  Hell  ?  the  Devil  is  a  Niggard, 
Or  has  given  him  all  before^  and  he  begins 
A  new  Hell  in  himfelf. 

Buck:  Why  the  Devil, 
Upon  this  French  going  our,  took  he  upon  him. 
Without  the  privity  o'th*  King,  t' appoint 
Who  ihould  attend  on  him?  he  makes  up  the  File 
Of  all  the  Gentry;  for  the  moft  part  fuch 
To  whom  as  great  a  Charge  as  little  Honour 
He  meant  to  laympon;  and  his  own  Letter 
The  Honourable  Board  of  Council  out 
Mufl  fetch  him  in,  he  Papers. 
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Aher.  I  do  know 
Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  leafl^  that  have 
Py  this  To  ficken'd  their  Eftates,  that  never 
They  (hall  abound^  as  formerly. 

Bnck.  O  many 
Have  broke  their  Backs  with  laying  Manors  on  'em 
For  this  great  Journey,     What  did  this  Vanity 
But  miniftcr  Communication  of 
A  mod  poor  IfTue, 

Nor.  Grievingly,  I  think. 
The  Peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
The  Coft  that  did  conclude  it* 

Bucks  Every  Man, 
After  the  hideous  Storm  that  follow'd,  was 
A  thing  ihfpir'd,  and  not  confulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  Prophcfic;  that  this  Tempeft, 
Da(hing  the  Garment  of  this  Peace,  aboaded 
The  fudden  breach  on*t. 

Nor.  Which  is  budded  out: 
For  Fraptcc  hach  flaw'd  the  League,  and  hath  attaihVl 
Our  Merchants  Goods  at  BourdcoMx. 

jiber.  Is  it  therefore 
Th*  Ambaffador  is  (ilenc'd  ? 

Nar.  Marry  \%\ 

Ahtr.  A  proper  Title  of  Peace,  and  purchased 
At  a  fupeifluous  rate. 

Buck.  Why  a!l  this  bufincfs 
Our  Reverend  Cardinal  carried. 

Nor.  Like  it  your  Grace, 
The  State  takes  notice  of  the  private  Difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  Cardinal.     I  advife  you   . 
CAnd  take  it  from  a  Heart  that  wirties  towards  your 
H'^nour,  and  plenteous  SafetyJ  that  you  read 
The  Cardinal's  Malice,  and  his  Potency 
Together:  To  confider  further,  that 
What  his  high  Hatred  would  effcft,  wants  not 
A  Miniftcrin  his  Power.     You  know  hisNaturCn 
That  he's  revengeful;  and  I  know,  hisSword 
Hath  a  (harp  edge:  It's  long,  and't  may  be  faid, 
Ir  reaches  far,  and  where  'twili  not  extend. 
Thither  he  darts  it.     Bofom  up  my  CounfcJ, 

YouH 
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Youll  find  it  wholfoiDe.    Lo^  where  comes  that  Rock 
That  I  advife  your  (hunning. 

Eitfer  Cardimd  Wolfey,  the  Turfc  bom  before  him^  ctrmn  of 
the  Guards  and  two  Secretaries  with  Papers  \  the  Cardinal 
in  his  fajfage  fixeth  his  Eje  on  Buckingham,  and  Bucking- 
ham on  him^  bothfttU  of  difdain. 

Wol.  The  Duke  of  Bteckingham^  Surveyor?  Ha? 
Where's  his  Bzaminacion? 

Seer.  Here,  fo  plcafe  you. 

WoU  Is  he  in  Perfon  ready  ? 

Seer.  Ay,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 

WoL  Well,  we  ihali  then  know  more,  zt\A  Buckingham  Q\i\\ 
leflen  his  big  look.  [Exeunt  Cardinal  with  his  Train. 

Btscks  This  Butcher's  Cur  is  venome  mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him,  therefore  bcft 
Kot  wake  him  in  his  Aumber.     A  Beggar's  Book 
Out-worths  t  Noble's  Blood. 

Nor.  Whaty  are  you  chafd? 
Ask  God  for  temp'rance,  that's  th'  apph'ance  only 
Which  your  Difeafe  requires. 

Bttcl^  I  read  in's  Lodes 
Matter  againft  me,  and  his  Eye  revii'd 
Me  as  his  abjed  Objed,  at  this  inftant 
He  bores  me  with  fome  Trick  ,*  he's  gone  to  th'  King : 
I'll  follow  and  out-ftare  htm« 

Nor.  Stayf  my  Lord, 
And  let  your  Keafon  with  your  Choler  queftioa 
What  ^cis  you  go  about;  to  climb  fteep  Hills 
Requires  flow  pace  at  firft.     Anger  is  like 
A  full-hot  Horfe,  who  being  allowed  his  way 
iSeIf*mettle  tires  him/  Not  a  Man  in  England 
Can  advife  me,  like  you  r  Be  to  your  felfy 
As  you  would  to  your  Friend* 

Bnel^  I'll  to  theKingt 
And,  ^m  a  mouth  of  Honour^  quite  cry  down 
This  Iffwich  Fellow's  Infolence;  or  proclaim^ 
^There's  difference  in  no  Perfons» 

Nor.  Be  advis'd ; 
Heat  not  a  Furnace  for  your  Foe  fo  hot 
That  it  dofinge  your  felf.    We  may  out-run 
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By  violent  rwiftnefsy  that  which  we  run  at; 

And  lofe  by  our  over*running ;  Know  you  not,' 

The  Fire  ttiac  mounts  the  Liquor  till't  run  o*er. 

In  Teeming  to  augment  ir»  waftes  it :  Be  advis'd  i 

I  fay  agaiiis  there  is  no  EngUJh  Soul 

More  uronger  to  direft  you  than  your  fe]f» 

If  with  the  Tap  of  Reafon  you  would  quench. 

Or  but  allay  the  fire  of  Paffion. 
Bmck.  Sir, 

I  am  thankful  to  you,  and  PU.go  along 

By  your  Prefcription ;  but  this  top-proud  FelloWf 

Whom  from  the  flow  of  Gall  I  name  nor,  buc 

From  fincere  Motions,  by  intelligence^ 

And  proofs  as  clear  as  Founts  in  Juljy  when 

We  fee  each  grain  of  Gravel,  I  do  know 

To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 
Nor.  Say  nor,  treafbnous. 
Buck*  To  th'  King  Pllfay*t»  and  make  my  vouch  as  ilroog 

As  (hore  of  Rock— —attend.     This  holy  Fox, 

Or  Wolf,  or  both  (iox  he  is  equal  rav'nous 

As  he  is  fubtle,  and  as  prone  to  mifchieft 

As  able  to  perform'r)  his  Mind  and  Place 

Infeding  one  another;  yea  reciprocally* 

Only  to  fliew  his  Pomp,  as  well  in  Francty 

As  here  at  home,  fuggefts  the  King  our  Matter 

To  this  laft  coftly  Treaty,  th'enterview. 

That  fwallow'd  fo  much  Treafure,  and  like  a  Glafs 

Did  break  i'ch'  wrenching. 
Nor.  Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 

Bucks  Pray  give  me  favour.  Sir— —this  cunning  Cardinal 
The  Articles  o*th*  Combination  drew 
As  himfelf  pleas'd  ;  and  they  were  ratified 
As  he  cry*d.  Thus  let  it  be— ^to  as  much  end, 
As  give  a  Crutch  to  th'dead.    But  our  Count-Cardinal 

Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well" .for  worthy  Wolfoj^ 

Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.     Now  this  follows^ 
(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  Puppy 
To  th*  old  Dam,  Treafon)  CharUs  the  Emperor, 
Under  pretence  to  fee  the  Queen  his  Aunt, 
fFor  'twas  indeed  his  Colour,  but  he  came 
To  whifper  Wol/ij)  here  makes  Vifitation : 

His 
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His  Fears  were  that  the  Interview  betwixt 
Enghmd  aid  Fr^mci.  might  through  their  Amity 
Breed  him  fome  prejudice;  for  from  this  League 
Peep'd  harms»  that  menaced  him.    He  privily 
Deals  with  our  Cardinal,  and  as  I  trow. 
Which  I  do  well— —for  I  am  fure  the  Emperor 
Paid  e*er  he  promis'dt  whereby  his  fuit  was  granted 
E'er  it  was  ask'd.    But  when  the  way  was  nude. 
And  pav*d  with  Gold ;  the  Emperor  tnus^  defir'd. 
That  he  would  pleafe  to  alter  the  King's  courie. 
And  break  the  forefaid  Peace.    Let  the  King  know. 
As  foon  he  (hall  by  me,  that  thus  the  Cardinal 
Does  buy  and  fell  his  Honour  as  he  pleafts. 
And  for  his  own  Advantage. 

JVir.  I  am  forry 
To  hear  this  of  him;  and  could  wifli  you  were 
Something  miftaken  int. 

Buck*  No,  not  a  Syllable: 
I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  Shape 
He  (hall  appear  in  proof. 

Emtr  Brandon,  a  Serjesmt  at  j{rm$  hefvrt  him^  and  m^  #r 

thrti  of  the  Guard. 

Bran.  Your  Office,  Serjeant ;  execute  it. 

Serj.  Sir, 
My  Lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham^  and  Earl 
Of  Hertford^  Stafford  and  Northampton^  I 
Arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon,  in  the  name 
Of  our  moft  Sovereign  King. 

Bitck*  Lo  you»  my  Lord, 
The  Net  has  falPn  upon  me  ;  I  (hall  peri(h 
Under  device  and  pradice. 

Briut.  I  am  forry 
To  fee  you  ta'cn  from  Liberty,  to  look  on 
The  bu(iners  prefent.    'Tis  his  Highnefs  pleafure 
You  (hall  to  th*  Towtr. 

Buckp  It  will  help  me  nothing 
To  plead  mine  Innocencte ;  for  that  Dye  is  on  me. 
Which  makes  my  whit'ft  part  black.    The  will  of  Heav'n 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things:  I  obey. 
O  my  Lord  jlbcrgavtnnj^  fare  ye  well. 

Mran. 
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BrM.  Nay»  he  muft  bear  you  Company.     The  King. 
Is  pleas'd  you  fhall  ro  th'Toacw,  'ciJI  you  know 
How  he  dtt jrmines  further* 

j^her.  As  the  Duke  faid^ 
Thw'  WjII  of  Heav  n  be  done,  and  the  King's  ^kaTiiic 
By  mc  nbcy'd. 

Bran.  Here  is  a  Warrant  from 
The  King,  t'attach  Lovd  Mont Agui^  and  the  Bodies  .     ,, 
Of  the  Di'ke's  Conii^i^or^John  dt  U  Car^ 
0:\t  Gilbert  Peck^  his  CounfcUor. 

Buck^  So,  fo; 
Thefe  arc  the  Lambs  o'th'  Plot,  no  more,  I  hope; 

Btm.  a  Monk  o'th'  ChartrcMX. 

Buck.  O  Michael  Hopkins. 

Bran,  He. 

Bnckz  My  Surveyor  is  faIfe»theo'er-greatCarditaal 
Hacli  (hew'd  him  Gold;  my  Life  is  fpann'd  already: 
I  am  the  (hadow  of  poor  Buckinghamy 

Whofe  Figure  even  this  inftant  Cloud  putsoo.         ^  .1/ 

By  darkening  my  dear  Sun.    My  Lord,  fareWel. 

S  G  E  N  E    II. 

» 

Cornets^  Enter  King  Henry,  leaning  on  the  CarJindts  TAwi/ifcrt  *  ^ 
the  Nobles  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovel ;  the  Cardinal  fUocis  kiwi  ' 
ftnder  the  King's  Feet,  on  his  right  Jidc.  .   i 

'    I 

King.  My  Life  it  felf,  and  the  beft  Heart  of  ir. 

Thanks  you  for  this  great  Care:  I  flood i'th'  level  .7. 

Of  a  fuli-charg'd  Confederacy,  and  give  thanks  .,{\ 

To  you  that  choak'd  it.    Let  be  calfd  before  us  :,  i  '--^ 
That  Gentleman  of  Bnckfnghanss  in  Perfon, 

I'll  hear  him  his  Confeffions  juftifie,  •  .  .  •  a 

And  point  by  point  the  Treafons  of  his  Matter  1 

He  (hall  again  relate.  >- » 

jinoife^  T^ithcrjing^  Room  for  the  Qneen^  Vfberdtrf  itftlimU 
of  Norfolk.     Enter  the  Qmeen^  Norfolk  and  Suffolk  i  j^  ^  ^. 
kneels.     The  King  rifeth  from  bis  Siate,  takgs  her  ttf^  ff^a '  ^ 
and  placet h  her  bj  him.  .   . 

Qmetn,  Nay»  wemuft  longer  kotelj  lamaSiutor;   <  -<.' 
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^.  Arifc,  and  take  place  by  us ;  half  your  Suit 
Never  name  to  us;  you  have  half  our  Power: 
The  other  moiety  e'er  you  ask  is  given ; 
Repeat  your  Will,  and  take  it. 
Queen.  Thank  your  Majefty. 
That  you  would  love  your  fclf,  and  in  that  iQve 
Not  unconfidered  leave  your  Honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  Office,  is  the  point 
Of  my  Petition. 

King.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 
Queen.  I  am  follicited»  not  by  a  few, 
Andthofeof  true  Condition,  that  your  Subje&s 
Are  in  great  Grievance; there  have  been  ComroiiOlions 
Sent  down  among  'em,  which  have  flaw'd  the  Heart 
Of  all  their  Loyalties;  wherein,  although,         [Ta  Wolfey.^ 
My  good  Lord  Cardinal,  they  vent  Reproaches 
Moff  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter  on 
Of  thcfe  Exadionsy  yet  the  King,  our  Matter, 
Whofe  Honour  Heav'n  ftiield  from  Soil,  even  heefcapes  not 
Language  unmannerly;  yea«  fuch  which  breaks 
The  (ides  of  Loyalty,  and  almoft  appears 
In  loud  Rebellion, 

Iforf.  Not  almoft  appears. 
It  doth  appear ;  for,  upon  thefe  Taxations, 
The  Clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  o£F 
The  Spinfters,  Carders,  Fullers,  Weavers,  who^ 
Unfit  for  other  Life,  coropell'd  by  Hunger, 
And  lack  of  other  Means,  in  defperate  manner. 
Daring  th'  event  to  th'  Teeth,  are  all  in  uproar* 
And  danger  ferves  among  them. 

JCtng.  Taxation? 
WbereiA?  and  what  Taxation?  My  Lord  Cardinal, 
You  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  Taxation  ? 

W0I.  PleaTe  you.  Sir, 
I  know  but  of  a  fingle  part  in  ought 
Pertains  to  th'  State,  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  Steps  widi  me. 

Queen.  No,  my  Lord, 
Youknow  no  nxnt  than  othm:  hot  you  £nune 
Vou  IV.        ~  O  Thing* 
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Things  that  are  known  alike,  which  are  not  wholfbme 
To  thofe  which  would  not  know  them,  andyetmuft 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.     Thefc  Exadlions 
('Whereof  my  Sovereign  would  have  note)  they  are 
Moft  pefiilent  to  th'  hearing,  and  to  bear  'em. 
The  Back  is  facrifice  to  th'  Load;  they  fay. 
They  are  devis'd  by  you,  or  elfe  you  fu£Fer 
Too  hard  an  Exclamation. 

King.  Still  Exaction  I 
The  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind,  let's  know. 
Is  this  Exadion? 

Queen.  I  am  much  too  venturous 
In  tempting  of  your  Patience,  but  am  boldned 
Under  your  promised  Pardon.    TheSubje&s  Grief 
Comes  through  Commiffions,  which  compels  from  each 
The  (ixth  part  of  his  Subftance,  to  be  levied 
Without  delay;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  nam'd,  your  Wars  in  Franc$;  this  mak^s  bold  Mouths ) 
Tongues  fpit  their  Duties  out,  and  cold  Hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them  ;  thieir  Curfes  now 
Live  where  their  Prayers  did  ;  and  it's  come  to  pafs. 
That  tradable  Obedience  is  a  Slave 
To  each  inccnfed  Will :  I  would  your  Highnefs 
Would  give  it  quick  Confideration,  for 
There  is  no  primer  bafenefs. 

King.  By  my  Life, 
This  is  againft  our  PIcafure. 

Wol.  And  for  me, 
I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  tlan  by 
A  fingle  Voice,  and  that  not  paft  mc,  but 
By  learned  Approbation  of  the  Judges  :  If  I  am 
Traduc'd  by  ignorant  Tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  Facultie,^  nor  Perfon,  yet  will  be  .» 

The  Chronicles  of  my  doing;  let  me  fay, 
*Tis  but  the  fate  of  Place,  and  the  rough  Brake 
That  Virtue  muft  go  through :  We  muft  not  ftint 
Ourneceflary  Aftions  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  Cenfurcrs,  which  ever. 
As  rav'nous  Fiflies,  do  a  Veffel  follow 
That  is  new  trimmed ;  but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.    What  we  oft  do  hQtt,  ' 


King  Henry  VIII.  jjji 

By  fick  Interpreters,  once  weak  ones,  is 

Not  ours,  ornot  allow'd;  what  worft,  as  oft 

Hitting  a  groffer  quality,  is  cry'd  up 

For  our  beft  Aft;  if  wc  ftand  ftill. 

In  fear  our  morion  will  be  mock'd  or  cafp'd  a^ 

We  (hould  take  root  here  where  we  fit; 

Or  fit  State- Statues  only. 

i&iff.  Things  done  well, 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themfelves  from  fear*        ! 
Things  done  without  Example^  in  their  ifTue 
Arc  to  be  fcar'd.     Have  you  a  Prefident 
Of  this  Commidion?  1  believe  not  any. 
We  mud  not  rend  our  Subjeds  from  our  Laws^^ 
And  ftick  them  in  our  Will.    Sixth  part  of  each! 
A  trembling  Contribution— why  we  take 
From  every  Treet  Lop,  Bark,  and  part  o'tb'  Timber: 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root  thus  hadtt. 
The  Air  will  drink  the  Sap. .   To  every  County 
Where  this  is  queftion'd,  fend  our  Letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  Man  that  has  deny'd 
The  Force  of  this  Commiflion ;  pray  look  to'r, 
I  put  it  to  your  Care. 

WoL  A  word  with  you*  [Tq  theSicrtUtrj. 

Let  there  be  Letters  writ  to  every  Shire 
Pf  the  King's  Grace  and  Pardon;  the  griev'dCommont 
Hardly  conceive  of  me.    Let  it  be  nois'd,- 
That  through  our  Interceffion,  this  Revokement 
And  Pardon  comes ;  I  (hall  anon  advife  you 
Further  in  the  Proceeding.  [Exit  Secraarj. 

Enter  Sttrvejpr. 

Qmetn.  I  am  forry  that  the  Duke  of  Bttckmghan^ 
Is  run  in  your  Difpleafure. 

Kiw.  It  ffivfts  mzny  i 
The  (jcntlenun  is  Leam*d,  and  a  moft  rare  Speaker* 
To  Nature  none  more  boundt  his  training  fudi. 
That  he  may  furnifli  and  inftruA  great  Teacher^ 
And  never  feek  for  Aid  out  of  himfeff ;  yet  ku 
When  thefe  fo  Noble  Benefits  (hall  prove  . 

Not  well  difpos'd,  the  Mind  growing  once  comiptt     . 
They  torn  to  vicious  Forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fvr.    This  Man  fii  coiiipIeal« 

p  ^  '^         Who 
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V/ho  was  enroll'd  'mongft  Wonders ;  and  when  we 

Almoft  with  raviflit  liflning,  could  not  find 

His  hour  of  Speech,  anntinute;  He^  my  Lady, 

Hath  into  monftrous  habits  put  the  Graces 

That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black. 

As  if  befmcar'd  in  HelL  Sit  by  us»  and  vou  fliall  heir 

(This  was  his  Gentleman  in  cruft)  of  him 

Things  to  ftrike  Honour  fad.     Bid  him  recount 

The  fore-recited  Pradices,  whereof 

Wc  cannot  feel  too  littlet  hear  too  much. 

JVol.  Stand  forth,  and  with  bold  Spirit  relate,  what  you, 
Moft  like  a  careful  SubjeA,  have  coUeded 
Out  of  the  Duke  of  BHckingham. 

King.  Speak  freely. 

Surv.  Firft,  it  was  ufual  with  him  every  day. 
It  would  infeft  his  Speech,  that  if  the  King 
Sh  >uld  without  Iffue  dye,  he'll  carry  it  fo 
To  nuke  the  Scepter  his.     Thefe  very  Words 
I've  heard  him  utter  to  his  Son-in-law, 
Lord  jihergdvenuj^  to  whom  by  Oath  he  menaced 
Revenge  upon  the  Cardinal. 

Wol.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  note 
This  dangerous  Conception  in  this  Point, 
Not  friended  by  his  wifli  to  your  high  Perfon ; 
H:s  Will  is  moft  milignant,  and  it  ftretches 
Beyond  you  to  your  Friends. 

Oneen.  My  learned  Lord  Cardinal, 
Deliver  all  with  Charity. 

Ki;tgn  Speak  on ; 
How  grounded  he  his  Title  to  the  Crown 
Upon  our  fail ;  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  himj 
At  any  time  fpeak  ought? 

Sfirv.  He  was  brought  to  this, 
By  a  vain  Prophefie  of  Nicholas  Henton. 
King.  What  was  that  Hentoni 
Surv.  Sir,  %Quirtr€HX^xuv^ 
His  Confcflbr,  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  Sovereignty. 
King.  How  know'ft  thou  this? 
Snrv.  Not  long  b  efore  your  Highnefs  fped  to  France^ 
The  Duke  being  at  the  Rofe,  withio  the  Paiifli 
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St.  Lawrence  PouUnej^  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  Speech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the /'r^wcA  Journey.     I  reply'd. 
Men  fear  the  French  would  prove  perfidious 
To  the  King's  danger ;  prefently  the  Duke 

•  Said^  'twas  the  fear  indeedj  and  that  he  doubted 
,  *Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  Words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  Monk,  that  oft,  fays  he. 
Hath  fent  to  me^  wifhing  roe  to  permit 
yohn  de  U  Car,  my  Chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  Matter  of  (bme  monient: 
Whom  after,  under  the  Commiffions  Seal, 
He  foiemnly  had  fworn,  that  what  he  fpoke 
My  Chaplain  to  no  Creature  living,  but 
To  me,  ftiould  utter,  with  demure  Confidence, 
Thus  pauiingly  enfli'd ;  neither  the  King,  nor's  Heif$ 
(^Tell  you  the  Dukej  (hall  profper,  bid  him  ftrive 
To  gain  the  love  o*th*  Commonalty,  the  Duke 

Shall  govern  England 

Queen.  If  I  know  you  well. 
You  were  the  Duke's  Surveyor,  and  loft  your  OfHce 
On  the  complaint o'th'  Tenants;  take  good  heed 
You  charge  not  in  your  Spleen  a  Noble  Perfon, 

And  fpoil  your  Noble  Soul;  I  fay,  take  heed; 
Yes,  heart Jy  I  befeech  you. 
King.  Let  hipi  on.    Go  forward. 
Smrv.  On  n^y  Soul,  I'll  fpeak  but  truth. 

I  told  my  Lord  the  Duke,  by  th'  Devil's  lUufions 

The  Monk  might  be  deceiv'd,  and  that  'twas  dangVou^ 

For  Him  to  ruminate  on  this  fo  far,  until 

It  forg'd  him  fome  Defign,  which,  being  believ*d. 

It  was  much  like  to  do;  He  anfwer'd,  Tu(h, 

It  can  do  me  no  damage;  adding  further. 

That  had  the  King  in  his  lad  (ickncfs  faii*d. 

The  Cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  LovelFs  Heads 

Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha  1  What,  fo  rank  ?  Ah,  hi 

There's  Mifchi^f  in  this  Man ;  canft  thou  fay  further  ? 
Surv.  I  can,  my  Liege. 
King.  Precced» 

O5  Sfira 
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Sttrv.  Being  2t  Greenwich, 
After  your  Highnefs  had  reproved  the  Duke 
About  Sir  WiUiam  Blumer  ■ 

King.  I  reoKinber  of  fuch  a  timet  heing  my  fworn  Servm^ 
,The  Duke  retain'd  him  his.    But  on  ;  what  hence? 

Snrv.  If»  quoth  he»  I  for  this  Deed  had  been  committed* 
As  to  the  Tower y  I  thought;  I  would  have  plaid 
The  Part  my  Father  meant  to  Aft  upon 
Th'  Ufurpcr  Richard^  who  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  fuit  to  come  in*s  prefence;  which,  if  granted^ 
(As  he  made  femblance  of  his  Duty)  would 
I€ave  put  his  Knife  into  him. 

l^g.  A  Giant  Traitor! 

WoL  Now,  Madam,  may  his  Highnefs  live  in  freedoffl, 
And  this  Man  out  of  Prifon  ? 

Qneen.  God  mend  all.  (Tay'ft? 

King.  There's  fomeihing  more  would  out  of  thee  5  what 

S$$rv.  After  the  Duke  his  Father,  with  the  Knifed 
He  ftretch'd  him,  and  with  one  Hand  on  his  Dagger, 
Another  fprcad  on's  Breaft,  mounting  his  Eyes, 
He  did  difcharge  a  horrible  Oath,  whofe  tenour 
Was,  were  he  evil  us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  Father*  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irrefolute  puipofe. 

King.  There's  his  period. 
To  (heath  his  Knife  in  us;  he  is  attach'd. 
Call  him  to  prefent  Trial  $  if  he  may 
Find  Mercy  in  the  Law,  'tis  his ;  if  none. 
Let  him  not  feek't  of  us :  By  Day  and  Night 
He's  Traitor  to  th'  height.  [JExium. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Lord  Chamber Uin^  and  Lord  Sands. 

Cham.  Is*t  poffible  the  Spells  of  France  ihould  juggle 
Men  into  fuch  ftrange  Myfteries  ? 

Sands.  New  Cuftoms» 
'  Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous, 
Kay  let  'em  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow*d»         ^        ^ 
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Chdm.  As  far  as  I  fee,  all  the  good  our  E^tglijh 
Have  got  by  the  late  Voyage,  is  but  meerly 
A  fit  or  twoo'th'  Face,  but  they  are  ftu'fw^d  outs ; 
For  when  they  hold  'em*  you  would  fwear  ijircdily 
Their  very  Nofies  had  been  Counfellors 
To  Pepin  or  CUtharms^  they  keep  State  fo. 

Sands.  They  have  all  ne?v  Legs, 
And  lame  ones  i  one  would  take  it. 
That  never  fee  'em  pace  before,  the  Spavin,^ 
A  Spring-halt,  reigo'd  among  'em* 

Cham.  Death  1  my  Lord, 
Their  Cloaths  are  after  fuch  a  Pagan  Cut  too^ 
That  fure  th'have  worn  out  Chriftendom :  How  now  { 
What  News,  Sir  Thomas  Lmll  ? 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lavell. 

Lav.  'Faith,  my  Lord, 
I  hear  of  none,  but  the  new  Prodamatioa 
That's  clap'd  upon  the  Court  Gate. 

Cham.  What  is't  for  ? 

Lov.  The  Reformation  of  our  travelled  Gallants, 
That  fill  the  Court  with  Quarrels,  Talk  and  Tailors. 

Cham.  Vm  glad  'tis  there  ; 
Now  I  would  pray  our  Mopfieurs 
To  think  an  Englijh  Courtier  may  be  wiie^ 
And  never  fee  the  Louvre. 

Lov.  They  muft  either 
(For  fo  run  tne  Conditions)  leave  thofe  Remnants 
Of  Fool  and  Foiither,  that  they  got  in  Francit 
With  all  their  honourable  Points  of  Ignorance 
Pertaining  thereunto,  as  Fijthts  and  Fir^woits^ 
Abufing  better  Men  than  they  can*  be 
Out  of  a  foreign  Wifdom,  renouncing  clean 
The  Faith  they  have  in  Tennis  and  call  Stoduogs, 
Short  bolftred  Breeches,  and  thofe  types  of  Travef, 
And  underftand  again  like  honeft  Men  ; 
Or  pack  to  their  old  Play-felIows«  there  I  tike  it. 
They  may»  Cmm  Privilegioj  wear  away 
The  Lag-end  of  their  Lewdneis,  and  be  f  aiigh'd  at. 

Sands.  'Tis  time  to  give  them  Pbyfick,  .th(Bir'Di(eftfes 
Are  grown  fo  catching. 

O  4  Cbdm 
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Chdm.  What  a  log  our  Ladies 
Will  have  of  thefe  trim  Vaniti^  ? 

Jjpth  Ay  marryy 
Therewill  be  wo  indeed.  Lords,  the  fly  Whorcfons 
Have  got  a  fpeeding  Trick  to  lay  dowp  Ladies : 
A  French  Song  and  a  Fiddle,  has  no  Fellow. 

SMds.  The  Devil  fiddle  >id; 
I  am  glad  they  are  going. 
For  fure  there's, no  converting  'em  :  Now 
An  honed  Country  Lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain  Song, 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing,  and  by'r  Lady 
Held  currant  Mufick  too. 

Cham.  Well  faid.  Lord  Sdndsy 
.Your  Colis  Tooth  is  not  caft  yet  ? 

Saftds.  No,  my  Lordt 
Nor  (hall  nor,  while  I  have  a  Stump.  .* 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas^ 
Whither  were  you  a-going  ?  * 

Lov.  To  the  Cardinal*s; 
■Your  Lordlhip  is  a  Gueft  too. 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true ; 
This  Night  he  makes  a  Supper,  and  a  great  one. 
To  many  Lords  and  Ladies;  there  will  be 
The  Beauty  of  this  Kingdom,  Til  affure  you. 

Lov.  That  Churchman 
Bears  a  bounteous  mind  indeed ; 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  Land  that  feeds  us. 
His  Dew  falls  every  where. 

Qjam.  No  doubt,  he*s  noble  ; 
He  had  a  black  Mouth  that  faid  other  of  him. 

Sands.  He  may,  my  Lord, 
Ha's  wherewithal  in  him ; 

Sparing  would  (hew  a  worfe  fin,  than  ill  Doftrinc. 
Men  of  his  way  (hould  be  moft  liberal. 
They  are  fet  here  for  Examples. 

Cham.  True,  they  are  fo  ; 
But  few  now  give  fo  great  ones : 
My  Barge,  ftays ; 

lYour  Lordfliip.ihall  along!  Come,  good  Sir  Thm4i% 
Syeihall  be  late  elfe,  which  I  would  not  be. 
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For  I  ^as  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Hvtrj  Gmlford, 
This  Night  to  be  Comptrollers. 
Sm.  I  am  your  l-ordlhip'$.  [Exium. 

SCENE     IV. 

« 

f 

Hautboys.  A  fmaU  TMe  under  a  State  for  the  QtrdifuU^  a 
longer  Table  for  the  Gt$eji$.  Then  enter  Anne  Bullen,  amd 
divers  other  Ladies  and  Gentlemen^  as  Gnefis  at  qne  Poor ; 
at  another  Door  enter  Sir  Henry  Guilford. 

Gnil.  Ladief, 
A  general  Welcome  from  his  Grace 
Salutes  ye  all :  This  Night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  Content,  and  you  :  None  here  he  hope;^ 
In  all  this  noble  Bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  Care  abroad :  he  wojild  have  9II  as  merry. 
As  firft,  good  Company,  good  Wine,  good  Wckome, 
Can  make  good  People. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain^  LordSzndsj,  and  Lowel]. 

0  my  Lord,  y' are  tardy; 

The  very  thought  of  this  fair  Company 
Clap'd  Wings  to  tnc. 

Cham.  You  are  young.  Sir  Henry  Gttilford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  LoveUy  had  the  Cardinal 
But  half  my  Lay-thoughts  in  him,  foihe  of  thefe 
Should  find  a  running  Banquet,  e'er  they  refted,         * 

1  think  would  better  pleafe  'em  ;  By^  my  Life> 
They  are  a  fweet  SfKiety  of  fair  ones. 

Ltyu.  O  that  your  Lordftiip  w^re  but  now  Confeffor 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe* 

Sands.  I  would  I  were* 
^They  (hould  find  eafie  Penance. 

Iav.  *Faith,  .how  eafie  \ 

Sands.  As  eafie  as  a  Down  Bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  Ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  fit :  Sir  HaTrj^ 
Place  you  that  fide*  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this  : 
His  Grace  is  entiring,  nay  you  muft  not  freeze* 
Two  Women  phc'd  together  makes  cold  Wetcher : 
My  Lord  Sands^  you  are  one  will  keep  'em  walmg; 
Pray  fit  between  ^|efi|  Lidiefc     '  ^ 

Sands. 
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Sands.  By  my  Faith^ 
And  thank  your  Lordlhip.     By  vour  leave,  fwcct  La^es^ 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me : 
I  had  it  from  my  Father. 
uinne.  Was  he  mad.  Sir  ? 
Sands.  O  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too ; 
But  he  would  bite  none,  juft  as  I  do  now. 
He  would  kifs  you  twenty  with  a  breath, 

Cham.  Well  faid,  my  Lord  : 
So  now  y'are  fafrly  fetted ;  Gentlemen, 
The  Penance  lyes  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  Ladies 
Pafs  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  Cue, 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys.     Enter  Cardinal  Wolfcy,  itnd  takes  his  Sutte. 
Wol.  Y'are  welcome,  my  fair  Guefts  \  that  noble  Lady 
Or  Gentleman  that  is  not  freely  merry 
Is  not  my  Friend.    This  to  confirm  my  welcome. 
And  to  you  all  fjood  Health. 

Sands.  Your  Grace  is  Noble, 
Let  me  have  fuch  a  Bowl  may  hold  my  Thanks, 
And  fave  me  fo  much  talking. 

Viol.  My  Lord  Sands » 
I  am  beholding  to  you  ;  cheer  your  Neighbour; 
Ladies,  you  are  no^  merry ;  Gentlemen, 
Whofe  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands.  The  red  Wine  firft  muft  rife 
In  their  fair  Cheeks,  my  Lord,  then  we  fliall  have  'cm 
Talk  us  to  filence. 

Anne.  You  are  a  merry  Gamefter, 
My  Lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes,  if  I  make  my  Play : 
Here's  to  your  Ladifliip,  and  pledge  it.  Madam  : 
For  'tis  to  fuch  a  thing     ■    ■ 
Anne.  You  cannot  ftiew  me, 

\prnm  and  Trumpets,  Quunhers  difchargtd. 
Sands.  I  told  your  Grace,  they  would  talk  anon. 
mu  What's  that  ? 
Cham.  Look  out  there,  fome  of  ye* 
WoU  What  warlike  Voice, 
And  to  what  end  \i  this  ?  Nay,  Ladies,  fear  BOC  ;        >     ' 
^^  all  the  Laws  of  War  y'are  privileged.    '  Entif^ 
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Enter  a  ServiUtt. 
ddm.  How  now,  whit  is't  ? 
Ser.  A  noble  Troop  of  Strangers, 
For  fo  they  feem ;  they  have  left  their  Barge  and  Landed* 
And  hither  make,  as  great  Ambafladon 
From  Foreign  Princes. 

ff^ol.  Good  Lord-Chamberhtn, 
Go,  give  'em  welcome;  you  can  fpeak  the /r^wcib  Tongue, 
And  pray  receive  *em  Nobly,  and  conduft  'em 
Into  our  Prefencc,  where  this  Heav'n  of  Beauty 
Shall  (hine  at  full  upon  them.    Some  attend  him. 

[^//  ari/iy  4nd  Tables  removed. 
You  have  now  a  broken  Banquet*  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  ^ood  Digeftion  to  you  aH  ;  and  once  more 
I  fhowre  a  welcome  on  ye  :  welcome  all. 

Hdmtbojs.  Enter  King  and  others  ds  Mdskers,  habited  likf 
Shepherds^  u^befd  by  the  Lord  ChamberUin.  Thej  pafs  di- 
reSly  before  theCardinal^  and  gracefttUj  faUete  him. 

A  Noble  Company :  what  are  their  Pleafures  ? 

Cham.  Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  EngUJb^  thus  they  pray*d 
To  tell  your  Grace,  that  having  heard  by  Fame 
Of  this  fo  noble  and  To  fair  Aflembly, 
This  Night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  lefs, 
Out  of  the  great  refped  they  bear  to  Beauty, 
But  leave  their  Flocks,  and  under  your  fair  Conduft 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  Ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  Revels  with  'em. 

Wol.  Say,  Lord  Chamberlain, 
They  have  done  my  poor  HouTe  grace : 
For  which  I  pay  *em  a  thoufand  thanks. 
And  pray  'em  take  their  Pieafures. 

[Chmfe  Ladies^  King  and  Anne  Bullen. 

IQMg.  TheTatreft  hand  I  ever  touch'd:  O  Beauty, 
|TU1  now  I  never  knew  thee. 

[^Aiuficl^  Dance. 

WoL  My  Lord. 

Osam.  Your  Grace. 

WoL  Pray  tell  *em  Am  ntudi  ftom  me : 
There  (hood  be  one  anK)ngft  'em  by  his  Perfon 
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If  I  but  knew  him>  with  my  Lov«  and  Duty 

I  would  furrender  it.  [jMfi^er. 

Cham.  I  wilt,  my  Lord* 

WoL  What  fay  they  ? 

Qjam.  Such  a  one^  they  all  confefs. 
There  is  indeed,  which  they  would  have  yow  Grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Wol.  Let  me  fee  then. 
By  all  your  good  leaves.  Gentlemen,  here  I'll  make 
My  Royal  Choice. 

Kirfg.  You  have  found  him.  Cardinal : 
You  hold  a  fair  Affembly,  you  do  well,  Lord. 
You  are  a  Church-man,  or  Til  tell  you,  Cardinal^, 
I  (hould  judge  now  unhappily. 

WoU  I  am  glad 
Your  Grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 

Ksngf  My  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Prithee  come  hither,  what  fair  Lady*s  that? 

Chdm.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  . 

Sir  Thomas  BnUen^s  Daughter,  the  Vifcount  Rochfard^ 
One  of  her  Highnefs's  Women. 

King.  By  Heav'n  (he's  a  dainty  one  :  Sweet  heart, 
I  were  unmannerly  to  take  you  out,  \To  Anne  Bulleo. 

And  not  to  Kifs  you.    A  Health,  Gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round.     ' 

Wol.  Sir  Thomas  Lovcll,  is  the  Banquet  re^dy 
I W  Privy  Chamber? 

Lov.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

Wbl.  Your  Grace, 
I  fear,  with  Dancing  is  ^  little  heated. 

King.  I  fear  too  much. 

Wol.  There's  frefti  Air,  my  Lord, 
In  the  next  Chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  Ladies  every  one:  Sweet  Partnerjc- 
I  muft  not  yet  forfake  you  ;  let's  be  merry. 
Good  my  Lord  Cardinal :  I  have  half  a  dozen  Healths 
To  drink  to  thefe  fair  Ladies,  and  a  meafure 
To  lead  'em  once  again,  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  beft  in  Favour.    Let  the  Mufick  knock  it. 

[Ext/tnt  Tinth  Trmmfttt,- 

ACT 
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A  C  T    II.     SCENE!. 

'Enter  two  GentUmen  at  fiveral  Doors^ 

I  C^^W  /"Hither  away  (b  faft  i 

W    2  Gen.  O,  God  favc  yc: 
Even  to  the  Hall,  to  hear  what  (hall  becoo^e 
Of  the  great  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

r  Gen.  Y\\  fave  you 
That  labour,  Sir.  All's  now  done,  but  the  Ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  Prifoner. 

2  Gen.  Were  you  there? 

1  Gen.  Yes  indeed  was  I.  « 

2  Gen.  Pray  fpeak  what  has  hapned* 

1  (jexf.You  may  guefs  quickly  what* 

2  Gen.  Is  he  found  guilty  I 

1  Gen.  Yes,  truly  is  he, 
And  condemned. upon't. 

2  Gen.  I  am  forry  for't* 

1  Gen.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Gen.  But  pr^  how  paft  it? 

1  Gen.  ril  tell  you  in  a  little.  The  great  Duke 
Came  to  the  Bar ;  where,  to  his  Accufations 

He  pleaded  ftill  Not  guilty,  and  alledged 
Many  (harp  Reafbns  to  defeat  the  Law. 
The  King's  Attorney,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'd  on  the  Examinations,  Proofs,  Confeifidns 
Of  divers  WitnefTes,  which  the  Duke  dej(ir*d 
To  have  brought  viva  voce  to  his  Face ; 
At  which  appear 'd  againft  him»  his  purveyor. 
Sir  Gilbert  Pecke^  his  Chancellor,  and  Jehn  Car 
Confe(ror  to  him,  with  that  Devil  Monk, 
Hefkfns^  that  made  this  mifchief* 

2  Gen.  That  was  he, 

That  fed  him  with  his  Prophecies. 

I  Gen.  The  fame. 
All  thefe  accus'd  him  ftrongly,  which  he  fain 
Would  have  fluhg  from  him ;  but  indeed  he  coold  oo^' 
And  fo  his  Peers  upon  this  Evidence, 
Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  Treafon.    Much 
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He  rpoke,  and  learnedly  for  Life;  but  all 
Was  either  pitied  in  hiin»  or  forgotten. 

z  Gen»  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  hjm(elf  ?  ' 

I  Gen,  When  he  was  brought  again  to  th*Bar,  to  hear 
His  Knell  rung  out,  his  Judgment,  he  was  ftirr^d 
With  fuch  an  Agony,  he  fweat  extreamly. 
And  fomething  fpoke  in  choler,  ill  and  hafty  ; 
But  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  and  fwe^ly. 
In  all  the  reft,  (hew*d  a  moft  noble  Patience. 

z  Gen.  I  do  not  think  he  fears  death* 

I  Gen.  Sure  he  does  nor. 
He  never  was  fo  Womaniih,  the  ciufe 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

z  Gen.  Certainly,  $ 
The  Cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

I  Gen.  *Tis  likely. 
By  all  conjedures:  Firft  KiUare*s  Attainder^ 
Then  Deputy  of  Ireland,  who  remov'd» 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  in  hafte  too^ 
Left  he  ftiould  help  his  Father. 

1  Gen.  That  trick  of  State 
Was  a  deep  envious  one.  » 

I  Gen.  At  his  return, 
No  doubt  he  will  requite  it;  this  is  noted 
And  generally,  who  ever  the  King  favours, 
The  Cardinal  inftantly  will  find  employment  for. 
And  far  enoughirQm  Court  too. 

1  Gen.  AH  the  Commons 

Hate  him  pernicioufly,  and  O'  my  Confcience, 

Wiih  him  ten  Fathom  deep :  This  Duke  as  much 

They  love  and  doat  on,  call  him  Bounteous  Bmkingbumi 

The  Mirror  of  all  Courtefie. 

• 
Enter  Buckingham  from  his  ArrMgnment.     Ttpflaves  befrrt 

him^  the  Axe  with  the  edge  towards  him^  Halberds  0n  €a€b 

fidiy   accompanied  with  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,   Sir  Nicholas 

Vaux,  Walter  Sands,  and  common  People^  &c. 

I  Gen.  Stay  there»  Sir, 
And  fee  the  noble  ruined  Man  you  fpeak  of. 
%  Gen.  Let's  ftaod  clofe  and  behold  him. 
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Bucl^.  All  good  People, 
You  that  thus  far  hive  come  to  pity  me ; 
Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofe  me, 
I  have  this  day  received  a  Traitor's'  Judgmenr^ 
And  by  that  name  muft  die;  yet  Heav'n  bear  witncfs, 
And  if  I  have  a  Confcience,  let  it  (ink  me. 
Even  as  the  Axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful. 
To  th*  Law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 
'T  has  done  upon  the  Premifes»  but  Juftice : 
Butthofe  that  fought  it,  I  could  wi(h  more  Chrfftians: 
Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  'em ; 
Yet  let  'em  look  they  glory  not  in  mifchief, 
.Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  Graves  of  great  Men; . 
For  then,  my  guiltlefs  Blood  muft  cry  againfl  'em. 
For  further  life  in  this  World  I  ne'er  hope. 
Nor  will  I  fue»  although  the  King  have  Mercies 
More  thin  I.  dare  make  Faults. 
You  few  that  lov^d  me. 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham^ 
His  noble  Friends  and  Fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying,  • 
Go  with  ip€  like  good  Angels  to  my  end. 
And  as  the  long  divorce  of  Steel  falls  on  me» 
Make  of  your  Prayers  one  fweet  Sacrifice, 
And  lift  my  Soul  to  Heav'n. 
Lead  on  a  God's  Name. 

L$v.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  for  Charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  Heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly* 

Buck.  Sir  Thomds  LweU^  I  as  free  forgive  you 
As  I  would  be  forgiven:  I  forgive  all. 
There  cannot  be  thofe  numberlefs  Offences 
'Gainft  me,  that  I  cannot  take  peace  with : 
No  black  envy  fliall  make  my  Grave. 
Commend  me  to  his  Grace: 
And  if  he  fpeak  of  Bfickif^bam^  pray  tell  him^ 
You  met  him  half  in  Heav'n :  My  Vows  and  Prayen, 
Yet  are  the  King's ;  and  'till  my  Soul  forfal^  me. 
Shall  cry  for  Bleflings  on  him.    May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  Yean; 

Ever 


wno  undertaKcs  you  to  your  ena. 

f*»x.  Prepare  there, 
Tlie  Duke  is  coming:  See  tbe  Bai^e  be  md/s 
And  Bt  it  with  (uch  Furniture  as  mits 
The  greatnefs  of  his  Perfon. 

Bnck^   Nay,  Sir  Niehelat, 
Let  it  alone;  my  State  now  wilt  but  mock  me. 
When  [  came  hither,  I  was  Lord  High  Conftable^' 
And  Duke  of  Bitckiigham;  now,  poor  ESv*rtL  Btbrnmi 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  Accufcts, 
That  never  knew  whit  Truth  mcint :  I  now  feal  it  j 
And  with  that  Blood  will  make  *em  one  Day  groan  for'l 
My  noble  Father,  Heitrj  of  Bfukifghdm, 
Who  Brft  rais'd  head  againft  Ufurping  KichtirJ, 
Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  Servant  Btuufier, 
Being  diflref^,  was  by  that  wretch  betray 'd. 
And  without  Trial,  fell ;  God's  peace  be  with  him. 
Hitiry  the  Seventh  fucceediiiig,  truly  pitying 
My  Father's  lofs,  like  a  mofi  Royal  Prince 
Reftor'd  me  to  my  Honours ;  and  out  of  Ruins 
Mide  my  Name  once  more  Noble.   Now  his  Sonj 
Hetirj  the  Eighth,  Life,  Honour,  Name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  ftroke  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  World.     I  had  my  Trial, 
And  rauft  needs  fay,  a  Noble  one;  which  nukes  me 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  Father: 
Yet  rhiK  far  »Te.  we  one  in  Fortune,  bnrh 
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tike  Water  from  ye,  never  found  again, 

But  where  they  mean  to  fink  ye;  all  good.  People  * 

Pray  for  me,  I  muft  now  forfake  ye;  the  lift  hour 

Of  my  long  weary  Life  is  come  upon  toe : 

Fare wel ;  and  when  you  would  fay  fomething  that  is  fad« 

Speak  how  I  fell; 

I  have  done ;  and  God  forgive  me. 

lExeuni  Buc}Anf}^^m  and  TrsMi 

1  Geft.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity ;  Sir^  it  caJls^ 
i  fear,  too  many  curfes  on  their  Heads» 
That  were  the  Authors; 

2  Gem.  If  the  Duke  be  guiltlcfs, 

*Tis  full  of  woe;  yet  I  can  give  youinUihg  ^ 

Of  an  enfuing  evil,  if  it  faH^ 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Gen.  Good  Angels  keep  it  from  us  J      > 
What  may  it  be  ?  you  do  not  doubt  my  Faith,  Sir? 

2  Gem.  This  Secret  is  fo  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  ftrong  faith  to  |:onceal  it; 

1  Gem.  Lee  me  have  it ; 
I  do  not  talk  much; 

2  Gem.  I  am  confident;  ~ 

You  (hall,  Sir:  Did  you  not  of  kte  Days  hear 
A  buzzing,  of  a  Separation, 
Between  the  King  and  Kdtharlne  f 

1  Gem.  Yes,  but  it  held  not ; 

For  when  the  King  once  heard  ir,  out  of  anger 
He  fent  command  to  the  Lord  Mayor  ftraipht 
To  ftop  the  Rumour,  and  allay  the  Tdngiies 
That  durft  difperfe  it. 

2  Gem.  t(ut  that  flander,  SiVj 

Is  a  found  truth  now ;  for  it  grows  agairf 
Frelher  than  e'er  it  was,  and  held  for  certairi 
The  King  will  venture  at  it.    l^itber  the  Cardinat| 
Or  fome  about  him  near,  liavej  out  of  malice 
To  the  good  Queen,  poflefl  him  with  a  fcruplc 
That  will  undo  her:  To  confirm  this  too, 
Cardinal  CUmfeim  is  arriv*d»  and  lately^ 
As  all  think,  for  this  bufinefs. 
i  Gtm.  'Tisthe  Cardinal; 
And  iheerly  to  revenge  him  oh  the  Hdiperor^ 
Vdii  IV*  P 
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For  not  beftowing  on  him,  at  his  askings 

The  Arch-Bifhoprick  of  Toledo^  this  is  purposed. 

2  Gen.  1  think 
You  have  hit  the  mark ;  but  is't  not  cruel, 
Thit  (he  (hould  feel  the  fmart  of  this?  the  Cardinal 
Will  have  his  Will,  and  (he  muft  fall. 

I  Gen.  'Tis  wofuU 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this : 
Let's  think  in  Private  more.  [fxnv^ 

SCENE    11. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  reading  a  Letter. 

Mr  LcrJy  the  Horfes  J9ht  Lord/hip  fim  fir^  wiikd 
the  care  I  had  J  Jaw  well  ch^fen,  ridJen^  smd  fm* 
nijh'd.  Thej  were  pung  and  handfomej  and  of  the  teft  ^red 
in  the  N^rth.  When  they  v-ere  ready  to  fee  omt  for  LondoB^ 
a  Man  of  my  Lord  CardinaPs,  by  Commijpon  mnd  mMtm  Pomr 
tool^  'em  from  me^  with  this  reajon :  His  Jklafier  Vfosdi  k 
fervd  before  a  SubjeEt^  if  not  before  the  King^  Ti^hicb  jMi^ 
onr  Months^  Sir. 

I  fear,  he  will  indeed ;  well,  let  him  have  them ;  he  wiD 
have  all,  I  think. 

Enter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain^   the  Dt$kfs  of  Norfolk 

and  Suffolk. 

Nor.  Well  met,  my  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  Graces. 

Snf.  How  is  the  King  employed  ? 

Cham.  I  left  him  private. 
Full  of  fad  Thoughts  and  Troubles. 

JSTor.  What's  the  Caufe? 

Cham.  It  feems  the  Marriage  with  his  Brotfaer^s  Wife^ 
His  crept  too  near  his  Confciencc^ 

Suf.  No,  his  Confcience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  Lady«r 

Nor.  Tis  fo; 
This  is  the  CardinaVs  doing;  the  Iting<«CardinaI : 
That  blind  Prieft,  like  the  eldcft  Son  of  Fortu()e» 
Turns  what  he  lift.    The  King  will  know  hia  one  0AyJ 
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Sif.  Pray  God  he  do, 
He'il  never  know  himfelf  elfe. 
;  Nir.  HoW  hoIit]r^he  woiks  in  all  his  Bufidefs, 
And  with  what  ieal?  For  now  he  has  crackt  the  Leagufc 
Between  us  and  the  Emperor^  the  Queen's  great  Nephew| 
.  He  dives  inro  the  King's  Soui^  and  there  fcatters 
Gangers,  Doubts,  wringing  of  the  Confcience, 
Fears,  and  Defpairs,  and  all  thefe  for  his  Marriage; 
^nd  out  of  all  thefe^  to  reftore  the  King) 
He  counfels  a  Divorce^  a  lofs  of  her. 
That  like  a  Jewel,  has  hung  twenty  Years 
About  his  Neck,  yet  never  loft  her  Luftre ; 
t>f  her  that  loves  hitn  with  that  excellence. 
That  Angels  love  good  Men  with;,  even  of  her, 
•  Thar,  when  the  greateft  ftroke  of  Fortune  falls. 
Will  blefs  the  King;  and  is  not  this  courfe  pious? 
,.  Cham.  Heav'n  keep  mcfrom  fuch  Counfel;  'tis  rodft  fruej 
Thefe  News  are  every  where,  evi»ry  Tongue  fpeaks  'cn^^ 
And  every  true  Heart  weeps  for't.     All  that  dare 
Look  into  thefe  AiFairs,  fee  his  inain  end, 
The  Fr<;i^A  king's  Sifter;  Heav'n  will  one  day  open 
The  King's  Eyes,  that  fo  long  have  flept  upon 
This  bold  bad  Man. 

Smf.  Ap,d  free  us  froth  his  Slavery. 

Nor.  We  had  nebd  pray. 
And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance; 
t)r  this  ioiperious  Man  will  work  us  all 
From  Princes  into  Pages;  all  Mins  Honours, 
Lye  like  one  lump  before  him,  id  be  faftiion'd 
Into  what  pitch  he  pleafe. 

Sstf.  For  me,  my  Lords^ 
1.  love  him  not,  nor  fear  h'mi  there^s  my  Creed? 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  fo  1*11  ftand. 
If  the  King  pleafe;.  his  Curies,  and  hii  Bleflings 
Touch  nle  alike;  th'  are  breath  I  not  believe  in; 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him;  fo  I  leive  hiid 
To  hiiq  that  made  him  proud,  the  Pope* 

Nifn  Let*s  in ; 
And  with  fome  other  Bufinefs^  put.ttie  King , 
pToSi  thefe  fad  Thoughts,  that  wo^k  cqo  much  iipoo  hiinf 
wif  totdi  youll  bear  ui  company  t 

Pi  kliJmi 
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Ckam.  Excufe  mc. 
The  King  has  fent  mc  other-where:  Befides 
You'll  find  a  moft  unfic  time  to  difturb  him: 
Heilch  to  your  Lordftiips.  \J^xh  Lord  ChdmkerUitu 
Nor.  Thinks,  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Tlje  Scene  drawsy  and  difcovers  the  King  fitting  amd  ruJ^ 

ing  fenfivelj. 

Suf.  Hov  fad  he  looks;  fure  he  is  much-  afflided. ' 

King.  Who's  there?  Ha? 

Nor.  Pray  God^  he  be  not  angry.  ^ 

King.  Who's  there,  I  fay  ?  how  dare  youthruft  your  feM 
Into  my  private  Meditations? 
Who  am  I?  ha? 

Nor.  A  gracious  King,  th^t  pardons  all  Offences 
Malice  ne'er  meant:  Our  breach  of  Duty  this  way. 
Is  Bufinefs  of  EOate;  in  which,  we  come 
To  know  your  Royal  Pleafure. 

King.  Ye  are  too  bold : 
Go  to;  ril  make  ye  kno>^'  your  times  of  BuGnefs: 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  Affairs?  ha  ? 
Er^:fer  WoKcy  ^and  Campeius  the  Pop^s  Legate  Tifith  a  Comimjk 
Who's  there?  my  good  Lord  Cardinal?  O  my  fnifij^ 
The  qnict  of  my  wounded  Conficicnc  ; 
Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  the  King ;  you're  welcome^ 
Moft  learned  reverend  Sir,  into  our  Kingdom, 
Ufo  us,  and  it;  my  good  Lord,  have  great  care, 
I  be  not  found  a  TalKcr, 

Wol.  Sir,  you  cannot : 
I  would  your  Grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  Conference. 

King.  Wearcbufie;  go. 

Nor.  This  Prieft  has  no  Pride  in  him? 

Sttf.  Not  to  fpeak  of: 
I  would  not  be  fo  fick  though,  for  his  place:    ' 
B  Jt  this  cannot  continue. 

Nor.  If  it  do,  I'll  venture  one  heave  at  him. 

Suf.  I  another.  [Exeunt  Norfolk  and  Suffolk 

IVol.  Your  Grace  has  given  a  Precedent  of  Wifdom 
Above  all  Princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  fcruple  to  the  Voice  of  Chriftcndom: 

Wk 
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Who  can  be  angry  now  ?  what  envy  reach  you? 
The  Spdnidrdj  ty'd  by  blood  and  favour  to  her, 
Muft  now  conf efs,  if  they  have  any  goodnefs. 
The  Trial  juft  and  noble.     All  the  Clerks, 
I  mean  the  learned  ones  in  Chriftian  Kingdoms, 
Have  their  free  Voices.    Romcy  the  Nurfe  of  Judgment, 
'  Invited  by  your  Noble  felf,  hath  fent 
One  general  Tongue  unto  us,  this  good  Man, 
This  juft  and  learned  Prieft,  Cardinal  Campeiusj 
Whom  once  more  I  prefent  unto  your  Highneis. 

King.  And  once  more  in  mine  Arms  I  bid  him  welcome. 
And  thank  the  holy  Conclave  for  their  Loves, 
They  haye  fent  me  fuch  a  Man  I  would  have  wiih'd  for. 

Cam.  Your  Grace  muft  needs  deferve  all  Strangers  iovesy 
You  are  fo  Noble :  To  your  Highnefles  Hand 
I  tender  my  Commiflion;  by  wnofe  virtue, 
The  Court  of  Romf  commanding,  You>  my  Lord, 
Cardinal  o(Tork^  are  join'd  with  me,  their  Servant, 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  BuHncfs. 

King.  Two  equal  Men :  The  Queen  ihall  be  acquainted 
Forthwith  for  what  you  come.     Where's  Gardiner i 

Wolf  I  know  your  Majefty  has  always  lov'd  her 
So  dear  in  Heart,  not  to  deny  her  that, 
A  Woman  of  lefs  Place  might  ask  by  Law, 
Scholars  allow*d,  freely  to  argue  for  her. 

King.  Ay,  and  thebeft  (he  (hall  have;  and  my  favour 
To  him  th^tdoes  beft.  Cod  forbid  elfe;  Cardinal, 
Prithee  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  Secretary, 
I  find  him  a  fit  Fellow. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

WoL  Give  me  your  Hand;  much  joy  and  favour  to  you; 
You  arc  the  King's  now. 

Card.  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  Grace,  whofe  Band  has  raised  me. 

King.  Cbme  hither,  Gardiner.  \\VaU:s  and  whtjfcrs. 

Cam.  My  Lord  of  Torkj  was  not  one  Dodor  P4i€€ 
In  this  Man's  place  before  him  ? 

Wol.  Yes,  he  wa% 

Cam.  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  Man  ? 

Wol.  Yes,  furely. 

P  5  Oun^ 
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Cam,  Believeme,  there's  an  ill  Oj^inioa  Ipread  tlieft 

Even  of  vour  felf,  Lord  Cardinal. 
JTo/.  How?  of  roc? 

* 

Cam.  They  will  not  ftick  tofay^  you  envy*d  bim; 
And  fearing  he  would  rife,  he  was  fo  virtuous^ 
Kept  him  a  foreign  Man  ftill,  which  fo  griev*d  huft^ 
That  he  ran  Mad,  and  dy*d. 

Wol.  Heav'n's  peace  be  with  him; 
That's  Chriftian  care  enough;  for  Kving  matlnarens 
There's  places  of  rebuke.     He  was  a  Fool, 
For  he  woiild  needs  be  viituous*    That  good  pelIow« 
If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment; 
I  will  have  none  fo  near  clfe.     Learn  this,  Bro^h^, 
yfe  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  Pcrfbns. 

Ki»^.  Deliver  this  with  fnodefty  to  th*  Queen. 

[^Exii  Gj|f# 

The  moft  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of. 

For  fuch  rcceit  of  Learning,  is  BlaekrFrjars  .• 

There  ye  ftiall  meet  about  this  weighty  Bufinefs* 

My  Wolfej,  fee  it  furnifli'd.     O  my  Lord^ 

Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  Man  to  leave 

Sofweet  a  Bcdfcflow?  ButConfcicnce,CoftfcienccT.— 

Q  *cis  a  tender  Place,  and  I  muft  leave  her.  L-^^ 

SCENE  III. 

Sxtcr  Anne  Bullen,  and  an  old  Ladj^ 

jit2>:e.  Not  for  that  neither— here's  the  pang  that 
His  Hiphnefs  having  liv'd  fo  long  with  her,  and  Ihe* 
So  good  a  Lady,  that  no  Tongue  could  ever 
Pronour.ce  diflionour  of  her;  by  my  Life, 
She  never  knew  harm-doing :  Oh,  now  after 
So  many  courfes  of  the  Sun  enthroned. 
Still  growing  in  a  M^i^^y  ^nd  Pomp*  the  which 
To  leave,  a  thoufand  fold  more  bitter,  than 
^Tis  fw  cct  at  firft  t*acquire.     After  this  Procefs^ 
To  give  her  the  Avaunr,  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  Monfter. 

{)ldL.  Hearts  of  moft  hard  leqipcr 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 
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jimu.  (y  God's  Willy  much  better 
She  ne^er  had  known  Pomp ;  though'c  be  temporal. 
Yet  if  that  quarrel.  Fortune^  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  fufferance,  paoging 
As  Soul  and  Body's  fevering, 

OldL.  Alas>  poor  Lady, 
She's  Stranger  now  again. 

jinne.  So  much  the  more 
Muft  pity  drop  upon  her;  verily 
I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  bom. 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  Content, 
Than  to  be  perk*d  up  in  a  glift'ring  Griefs 
And  wear  a  golden  Sorrow* 

OldL.  Our  Content 
Is  our  beft  having. 

jUne.  By  my  troth  and  Maidenhead* 
I  wduld  not  be  a  Queen.  ^ 

OldL.  fieftirewme*  I  would, 
^nd  venture  Maidenhead  for'r^  and  To  would  you 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  Hypocrifie; 
You  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  Woman  on  you> 
Have,  too,  a  Woman's  Heart,  which  ever  yet 
Affe<%ed  Eminence,  Wealth,  Sovereignty; 
Which,  to  fay  footh,  areBleffings;  and  which  Gifts 
^Saving  your  mincing)  the  Capacity 
Of  your  foft  C  hiverel  ,Confcience  would  receive. 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  ftretch  it. 

jlnne.  Nay,  good  troth— 

OldL.  Yes,  troth  an^  troth;  you  would  not  be  a  Queen? 

jinne.  No>  not  for  all  the  Riches  under  Heav*n. 

OldL.  *Tis  ftrange;  a  three-pence  bow'd  now  would  hire 
Old  as  {am,  to  Queen  it;  but  I  pray  you,  (rr.e, 

What  think  you  of  a  Dutchefs?  have  you  Limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  Title  { 

jInne.  No,  in  truth. 

Old  L.  Then  you  are  weakly  made,  pluck  oflFa  little^ 
I  would  not  be  a  young  Count  in  your  way. 
For  more  than  blufhiog  (;omes  to:  If  your  Back 
Cannot  vouc)ifafe  this  burthen^  'tis  too  wefik 
Ever  to  get  a  Boy 

P  4  Jtnne^ 
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jUn€.  How  you  do  talk  /  .^71 

I  fwear  again,  I  would  not  be  4  Queen 
For  all  the  World. 

OldL.  In  faith  for  little  EngUnd 
You'll  venture  an  cmballing :  1  my  fclf 
Would  for  CarnarvMjbirpt  although  there  longed 
No  iQote  to  t h'  Crown  but  that.  Lo,  w  ho  comes  here  / 

EHter  Lord  ChamkerUim. 

Cham.  Good  morrow.  Ladies ;  what  werit  wordi  to  koQf 
The  fecretof  your  Conference} 

jinne.  My  good  Lord, 
Kot  your  demand ;  it  values  not  your  asking  : 
Our  Miflrcfs  Sorrows  we  were  pitying, 

Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  BuHnefs,  and  becoming 
The  adion  of  good  Women,  there  is  hope 
AU  will  be  well. 

^n»e.  Now  I  pray  God,  Amen. 

Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  Mind,  and  heavenly  Bleffiiigs 
Follow  fuch  Creatures.     That  you  may,  fairLady^ 
Perceive  I  fpeak  fincerely,  and  high  Notes 
Ta*cn  of  your  many  Virtues;  the  King's  Majefly 
Commends  his  good  Opinion  of  you,  to  you;  atx} 
Does  purppfc  Honour  to  you  no  lefs  flowing 
iThan  Marchionefs  of  Pcmbreok,;  to  which  Title 
A  thoufand  pound  a  year,  Annual  fupporr, 
Cut  of  his  Grace,  he  adds. 

^»»c.  I  do  not  know 
What  kind  of  Obedience.  I  fliould  tender; 
M)re  than  my  All,  is  nothing:  Nor  my  Prayers 
Are  not  Words  duly  hallowcdf  nor  my  Wilhes' 
More  worth  than  empty  Vanities ;  yet  Prayers  and  Wi(be( 
Are  all  I  can  return.     'Bcfeech  your  LordHiip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  Thanks,  and  my  Obedience, 
As  from  a  bluQiing  Han^.aid  to  his  Highnefs; 
Whofe  Health  and  Royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  Lady; 
I  (hail  not  fail  t*  approve  the  fair  conceit 
The  King  hath  of  you.     I  haveperus'd  her  we'I, 
^.aury  and  Honour  in  her  are  fo  mingled, 
Thjf  they  have  caughtthe  King;  and  who  knows  yett 
^  It  (rovfi  thifi  {«ady  may  proceed  a  Gem, 

I  To 
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Tb  ligBten  all  this  Ifle  f  111  to  the  King, 

Aod  hy  I  rpoke  with  yon.  [£x/>  QMmherlaiH. 

Anne.  My  honoured  Lord. 
'    OUL.  Why  this  it  is:  See,  iee, 
I  have  been  begging  (ixteen  Years  in  Court 
(Am  yet  a  Courtier  beggarly)  nor  coald 
Come  pat  betwixt  too'early,  and  too  late 
For  any  fuit  of  Pounds ;  and  you,  oh  fare, 
A  very  frefli  Fifh  here ;  fie,  he,  fie  upon 
This  compeird  fortune,  have  your  Mouth  filfd  up. 
Before  you  open  it. 

Atme.  This  is  fh-ange  to  me. 

OliL.  How  taftes  ir  ?  Is  it  bitter  ?  Forty  Pence,  no: 
There  was  an  old  Lady  once  (^tis  an  old  Stor) ) 
That  would  not  be  a  Queen,  that  would  (be  nor. 
For  all  the  mud  m  ^nft\  have  you  heard  it? 

jtnne.  Come,  you  are  pleafant. 

OldL.  With  your  Theme,  I  could 
O*er«.mount the  Lark;  tbeMarchionefsof  Pri^^^^d^? 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  for  pure  refped  ? 
No  other  Obligation  \  By  my  Life, 
That  promifes  more  thoufands:  Honour's  train 
Is  longer  than  his  Fore- skirt;  by  this  time 
I  know  your  Back  will  bear  a  Dutchc  fs.     Say, 
Are  you  not  flronger  than  you  were  \ 

Afmt.  Good  Lady, 
Make  your  felf  Mirth  with  your  particular  Fancy, 
And  leave  me  out  on't*    Would  I  had  no  being. 
If  this  fahitemy  Blood  a  jor;  it  faints  me 
Tathink  what  follows. 
The  Qjeen  is  comfonlefs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  abfence;  pray  do  not  deliver. 
What  here  y^ave  heard  to  her, 

OldL.  Vhat  do  you  think  me  ■  {Exenm^ 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

TrMmpets^  S$tmtt^  Md  Cornets.  Enter  twa  FirgerSf  with  port 
Silver  fFands;  mwtkom  two  Scrihsimthihahiis  ofDohorsi 
After  tbenh  tboBififopof  Canterbury  nlonei  after  himj,  the 
pJbofsofLmoalin^  Ely,  &ochefler,ifW&^  A/aphj  xexttlum^ 

with 
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with  fime  fmaU  diftance^  folUws  iL  Gintlemdm  icMritig  tt^ 
Pitrfe^  with  the  great  Sealy  and  a  Card$mafs  Hat ;  them  tw^ 
Priefts,  hearing  each  a  Stiver  Crofei  the»a  GefittcmMn^Jfffiffr 
tare-headed^  accompanied  with  a  Serjeamt  at  jirmsy  itartiig^^ 


a  Mace ;  then  two  Gentlemen,  bearmg  Mwo  Silver  PglUrs  j. 
after  them^  fine  bj  Jide^  the  two  Cardinals^  two  NMemem^ 
with  the  Sword  and  Mace.  TTje  Ktng  takes  flace  mmder  tha\ 
Cloth  of  State ;  the  two  Cardinals  Jit  tsnder  him  ms  Jmdffs^ 
The  Qneen  takes  place  fome  difinnce  from  the  King.  The  K^ 
Jhops  place  themfelves  on  each  fide  the  Court  in  fmammer  ^fa 
Confiftorjfi  Below  thefn^  the  Scribes,  The  Lords  fit  ef$xt  ih^ 
Bi  jhops.  The  refi  of  the  Attendants  fia^d  in  cotrtfeni^jeatda 
about  the  Stage. 

\yoU  Whild  our  Commiflion  from  Rome  is  read. 
Let  (ilence  be  commanded. 

King.  .What's  the  need  ? 
It  hath  already  publickly  been  read^ 
And  on  all  (ides  th'  Authority  aliow'd, 
You  may  then  fpare  that  time, 

WoL  Be't  fo,  proceed. 

Scribe.  S\y^Henrj¥i\^%o(  England,  come  into  the  JCottit| 

Cryer.  Henry  King  of  England^  &c. 

King.  Here, 

Scribe.  Say,  Katherine  Queen  of  England, 
Come  into  the  Court. 

Crjer.  Katherine^  Q^ieen  of  England j  &c. 
The  Queen  makes  no  anfwer^  rifes  out  of  her  Chair,  goes  at^$n 

the  Court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kneels  at  his  Feet ;  th^if 

fpeaks; 
Sir,  I  defire  you  to  do  me  Right  and  Juftice,  . 
And  to  beftow  your  Pity  on  me;  for 
I  am  a  mod  poor  Woman,  and  a  Stranger, 
Born  oit of  your  Dominions ;  having  here 
No  Judge  ip<^ifFerenr,  nor  no  more  aflurance 
Of  equal  Fncndfliip  and  Proceeding.     Alas,  Sir, 
In  what  have  I  offended  you  ?  What  caufe 
Harh  my  behaviour  given  to  your  difplcafure. 
That  thus  you  fhould  proceed  to  put  me  off^ 
And  take  your  good  Grace  from  me?  Heav'n  witnefsj 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  Wife, 

At 
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At  all  times  to  your  Will  coMfbrmable : 

Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  diflike, 

Yea,  fubjeft  to  your  Countenance ;  glad,  or  forry. 

As  I  faw  it  inclitiM  i  irhen  was  the  hour 

I  ever  contradifted  yow  Defire  ? 

Or  made  it  not  mine  too?  Or  which  of  your  Friends 

Have  I  not  ftrove  to  Love,  alchough  I  knew 

He  were  mine  Encffty  ?  What  Friend  of  mine. 

That  had  to  him  derived  your  Anger,  did  I 

Continue  in  *y  tilrihg?  nay,  cave  notice 

He  was  from  thence  difchaT^'d?  Sir,  call  to  mind. 

That  I  have  been  your  Wife^  in  this  Obedie  nee, 

Upward  of  twenty  Years,  ard  have  been  Weft 

With  many  Children  by  you.     If  in  the  courfe 

And  procefi  "of  this  rinie  you  can  report. 

And  prove  it  too,  againft  mine  Honour  oughr. 

My  bond  of  Wedlock,  or  my  Love  and  Duty 

Againft  your  Sacred  Perfen;  in  God*s  name 

Turn  me  away  ;  and  let  foul'ft  Contentpt 

Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  give  me  up 

To  the  fliarp'ft  kind  of  Juflice.     Plcafeyou,  Sir, 

The  Kingi  your  Father,  was  reputed  for 

A  Prince  moft  prudent,  and  an  excellent 

And  unmatch*d  Wit  and  Judgment.     Ferdinancl 

My  Father,  King  of  Spain,  was  reckoned  one 

The  wifeft  Prince,  that  there  had  reign'd,  by  many 

A  year  before*    It  is  not  to  be  queftion'd. 

That  they  had  gathered  a  wife  Council  to  them 

Of  every  Rea^m,  that  did  debate  this  Bufineft, 

WhodeemM  our  Marriage  IawfLr|.WhereforcI  humbly 

Befeech  yo*,  Sir,  to  fpare  me,  •till  I  may 

Be  by  my  Friends  in  Spain  advis'd;  whofe  Counfcl 

I  will  implore.    If  not,  iW'nataeof  God 

Your  pleafure  be  fulfilN. 

Wol.  You  have  here.  Lady, 
(And  of  your  choice^  thefe  Reverend  Fathers,  Men 
pf  fingular  Integrity  and  "Learning: 
Yea,  tl^elefib  oVh*  tand,  who  are  affcmblcd 
To  plead  your Ciufe.    It  (hall  be  therefore  bootlefb 
T|^t  longer  you  defer  the  Couit|  as  wcl| 

For 
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For  your  own  quiet)  as  to  redifie 
What  is  unfectled  in  the  King* 

Cam.  His  Grace 
Hath  fpoken  well,  andjuftly;  therefore*  MtdaflSt 
It's  Bt  this  Royal  Seilion  do  proceed. 
And  that,  without  deity,  their  Arguments 
Be  now  produc*d,  and  beard. 

Qneen.  Lord  Cardinal*  to  you'll  fpeak* 

WbL  Your  pleafure.  Madam. 

Queen.  Sir,  I  am  about  to  weep ;  but  thinking  tbikt  ^ 
We  are  a  C^en,  or  long  have  dream*d  fo,  certain  ;  - 

The  Daughter  of  a  King,  my  drops  of  Tears 
ril  turn  to  fparks  of  Fire* 

Wol.  Be  patient  yet— — 

Queen.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble,  nay  beforCt 
Or  God  will  punilh  me.    I  do  believe, 
Induc'd  by  potent  Circumftances,  that 
You  are  mini;  Enemy,  and  make  my  Challenge, 
You  (hall  not  be  my  Judge,     For  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  Coal,  betwixt  my  Lord  and  me. 
Which  God's  dew  quench;  therefote,  Ifayagain, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea»  from  my  Soul 
Refufe  you  for  my  Judge,   whom  yet  once  more 
I  hold  my  mod  mancious  Foe^  and  think  not 
At  all  a  Friend  to  Truth.  -     - 

WoU  I  do  profcfs 
You  fpeak  not  like  yourfelf,  whoever  yet 
Have  ftood  to  Charity,  and  diij^lay'd  th'eflFcds 
Of  Difpofition  gentle,  and  of  Wifdom 
O*er-topping  Woman's  power.     Madam,  you  do  me  wroog^ 
I  have  no  Spleen  again  ft  you,  nor  Injuflice 
For  you,  or  any;  how  far  I  have  proceeded. 
Or  how  far  further  (hall,  is  warranted 
By  a  Commiflion  from  the  ConHftory, 
V  Yea,  the  whole  Confi  ftory  of  Rome.  You  charge  me» 
That  I  have  blown  this  Coal;  I  do  deny  it» 
The  King  is  prefent:  If  it  be  known  to  him. 
That  I  gainfay  my  Deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  Falfliood?  yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  Truihu    If  he  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  Report,  he  knows; 
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t  am  not  of  your  Wrong.    Therefore  in  him 

tc  lyes  to  cure  me,  and  thie  Cure  is  to 

Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.  The  which  before 

His  Highnefs  (hall  fpeak  in^  I  do  befeech' 

You,  gracious  Madam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking^    ' 

And  to  fay  no  more. 

Queen.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 
I  am  a  fimple  Woman,  much  too  weak 
T'oppofe  your  Cunnings    Y'aremeek,  and  humble  mourh'd^ 
You  ngn  your  Place  and  Calling,  in  full  feeming, 
WithMeeknefs  and  Humility;  but  your  Heart 
Is  cramihM  with  Arrogance,  Spleen  and  Pride, 
Yqu  have  by  Fortune  and  his  Highnefs  Favours, 
Gone  (lightly  o'erlow  Steps,  and  now  are  mounted 
Where  Powers  are  your  Retainers,  and  your  Words, 
Domeflicks  to  you,  ferve  your  Will,  as't  pleafe 
Vour  felf  pronounce  their  Office.     I  mu(l  tell  you. 
You  tender  more  your  Perfon's  Honour,  than 
Your  high  Profe(]ion  Spiritual.    That  again 
I  do  refufe  you  for  my  Judge,  and  here 
Before  you  all.  Appeal  unto  the  Pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  Oufe  *fore  his  Holinefs, 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

She  CHttfies  to  the  King^  and  offers  to  depart. 

Cam.  The  Queen  is  obftinate. 
Stubborn  to  Juftice,  apt  to  accufe  it,  and 
Difdainful  to  be  tryM  by't  j  'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

Kit^   Call  her  again. 

Crjer.  Katherine^  Queen  of  Englandj  come  into  the  Courts 

Vjber.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back. 

Queen.  What,  need  you  note  it^  pray  you  keep  your  way. 
When  you  are  callV),  return*     Now  the  Lord  help^ 
They  vex  me  paft  my  patience— —pray  you  pafs  on ; 
I  wiU  not  tarrjr;  no,  nor  ever  more 
Upon  this  hunoieis  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  Courts. 

[Exeum  Queeuy  and  her  Attendants. 

King.  Go  thy  ways,  Katep 
That  Man  i'th' World,  who  (hall  report  he  has 
A  better  Wife^  let  him  in  nought  be  truftedj 

for 


lytfo  The  LI  FE  of 

Bcaririg  a  ttate  of  mighty  moment  in't. 
And  confequence  of  dread^  that  I  committed 
The  darihg'ft  Councel  which  I  had  to  doubt. 
And  did  intreatyour  Highnefs  to  this  Courfe, 
Which  you  ate  running  here. 

King,  t  then  mov'd  you, 
My  Lord  of  Canterbmrjj  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  Summons  unfollicited. 
I  left  no  reverend  Pcrfon  in  this  Court, 
But  by  particular  confent  proceeded 
Under  yoiir  Hands  and  Seals ;  therefore  go  on. 
For  no  diflike  i'th*  World  againft  the  Perfon 
Of  our  good  Qncfen^  but  the  iharp  thorny  Pointjl 
Of  my  alledged  Reafons>  drives  this  forward  : 
Prove  but  our  Marriage  lawful,  by  my  Life 
And  kingly  Dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  State  to  come^  with  her 
(Katharine  our  Qjicen)  before  theprimeft  Creature 
That's  Paragoned  o'th*  World. 

Canu  So  pleafe  your  Highne6» 
The  Qiieen  being  abfent,  *tis  a  needful  fitneftf 
That  we  Adjourn  this  Court  to  a  further  day  i 
Mean  while  mufl:  be  an  earneft  motioo 
Made  to  the  Queen,  to  call  back  her  Appeal 
She  intends  unto  his  Holinefs. 

Kinj^.  I  may  perceive 
Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  tne  :  I  abhor 
This  dilatory  Sloth,  and  Tricks  of  Rome. 
My  learned  and  well-beloved  Servant  Cranmir^ 
Prithee  return;  with  thy  approach,  I  koowt 
My  comfort  comes  along :  break  up  the  Court; 
t  (ay,  fet  on.  [Exeunt^  in  msmmr  ^  they  tm^di 
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ACT  III.    SCENE    t 

Enter  Queen  and  her  Women^  as  at  Werk^ 
Oi»^^».'*p*  A  K  E  thy  Lute,  Wench, 

X    My  Soul  grows  faft  with  Troubles, 
Singt  and  difperfe  'em  if  thou  can* ft  :  leave  working* 
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ORpheusi  7t;iih  his  Lute^  modi  Trus^ 
jind  the  AdouHtMH  ttps^  thsifreciUf 

Bow  tkemfelves  when  he  didfing. 

To  his  Mujick^p  Plants  and  Flowers 

Ever  fpringy  as  Sun  and  Showers 

There  had  made  a  lafiing  Spring. 

Every  thing  that  heard  himplaj. 

Even  the  Billows  of  the  Sea^ 

Hung  their  Heads^  and  then  U)  bj. 

Injweet  Mufick^  is  fuch  Art^ 

Killing  Care^  and  Grief  of  Hearty      ^      .  ■      ^ 

Fall  ajleepp  ^r  hearing  dje. 

Enter  a  Gentlemam 
Qtyen.  How  now  ? 

Gent.  And'c  pltafe  your  Grace^  the  two  great  CarditiaJi 
Wait  in  the  Prcfcnce. 

Qmeen.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Gent.  They  will'd  me  fay  fo.  Madam. 
Queen.  Pray  their  Graces 
To  come  near;  what  can  be  their  Bufinefs 
.With  me,  a  poor  weak  Woman,  fairn  froib  Favour { 
I  do  not  like  their  coming.     Now  I  think  on't. 
They  (hould  be  good  Men,  their  Affairs  are  Righteour^ 
But,  All  Hoods  make  not  Monks. 

Enter  the  Cardinals  Wolfey  and  Campeius. 
ff^oL  Peace  to  ybur  Highneft. 

Qmoem.  Your  Graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  Houfe-wife^ 
(I  would  be  all^  agiinft  the  worft  may  happen  : 
What  are  your  Plealfares  with  me,  Reverend  Lords? 

Wi/p  May  it  i*lei(e  youi  Noble  Madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  your  private  Chamber ;  we  (hall  give  yotx 
The  full  Caufe  of  our  coming. 

Qrieem  Speak  it  here. 
There's  nothing  I  hAve  done  yet,  o'  my  Confcience^ 
Deferves  a  Corner;  would  all  other  Women 
p}u]d  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  Sou),  as  I  do : 
My  Lordf^  I  care  not  ( fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  t  numbcrJ  if  my  AAioas 
V«i:,  iV,  a  Wer« 
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Were  try'd  by  every  Tongue,  every  Eye  faw  'chu 
Envy  and  bafe  Opinion  fee  agaioft  'en), 
I  know  my  Lifefo  even.    If  your  Bufinefs 
Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  Wife  in  ; 
Out  with  it  boldly:  Truth  loves  open  Dealing. 

WoL  Tantaefi  erga  te  mentis  integritas^  Regina  Scrcmffimd^ 
Oucen.  Good  my  Lord,  no  Latin ; 
I  am  not  fach  a  Truant  fince  my  coming, 
As  not  to  know  the  Language  I  have  liv'd  in : 
A  ft  range  Tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  ftrange,  fufpicious! 
Pray  fpeak  in  EngliJJj;  here  are  fome  will  thank  you. 
If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  Miftrefs  fake  ; 
Believe  me  (he  has  had  much  wrong.     Lord  Cardt^al^ 
The  willing'ft  Sin  I  ever  yet  committed, 
Mav  be  abfolv'd  in  Englip. 

mi.  Noble  Lady^ 
I  am  ferry  my  Integrity  fliould  breed 
(And  Service  to  his  Majefty  and  you) 
So  deep  Sufpicion,  where  all  Faith  was  meant ; 
,  We  come  not  by  the  way  of  Accufation, 
To  taint  that  Honour  every  good  Tongue  bleffes  y 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  Sorrow, 
You  have  too  much,  good  Lady :  But  to  know 
How  you  ftand  minded  in  the  weighty  Difference 
Between  the  King  and  you,  and  to  deliver, 
Like  free  and  honeft  Men,  our  juft  Opinions, 
And  comforts  to  your  Caufe. 

Cam.  Moft  honoured  Madam, 
My  Lord  ofTork,^  out  of  his  noble  Nature, 
Zeal  and  Obedience,  he  ft  ill  bore  your  Gracf^ 
Forcetting,  like  a  good  Man,  your  late  Ceofure 
Both  of  his  Truth  and  him,  f which  was  toofar> 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  fign  of  Peace, 
His  Service  and  his  Counfel. 

Qhcw.  To  berray  me^ 
My  Lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills. 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  Men,  pray  God  ye  prove  fo> 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  Anfwer 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  Honour, 
,  (More  near  my  Life,  I  fear^  with  my  weak  Wit^ 
And  to  fuch  M^n  of  Gravity  and  Learning} 
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In  truth  i  know  not.     I  was  fet  at  work 

Among  jny  Maids,  full  little*  God  know%  looking 

Either  for  fuch  Men,  or  fuch  Buiinefs; 

For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  for  I  fed 

The  laft  fit  of  my  Greatnefs,  good  your  Gracej^ 

Let  ine  have  Time  and  Council  for  my  Caufe : 

Alas,  I  am  a  Woman  friendlefs,  hopelefs. 

WoL  Madam^ 
Vou  wrong  the  King's  Love  with  thofc  t^ears> 
Vour  Hopes  and  Friends  are  infinite. 

Qmcin.  In  England^ 
But  little  for  my  profit  \  Can  yoU  t[iink^  Lord> 
That  any  EngUJh  Min  dare  give  me  Counlel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  Friend  'gainft  his  Highnefs  pleafurQ 
Though  he  be  grown  fo  defperate  to  be  honefl, 
And  live  a  Subjeft?  Nay  forfooth,  my  Friends, 
They  that  mu(l  weigh  out  my  Affli&ions, 
They  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here^ 
They  are,  as  all  my  other  Comforts,  far  hence 
In  mine  own  Country^  Lords. 

Cam.  I  would  your  Grace 
Would  leave  your  Griefs,  and  take  my  Counfel, 
QtfceH*  How,  Sir? 

Cam.  Put  your  main  Caufe  into  the  King's  Protefl'oftjJ 
He's  loving  and  moft  gracious^    *Twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  Honour  better,  and  your  Caufe  : 
For  if  the  Trial  of  the  Law  o'er*take  ye, 
You'll  part  away  difgrac*d« 
ffit.  He  tells  you  rightly. 
Queens  Yetellmewhatyewi(hforboth|myRuin ; 
ts  this  your  Chriftian  Counfel  {  Out  upon  ye, 
Heav'n  is  above  all  yet ;  there  fits  a  Judge» 
That  no  King  can  corrupt. 
Cam^  Your  Rage  miftakes  us* 

Qmeen.  The  more  Ihainc  for  ye ;  holy  Men  I  thought  ye^ 
Upon  my  Soul,  two  reverend  Cardinal  Virtues  ; 
But  Cardinal  Sins,  and  hollow  Hearts,  I  fear  ye  t 
Mend  *em  for  (hame,  itiy  Lords :  Is  this  your  comfort  { 
The  Cotdial  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  Lady  ? 
A  Woman  loft  among  ye^  laugh*d  at,  fcorn'd  ? 
t  Will  not  Wiih  ye  halt  my  Miferi^ 
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I  have  more  Charity,    ^ut  fay  I  warn'd  ye; 

Take  heed,  for  Heav'ns  fake  take  heed,  left  at  once 

The  burthen  of  my  Sorrows  fall  upon  ye. 

ffoL  Midam,  this  is  a  meer  Diftradion, 
You  turn  the  Good  we  oiFer  into  Envy. 

Queen.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing.     Wo  upDO  ye. 
And  all  fuch  falfe  Profeffbrs-     Would.you  havemct 
(  l£  you  have  any  Juftice,  any  Pity, ' 
If  ye  be  any  thing,  but  Churchmens  Habits^ 
Put  my  (ick  Caufe  into  his  Hands  that  hates  me? 
Alas,  h'as  baniflrd  me  his  Bed  already. 
His  Love  too,  long  ago.    I  am  old,  my  Lords^ 
And  all  the  Fellowftiip  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  by  Obedience.    What  can  happen 
Tome,  above  this  wrctchednefs?  All  your  Studied 
M  ike  .me  a  Curfe,  like  this. 
Cam.  Your  fears  are  worfe. 
Queen.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long  (let  me  fpeak  my  felfi 

Since  Virtue  finds  no  Friends^  a  Wife,  a  true  one  ? 

A  Woman  (1  dare  fay  without  Vain-glory) 

Never  yet  branded  with  Sufpicion  ? 

Have  r,  whh  all  my  full  Affeftions 

Still  met  the  King?  lov'd  him  next  Heav'n,  obeyed  him 

Been,  out  of  fondnefs,  fuperftitious  to  him  ? 

Almoft  forgot  liiy  Prayers  to  content  him? 

And  am  I  thus  rewar4ed  ?  *tis  not  well.  Lords. 

^B  ing  me  a  conftant  Woman  to  her  Husband, 

One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  Joy,  beyond  his  pleafure  j 

And  to  that  Woman,  when  (he  has  done  mod. 

Yet  will  I  add  an  Honour ;  a  great  Patience. 
fVol.  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good 

We  aim  at. 

Queen.  My  Lord, 

I  dare  not  make  my  felf  fo  guilty,  , 

To  give  T]p  willingly  that  noble  Title 

Your  Mafter  wed  me  to:  Nothing  but  Death 

Shall  e'er  divorce  my  Dignities. 
Hv/.  Pray,  hear  me  ■ 

Qftcen.  Would  I  had  never  trod  thh  JEn^liJbUsirtbi 

Or  telt  the  Flatteries  that  grow  upon  it : 

Ye  have  Angels  Faces^  but  Heav'n  knows  your  Hearts*  * 
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Whit  (hall  become  of  me  now !  wretched  Lady  f 

I  am  the  moft  unhappy  Woman  living. 

Alas,  poor  Wenches,  where  arc  now  your  Fortunes  ? 

[To  her  Women. 
Shfp-wrack'd  upon  a  Kingdom,  where  no.  Pity, 
Np  Friends,  no  Hope,  no  Kindred  weep  for  me  ? 
Almofl  no  Grave  allow'd  me?  lijce  the  L'lly, 
That  once  was  Miftrefsof  the  Field,  andflouriih'd, 
I'll  hang  my  Head,  and  periHi. 
WoL  If  your  Grace' 
.     Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  Ends  are  hone  ft. 
You'll  feel  more  comfort.  Why  fliould  we, good  Lady, 
Upon  what  caufe  wrong  you  ?  Alas,  our  Places, 
The  way  of  our  Profeffion  is  againft  it; 
We  are  to  cure  fuch  Sorrows,  not  to  fow  *em. 
For  goodnefs  fake  confider  what  you  do. 
How  you  may  hurt  your  felf,  ay,  utterly 
Grow  from  the  King's  Acquaintance,  by  tKis  Carriage. 
The  Hearts  of  Princes  kifs  Obedience, 
So  much  they  love  it :  But  to  ftubborn  Spirits^ 
They  fwell  and  grow  as  terrible  as  Storms. 
I  know  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  Temper, 
A  Soul  as  even  as  a  Calm ;  pray  think  us, 
1  hofe  we  profefs.  Peace-makers,  Friends  and  Servants. 

Cam.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  fo : 
You  wrong  your  Virtues 

With  thefe  weak  Womens  fears.    A  Noble  Spirit, 
As  yours  was,  p'  t  into  you  evercafts 
Such  doubts  as  falfe  Coin  from  it.  The  King  loves  you, 
Beware  you  lofe  it  not ;  for  us  (if  you  pleafe 
To  truft  us  in  your  Bufinefs^  we  are  ready 
To  ufe  our  utmoft  Studies  in  your  Service. 

Queen.  Do  what  you  will,  my  Lords; 
And  pray  forgive  me. 
If  I  have  us'd  my  felf  unmannerly  ; 
You  know  I  am  a  Worn  in,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  Perfons. 
Pray  do  my  Service  to  his  Majefty, 
He  has  my  Heart  yet ;  and  (hall  have  my  Prayers 
While  I  fhall  have  my  Life.    Come,  Kdverend  Father^ 
Beftow  your  Couafcls  on  me.    She  now  begs 

Q  }  That 
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That  little  thought  when  (he  Tet  footing  here. 

She  ihould  have  ix>ught  her  Dignities  fo  dear.         [Exit 

SCENE   IL 

JEhW  the  D^kfof  Norfolk,  DmI^  of  SuflFoIfc  Lard  Sum 

4Hd  Lord  ChamherUin* 

Nor.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  Complaints^ 
And  force  them  with  a  Conftancy,  the  Cardinal 
Cannot  ftand  under  them.    If  you  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife. 
But  that  you  (hall  fuilain  more  new  Difgraces, 
With  thefe  you  bear  aheady. 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 
To  meet  thedeaft  Occadon  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  Father-in-law  the  Duke, 
[To  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Suf.  Which  of  the  Peers 
Have  unconremn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  leaft 
Strangely  negleded  ?  When  did  he  regard 
The  (lamp  of  Noblene(s  in  any  Perfon 
Out  of  himfelf  ? 

Cham.  My  Lords,  you  fpeak  your  Pleafurcs ; 
What  he  deferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know  : 
What  we  can  do  him  (though  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us)  I  much  fear.     If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  accefs  to  th'Kinp,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  King  in*s  Tongue. 

Nor.  O  fear  him  not. 
His  Spell  in  that  is  out ;  the  King  hath  found 
Matter  againft  him   that  for  ever  mars 
The  Hony  of  his  Language.     No,  he*s  fettled. 
Not  to  come  off,  in  his  high  Difplearure. 

Snr.  Sir, 
I  (hould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  News  as  tbU 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  Divorce,  his  contrary  Proceeding! 
^re  9:1  unfoldctl ;  wherein  h^  appears. 
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As  I  would  wifh  mine  Enemy. 

SMr.  How  came 
His  Pradices  to  light  ? 

Sm/.  Moft  ftrangely. 

Smr.  O  how  ?  how  ? 

Smf.  The  Cardinars  Letters  to  the  Pope  mifcarricd. 
And  came  to  th'Eye  o'th'King,  wherein  was  read. 
How  that  the  Cardfinal  did  intreat  his  Holincfs 
To  ftay  the  Judgment  o'th'  Divorce ;  for  if 
Jt  did  take  place,  I  do>  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  King  is  tangled  in  AiFedion>  to 
•  A  Creature  of  the  Queen's,  Lady  jiftnc  Bnllen. 

Sur.  Ha's  the  King  this? 

Suf.  Believe  it, 

Sttr.  Will  this  work  ? 

Ojam.  The  King  in  this  perceives  him,  1k>w  he  coafts 
An4  hedges  his  own  way.    But  in  this  Point, 
All  his  tricks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  Phyflck 
After  his  Patient's  death ;  the  King  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  Lady. 

Sur.  Would  he  had. 

Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wilh,  my  Lord, 
For  I  profefs  you  have  it. 

Snr.  Now  all  my  joy 
Trace  the  Conjunftion. 

Snf.  My  Amen  to't. 

Nor.  All  Mens. 

Suf.  There's  order  given  for  her  Coronation  : 
Marry  this  is  but  young,  and  may  be  left 
To  fome  Ears  unrecounted.    Bur,  my  Lords, 
She  is  a  gallant  Creature,  and  compleat 
In  Mind  and  Feature,  I  perfuade  me  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  Blefling  to  this  Land,  which  ihall 
In  it  be  memoriz'd. 

Sur.  But  will  the  King 
Digcft  this  Letter  of  the  Cardinal's  ? 
The  Lord  forbid. 

Nor.  Marry,  Amen. 

Suf.  No,  no : 
There  be  moe  Wafps  that  bur  about  his  Nofe, 
Will  make  this  fling  the  fooner.    Cardinal  Camptim^ 

Q4  I* 
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Is  ftoln  aw^y  to  R^mc,  hath  ta'cn  no  leave. 
Has  left  the  Caufe  to  th'  King  unhandled,  an4 
Ispofted  as  the  Agent  of  our  Cardinal, 
To  fecond  all  his  Plot.    I  do  afTure  you^ 
The  King  cry'd  Ha  f  at  this, 

Cham.  Now  God  incenfe  himy 
And  let  l^im  cry  Ha,  louder. 

Nor.  But,  my  Lord, 
When  returns  Cranmer  t 

Suf.  He  is  returned  with  bis  Opinions,  which 
Have  fatisfy'd  the  King  for  his  Divorce, 
6athi£r'd  fron^  all  the  f anious  Colleges 
Almofl  in  Chriftendoro;  fliortly,  I  believe. 
His  fecond  Marriage  /hall  be  publiih'd,  and 
Her  Coronation.     Katherine  no  more 
Shall  be  caird  Queen,  but  Princefs  Dowager, 
A  Widow  to  Prince  Arthur. 

Nor.  This  fame  Cranmer  % 
A  worthy  Fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  niuch,  pain 
In  the  King's  Bufinefs. 

Stif.  He  has,  and  we  ihall  fee  him. 
For  it,  an  Archbifliop, 

Nor.  So  I  hear. 

Snf.  'Tis  fo. 

Enter  Wolfey  and  Cromwel- 
The  Cardinal. 

Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 

WoU  The  Packet^  Cromwel^ 
Gav't  you  the  King? 

Crom.  To  \\\%  own  Hand,  in's  Bed-chamber. 

WoU  Look'd  he  o'th'  infide  of  the  Paper? 

Crom.  Prefently, 
He  did  unfeal  them,  and  the  6rft  he  view'd, 
He  did  it  with  a  ferious  Mind ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  Countenance,     You  he  bad 
Attend  him  her.e  this  Morning* . 

JVok  Is  he  ready  to  come  Abroad^ 

Crom.  I  think  by  this  he  is. 

Wkl.  Leave  me  a  while.  [£xi>Crom«el 

It  (hall  be  to  th^  Dutchefs  of  Menfottt  L^^'f 

f  he  French  King's  Sifter ;  he  (^lall  marry  lief<^ 
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u^ne  BhUch  I— No»  I'll  no  Anne  Bmllens  for  him, 

There's  more  in'tthan  fair  Vilage BulUnl 

No»  we'll  no  BW/em——P— Speedily  I  wiih 

To  hear  from  Rome the  Marchionefs  of  Pembreo^X..^..^ 

Nor.  He's  difcontented. 

Sfrf.  May  be  he  bears  the  King 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Stn".  Sharp  enough. 
Lord  for  thy  Juftice. 

WoL  \_4fidei\  The  late  Queen's  Gentlewoman ! 
AKnight's  Daughter  i 

To  be  her  Miftrefs's  Miftrefs  J  the  Queen's  Queen  I— 
This  Candle  burns  not  clear,  'tis  I  muft  fnu£F  if. 
Then  out  it  goes— —— What  though  I  know  her  virtuous 
And  well-delerving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fpleeny  Lutheran*  and  not  yholfom  to 

Our  Caufe! tljat  (he  fliould  Jye  i'th'  Bofom  of 

pur  hard-rul'd  King ! Again,  there  is  fprung  up 

An  Heretick,  an  arch  one ;  Cranmerj  one 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  King, 
And  is  his  Oracle. 

Nbrf.  He's  vex'd  at  fometliing. 

Enter  King^  reading  of  a  Schedule. 

Stir.  I  would  'twere  fomething  that  would  fret  the  firing 
The  Mafter-cord  on's  Heart. 

Sttf.  The  King,  the  King. 

King^  What  piles  of  VVealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  Portion  I  and  what  expence  by  th'  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him !  how  i'th*  name  of  Thrift 
Does  he  rake  this  together  I  Mow,  my  Lords, 
Saw  you  the  Cardinal? 

Norm  My  Lord,  we  have 
Stood  here  obferving  him«  Some  firange  Commotion 
Is  in  his  Brain ;  he  bites  his  Lip  and  ftarts^ 
Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  Ground,    , 
Then  lays  his  Finger  on  his  Temple ;  ftraighc 
Springs  out  into  faft  Gate,  then  ftops  again. 
Strikes  his  Breaft  hard,  and  then  anon,  he  cafts 
His  Eye  againft  the  Moon,  in  moft  firange  Poftur^ 
yVe  have  feen  him  fet  himfelf* 

King.  It  may  well  be* 

There 
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There  is  a  Mutiny  in's  mind.    This  Morning,^ 

Papers  of  State  he  fcnt  me  to  pcrufe, 

As  I  requir'd ;  and  wot  you  what  I  found 

There,  on  my  Confcience  put  unwittingly, 

Forfooth  an  Inventory,  thus  importing 

The  feveral  parcels  of  his  Plate,  his  Treafure, 

Rich  StufFs  and  Ornaments  of  Houfhold,  which 

I  find  at  fuch  a  proud  Rate,  that  it  out-(peaks 

Pofleffion  of  a  Subjed, 

Nor.  It's  Heaven's  will. 
Some  Spirit  put  this  Paper  in  the  Packet, 
To  blefs  your  Eye  withal. 

Kin^.  If  we  did  think 
His  Contemplations  were  above  the  Earth, 
And  fix'd  on  fpiritual  Objeds,  he  (hould  (till 
Dwell  in  his  Mufings,  but  I  am  afraid 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  Moon,  nor  worth 
His  ferious  confidering. 

King  takes  his  Seat^  whifpers  Lovel,  who  goes  to  Wolfey^ 

WoL  Heaven  forgive  me 

Ever  God  blefs  your  Hichnefs— — 

King.  Good  my  Lord, 
You  are  full  of  heavenly  Stuff,  and  bear  the  Inventory 
Of  your  beft  Graces,  in  your  Mind;  the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'er;  you  have  fcarce  tinr^jB 
To  fkal  from  fpiritual  leifure,  a  brief  fpan 
To  keep  your  earthly  Audit,  fure  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  Husband,  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  Companion, 

WoL  Sir, 
For  Holy  Offices  I  have  a  time;  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  Bufinefs,  which 
I  beari'th*  State;  and  Natute  does  require 
Her  times  of  Prefervation,  which  perforce 
I  her  frail  Son,  amongft  my  Brethren  mortal, 
Muft  give  my  tendance  to. 

King.  You  have  faid  well. 

WoL  And  ever  may  your  Highnefs  yoke  together,' 
As  I  will  lend  you  caafe,  my  doing  wellji 
Wit''  my  wcil  faying. 

King.  *Tis  well  faid  again. 

And 
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And  'tis  I  kind  of  good  Deed  to  fay  well. 
And  yet  Words  are  no  Deeds.  My  Father  lov*d  you, 
He  faid  he  did,  and  with  this  Deed  did  crown 
His  Word  ujfon  you.    Since  I  had  my  Office 
I  have  kept  you  next  my  Heart,  have  not  alone 
Imploy'd  you  where  high  Profits  might  come  homcj 
But  par'd  my  prefent  Havings,  to  bcftow 
My  Bounties  upon  you. 

IFoL  What  (hould  this  mean?  [j4/tJc. 

Smr.  The  Lord  increafe  this  Bufinefs,        [jijidc. 
King^  Have  I  not  made  you 
The  prime  Man  of  the  State?  I  pray  you  tellme* 
If  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true : 
And  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  withal 
If  you  are  to  bound  to  us,  or  no.     What  fay  you  I 
Wol.  My  Sovereign,  I  confefs  your  Royal  Graces 
Showr'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more  than  could 
Myftudied  purpofes  require,  which  went 
Beyond  all  Man's  endeavours.    My  endeavours, 
Have  ever  come  too  (hort  of  my  defires, 
Yet  fiird  with  my  Abilities:  Mine  own  Ends 
Have  been  fo,  that  evermore  ihey  pointed 
Toth'goodof  your  moft  Sacred  Perfon,  and 
The  profit  of  the  State :  For  your  great  Graces 
Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  Undeferver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  Allegiant  Thanks, 
My  Prayers  to  Heaven  for  you ;  my  Loyalty, 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  (hall  be  growing, 
'Till  Death,  that  Winter,  kill  it. 

King.  Fairly  anfwer'di 
A  Loyal  and  Obedient  SubjeA  is 
Therein  illuftrated,  the  Honour  of  it 
Does  pay  the  Aft  of  it,  as  i'th*  contrary 
The  foulnefs  is  the  Punifliment.    I  prefume, 
'That  as  my  Hand  has  opened  Bounty  to  you. 
My  Heart  dropp'd  Love,  my  Pow'r  rain'd  Honour,  more 
On  you,  than  any ;  fo  your  Hand  and  Heart, 
Your  Brain,  and  every  Funftion  of  your  Power, 
Should,  notwithflanding  that  your  bond  of  Duty, 
As  'twere  in  Love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  Friends  than  any. 

mi. 
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WoU  I  do  profefs. 
That  for  your  Hignnefs  good,  I  ever  hbpur'd 
More  than  mine  own ;  That  am  I,  have  been,  and  will  be  ; 
Though  all  the  World  (hould  crack  their  duty  toyoUs 
And  throw  it  from  then:  Soul ;  though  perils  did 
Abound*  as  (hick  ^s  thought  could  make  'em»  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid ;  yet,  ray  Duty, 
As  doth  a  Rock  againd  the  chiding  Flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  River  break. 
And  ftand  unfliaken  yours, 

Kin^.  •  f  is  nobly  fpoken ; 
Take  notice  Lords,  he  has  a  loyal  Breaft| 
For  you  have  feen  him  open't.     Read  o'er  this,' 
And  after  this,  and  then  to  Breakfafl:  with 
What  appetite  you  may. 

[^Exh  Kingj  frowning  upon  Cardinal  Wolfey,  the  NMp 

.  throng  after  him  Tn^hifpering  andfimlittg^ 

Wol.  What  (hould  this  mean  ? 
What  fudden  Anger's  this  ?  How  have  I  reap'd  it  ? 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  Ruin 
Leap*d  from  his  Eyes.    So  looks  the  chafed  Lion 
Upon  the  daring  Kuntfman  that  has  gall'd  him. 
Then  makes  him  nothing.  I  muft  read  this  Paper ; 
I  fear,  the  Story  of  his  Anger— -'Tis  fo— 
This  Paper  has  undone  me— — *Tis  th*  Account 
Of  all  that  World  of  Wealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends,  indeed  to  gain  the  Popedom, 
And  fee  my  Friends  in  Rome.     O  Negligence ! 
Fit  for  a  Fool  to  fall  by :  What  crofs  Devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  Secret  in  the  Packet 
I  fent  the  King?  Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this ^ 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  Brains? 
I  know  'twill  ftir  him  ftrongly;  yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpight  of  Fortune 

Will  bring  me  oflF  again.  What's  this To  the  Pope  J 

The  Letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  Bufinefs 

I  writ  to's  Holinefe.     Nav,  then  farewel; 

I  have  touch'd  the  higheft  point  of  all  my  Greatneft, 

And  from  that  full  Meridian  of  my  Gloryj^ 

I  hafte  now  to  my  Setting,  I  (hall  fall 

tike 
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a  bright  Exhalation  in  the  Evening, 
And  no  Man  fee  me  more. 

Enter  to  WoHey,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  d»d  Suffolk,  the  Earl 
of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Nor.  Hear  the  King's  pJeafure,  Cardinal, 
Who  commands  you 
To  render  up  the  great  Seal  prefently 
Into  our  hands,  and  to  confine  your  felf 
To  Ajher^houfe^  my  Lord  of  Wtnchefter's^ 
'Till  you  hear  further  from  his  Highnefs. 

mi.  Stay: 
Where's  your  Commiffionj  Lords !  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  fo  mighty. 

Strf.  Who  dare  crofs  'cm. 
Bearing  the  King's  Will  from  his  Mouth  expi  efsly  ? 

WoL  'Till  I  find  more  than  will,  or  woids  to  do  it^ 
I  mean  your  Malice,  know,  Officious  Lords, 
I  dare,  and  mufl  deny  it.     Now  I  feci 
Of  what  courfe  Metal  ye  are  molded— *— Envy: 
How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  Difgrace 
As  if  it  fed  ye^  and  how  fleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  Ruin  ? 
Follow  your  envious  Courfes,  Men  of  Malice; 
You  have  a  Chriflian  warrant  for  'em,  and  no  doubt 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  Rewards*    That  Seal 
You  ask  with  fuch  a  Violence,  the  King, 
Mine,  and  your  Mafter,  with  his  own  hand  gave  me  i 
Bad  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  Place,  and  Honours 
During  my  life;  and  to  confirm  his  gocdoefs, 
^Ty'd  It  by  Letters  Patents.     Now,  who'll  take  it  ? 

Sttr.  »The  King  that  pave  it. 

WoU  It  mufl  hp  himfelf  then. 

Sur.  Thou  art  a  proud  Traitor,  Prieft. 

WoL  Proud  Lord,  thou  lyeft : 
Within  thefe  forty  hours,  Surrey  durfl  better 
Have  burnt  chat  Tongue,  than  faid  fo. 

Smr.  Thy  Ambition, 

Thou  fcarlet  Sinner,  robb'd  this  bewailing  Land 

Of  noble  Buckiugham,  my  Father-in-Law : 

The  Heads  of  all  thy  Brother  Cardinals, 

^  With 
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With  thee,  and  all  thy  beft  parts  boOiid  together^ 
Weigh'd  not  a  Hair  of  his.     Plague  of  your  Policy, 
You  fent  me  Deputy  for  Irelandj 
Far  from  his  fuccour;  from  the  King,  from  all       } 
That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault,  thou  gav'ft  hitn : 
WhiPft  your  great  Goodnefs,  out  of  holy  Pity, 
Abfolv'd  him  with  an  Axe. 

Wbl.  This,  andatlelfe 
This  talking  Lord  can  lay  upon  ray  Credit, 
I  anfwer,  is  mof!  faHe.     The  Duke  by  Lavy 
Found  his  de(crt<«     How  innocent  I  was 
Prom  any  private  malice  in  his  end. 
His  noble  Jury,  and  foul  Caufe  can  witnefi. 
If  I  lov'd  many  words,  Lord,  I  ihould  tell  you^ 
You  have  as  lictle  Honefty,  as  Honour, 
That  in  the  Way  of  Loyalty,  and  Truth 
Toward  the  King,  my  ever  Royal  Mafter, 
Dare  mate  a  founder  Man  than  Stirrej  can  b^ 
And  all  that  love  his  FolUes. 

Snr.  By  my  Soul, 
Your  long  Coar,  Prieft,  proteds  youj 
thou  (hould'ft  feel 

My  Sword  i'th'  Lifc-Blood  of  thee  elfe.  My  Lordf^ 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  Arrogance? 
And  from  this  Fellow/  If  we  live  thus  tamely. 
To  be  thus  Jaded  by  a  piece  of  Scarlet, 
Farcwel  Nobility;  let  his  Grace  go  forward^ 
And  dare  us  with  his  Cap^  like  Larks. 

Wol.  All  Goodnefs 
Is  poifon  to  thy  Stomach. 
Sur.  Yes,  that  Goodnefs 
Of  gleaning  all  the  Lands-wealth  into  on(^ 
Into  your  own  hinds,  Card'nal,  by  Extortion! 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  Packets 
You  writ  to  the  Pope,  againli  the  King;  your  goodod^ 
Since  you  provoke  me.  111  all  be  moft  notorious. 
My  Lord  of  Norfolk^  as  you  are  truly  noble^ 
As  you  refpeft  the  common  Good,^  the  State 
Of  our  defpis'd  N  bility,  our  lifues. 
Who,  if  he  live,  will  fcaree  be  Gentlemen^ 
Produce  the  grand  fum  of  his  Sins,  the  Articled 
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tolleded  from  his  Life.    I'll  ftartle  you 

Worfe  than  the  facring  Bell,  when  the  brown  Wench 

Lay  kiffing  in  your  Arms,  Lord  Cardinal. 

WoU  How  much  methinks  I  could  derpifc  this  Man, 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  Charity  againft  it. 

N0r.  Thofc  Articles,  my  Lord,  are  in  the  King's  Hand : 
But  thus  much,  they  are  foul  onesy 

WoL  So  much  fairer 
And  fpotlefs  ihall  mine  Innocence  arife. 
When  the  King  knows  my  Truth. 

Sgr.  This  cannot  fave  you  :    • 
I  thank  my  Memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  Articles,  and  out  they  (hall. 
Now,  if  you  can  blu(h)  and  cry  Guilty,  Cardinal, 
Vou*ll  (hew  a  little  Honefty. 

fPoL  Speak  on.  Sir, 
I  dare  your  word  Objedions:  If  I  blufb. 
It  is  to  fee  a  Nobleman  want  Manners. 

Snr.  I  had  rather  want  thofe,  than  my  Head; 
Have  at  you. 

Firft,  that  without  the  King's  aflent  or  knowledge^ 
You  wrought  to  be  a  Legat,  by  which  power 
You  maim'd  the  JurifdiAion  of  all  BiOiops. 

Nor.  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  Jiome^  or  elfe 
To  foreign  Princes,  £jf#  ^  Rex  meus 
Was  ftill  infcrib*d;  in  which  you  brought  the  King 
To  be  your  Servant. 

Smf.  Then,  that  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  King  or  Council,  when  you  went 
Ambalfador  to  the  Emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  Seal. 

S9ir.  Itemy  You  fent  a  large  Commillion 
To  Gregory  de  Cajfalis^  to  conclude 
Without  the  King's  Will,  or  the  States  allowance, 
A  League  between  his  Highnefs  and  Ferrarsu 

Smf.  Thatoutof  meer  Ambition,  you  have  caus'd 
your  Holy-Hat  to  be  ftamp'd  on  the  King's  Coin. 

Arr.  Then,  that  you  have  fent  innumerable  fubftance^ 
By  what  means  got  I  leave  to  your  own  Confcience, 
To  furni(h  Rome^  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  bx  Dignities^  to  the  meer  undoing 

Of 
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of  all  the  tCjngdom.     Many  more  there  are; 
Which  (inte  they  are  of  you,  and  odiouSi 
I  will  not  taint  my  Mouth  witlu 

Chdm.  O  my  Lord,  ^  ." 

Prefs  not  a  falling  Man  too  far;  *tis  Virtue: 
His  Faults  Ijre  open  to  the  Laws,  let  them. 
Not  you,  correft  him.  My  Heart  weeps  to  fee  \iiai 
So  little,  of  his  great  Self. 

Shy.  I  forgive  him. 

SAf.  Lord  Cardinal,  the  King's  further  pleafurc  i$i   J^ 
Becaufe  all  thofe  things  you  have  done  of  late. 
By  your  power  Lega  itinej  within  thb  Kingdom^ 
fall  into  the  corajjafsof  a  Przmunire; 
That  therefore  fuch  a  Writ  be  fucd  againft  you. 
To  forfeit  all  your  Goods,  Lands,  Tenements, 
Caftles,  and  wharfocvcr,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  King's  Protedion,  This  is  my  Charge, 

Nor.  And  fo  well  leave  you  to  your  Medttatiooi 
how  to  live  better     For  your  ftubborn  anfwer 
About  the  giving  back  the  grcat.Seal  to  us,  0     • 

The  King  fhall  know  it,  and,  no  doubt,  (hall  thaok  you^' 
So  fare  you  well^  my  little  good  Lord  Cardinal. 

[ExckfU  M  but  WfUkp 

Wol.  So  farewel  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me. 
tarewel,  a  long  farewel  to  all  my  Greatnefs. 
This  is  the  ftate  of  Man;  to  day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  Leaves  of  Hopes,  to  morrow  BloiTomSt 
And  bears  his  bluihing  Honours  thick  upon  him: 
The  third  Day  comes  a  Froft,  a  killing  Froft, 
And  when  he  thinks,  ^ood  eafie  Man,  full  furcly 
His  Greatnefs  is  a  lipenincr,  nips  his  Root, 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.    I  have  ventured. 
Like  little  wanton  Boys  that  fwim  on  Bladders^  ^ 

This  many  Summers  in  a  Sea  of  Glory, 
But  far  beyond  my  depth:  my  high-blown  Pridd 
At  length  broke  under  me,  and  now  has  left  me       ^ 
Wea»*y,  and  old  vvith  ServKi,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  Stream,  rhat  mufl  for  ever  hide  mc. 
Vain  pdmp,  and  j^l  ry  of  the  World,  I  haie  ye; 
I  feel  niy  Heart  new  open'd.    On  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  Man  that  hangs  on  Princes  Favburs  ? 
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There  is  betwixt  that  fmile  we  would  afpire  xo^ 
That  fweet  Afped  of  Princes*  and  their  ruin^ 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  V^ars  or  Wonicn  have : 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer^ 
l<i7ever  to  hope  again. 

Enter  Cromwell  ftanding  amaxld^ 
Why,  how  how  Cromwell f 

Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  fpeak,  Sir. 

WoL  What,  amaz'd 
At  my  Misfortunes  ?  Can  thy  Spirit  wonder 
A  great  Man  fliould  decline.     Nay,  and  you  wee[> 
I  am  fali'n  indeed. 

Crom.  How  does  your  Grsfce  ? 

WoL  Why,  well ; 
Never  fo  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell^ 
I  know  my  ftlf  now,  and  I  feel  within  me^ 
A  Peace  above  all  Eaithly  Dignities, 
A  ftill  and  quiet  Confcience.  The  King  has  curM  mej 
I  humbly  thank  his  Grace;  and  from  thefe  Shoulder^ 
This  ruin'd  Pillar;  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  (ink  a  Navy,  too  much  Honour.  ] 

0  ^is  a  Burden;  Cromwell^  *tis  a  Burden 
Too  heavy  for  a  Man,  that  hopes  for  Heav*n; 

Crom.  I  am  glad  your  Grace 
Has  madb  that  right  ufe  of  it.  .i 

WoU  I  hope  I  have  t 

1  am  able  now,  methinks* 

Out  of  a  fortitude  of  Soul,  I  feel. 
To  endure  more  Miferies;  and  greater  far 
Than  my  weak-hearted  Enemies  dare  offero 
What  News  abroad  ? 

Crom.  The  h^avieft,  and  the  worfl. 
Is  your  difpleafurc  with  the  King. 

WoL  God  blefs  him. 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  Moir  is  cKoferi     ' 
Lord  Chancellor,  in  your  [^lace. 

WoU  That's  fomewhat  fuddcn 
But  he's  a  learned  Man.    May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  Highneft  favour,  and  do  fuftice  , 
t^or  Truth*s^fakef  and  his  Confciente ;.  that  his  BSncr;- 

Voi.IV;  R  ^Uxi, 
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When  he  has  run  his  courfe,  and  fleeps  in  Bleffings^ 
May  have  a  Tomb  of  Orphans  Tears  wept  on  him. 
What  more} 

Crom.  That  Crdnmer  is  retum'd  with  welcome; 
Inftaird  Lord  Archbiihop  of  Cdntcrbmrj^ 

WoL  That's  News  indeed 

Crom.  Lad,  chat  the  Lady  j4nne» 
Whom  the  King  hath-  ia  fecrecy  long  married^ 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  Quten, 
Going  to  Cbappel ;  and  the  Voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  Coronation. 

WoU  There  was  the  weight  that  puU'd  me  down. 
'  O  CronrwelU 

The  King  has  gone  beyond  me:  All  my  Glories 
In  that  one  Womap  I  have  loft  for  ever. 
No  Sun  (hall  ever  uftier  forth  mine  Honours^ 
Or  gild  again  the  noble  Troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  Smiles.   Go  get  thee  from  me,  Cromwell^ 
I  am  a  poor  fallen  Man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  Lord  and  Mifter.     Seek  the  King, 
Thaf:  Sun,  I  pray  may  never  fet ;  I  have  told  him, 
What>  and  how  true  thou  art ;  he  will  advance  thee  ; 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  flir  him, 
I  know  his  noble  Nature,  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  fervice  perifli  too.     Good  CromwtU^ 
Negled  him  not;  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  future  fafety. 

Crom.  O  my  Lord, 
Muft  I  then  leave  you?  Muft  I  needs  forgo 
So  good,  fo  noble,  and  fo  true  a  Mafter? 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  Hearts  of  Iron, 
With  what  a  forrow  Cromwell  halves  his  Lord. 
The  King  (hall  have  my  fervice;  but  my  Prayers 
For  ever  and  for  ever  fhall  be  yours. 

JVoL  CroMovelly  I  did  not  think  to  ftied  a  Tear 
In  all  my  Miferies;  but  thou  haft  forc*d  mc. 
Out  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  Woman. 
Let's  dry  our  Eyes :  And  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwdt^ 
And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fhall  be. 

And  fleep  in  dull  cold  Marble^  where  no  mentioit 
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O^  me  more  muft  be  heard  i  Say,  I  taught  thee{ 

Say,  Wilfiyy  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  Glory, 

And  founded  all  the  Depths  and  Shoals  of  Honour^ 

Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wrack,  to  rife  in : 

A  fure,  and  fafe  one,  though  thy  Mafter  mill  it. 

Mark  but  my  Fall,  and  that  that  ruin'd  me : 

Cromwell,  1  charge  thee,  fling  away  Ambition, 

By  that  Sin  fell  the  Angels ;  now  can  Man  then^ 

The  Image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  it? 

Love  thy  felf  lafti  cheri(h  thofe  Hearts  that  hate  thee ! 

Corruption  wins  not  more  than  Honefty. 

Still  in  thy  right  Hand,  carry  gentle  Peace 

To  fiience  envious  Tongues*  Be  juff,  and  fear  not* 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim*ft  at,  be  thy  Country^s, 

Thy  God's  and  Truth's;  then  if  thou  faU'ft,  O  Cromwtlt^ 

Thou  fall'ft  a  bleffcd  Martyr. 

Serve  the  King;  and  prithee  lead  me  iot 

There  uke  an  Inventory  of  all  I  have. 

To  the  laft  Penny,  'tis  the  King^s.    My  Robe^ 

And  my  Integrity  to  Heav'n,  is  aU, 

I  dare  now  call  mine  own.     O  CromwtUj  Cromwell^ 

Had  I  but  ferv'd  ray  God,  with  half  the  Zeal 

I  ferv'd  my  King  ;  he  would  not  in  mine  Age 

Have  left  me  nak.d  to  mine  Enemies. 

Crom.  Good  Sir,  have  patience. 

JfcL  So  I  have.  Farewel 
The  hopes  of  Court,  my  hopes  in  Heav'n  do  dwell* 


A  C  T    IV.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen^  meeting  one  another,^ 

^Gen.'^OM^Tt  well  met  once  again. 
X    2  Gen^  So  are  you. 
^  I  Gen.  You  come  to  take  your  Stand  her^  and  behold 
The  Lady  jinne  pafs  from  her  Coronation. 

1  Cen^  'Tis  all  my  BuHnefs.    At  our  lad  encounter* 
The  Dttke  oiBuckitgham  came  from  his  Triah 
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I  Gen.  *Tis  very  true.     But  that  time  offered  Sorrow, 
This,  general  Joy. 

z  Gen.  'Tis  well;  the  Citizens 
I  am  fure  have  (hewn  at  full  their  Royal  Minds, 
And  let  'em  have  their  rights,  they  are  ever  forward 
In  Celebration  of  this  day  with  Shews, 
Pag  ants,  and  Sights  of  Honour. 

i^Gcn.  Never  greater, 
Nor  I'll  affure  you  better  taken,  Sir. 

z  Gen.  May  I  be  bold  to  ask  what  that  Contains, 
That  Paper  in  your  Hands  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  'tis  the  Lift 

Of  thofe  that  claim  their  Offices  this  Day, 
By  cuftom  of  the  Coronation. 
The  Duke  o^  Snffolkjs  the  firft,  and  claims 
To  be  high  Steward;  next  the  Dukeof  TVbr/o/l^ 
He  to  be  Earl  Marflial;  you  may  read  the  reft. 

2  Gen.  I  thank  you.  Sir ;  had  I  not  known  thofe  Cuftomv 
I  ftiould  have  been  beholding  to  your  Paper: 

But  I  befeech  you  what's  become  of  Katharine^ 
The  Princefs  Dowager?  How  goes  her  Bufinefs{ 

1  Gen.  That  I  can  tell  you  too;  the  Archbiftiop 
Of  Canterbmry^  accompanied  with  other 
Learned,  and  Reverend  Fathers  of  his  Order, 
Held  a  late  Court  at  DnnftabUy  fix  Miles  off 
From  uimpthilf  where  the  Princefs  lay,  to  which 
She  was  often  cited  by  them,  but  appeared  not : 
And  ro  be  ftiort,  for  not  A  ppearance,  and 

The  King's  late  fcruple,  by  the  main  aflent  - 
Of  all  thefe  learned  Men,  flie  was  Divorced, 
And  the  late  Marriage  made  of  none  cffed: 
Since  which,  ftie  was  removed  ioKimbolton$ 
Where  flie  remains  now  fick. 

2  Gen.  Alas  good  Lady  f 

The  Trumpets  found ;  ftand  dofe^ 

The  Queen  is  coming.  [Hdmkjk 
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The  Order  of  the  Coronation. 

I.  A  lively  Flourifj  of  Trumpets. 

1*  Tlhen  two  Judges. 

3*  Lord  Chancellor^  with  the  Pur/e  and  Mace  before  him* 

5.  Major  of  London,  bearing  the  Mace.  Then  Garter  th 
his  Coat  of  Arms^  and  on  his  Head  a  Gilt  Q^pper 
Crown. 

6.  Marqnefs  of  Dorfet,  hearing  a  Scepter  of  Gold^  on  his 
Head  a  Demi^Coronal  of  Gold.  With  him^  the  Earl  of 
Surrey,  bearing  the  Rod  of  Silver  with  the  Dove,  Crown  d 
with  an  Earl's  Coronet.    Collars  of  SS. 

7.  Dtil^e  of  Suffolk,  in  his  Rob,e  of  Efiate^  his  Coronet  on  his 
Head,  bearing  a  long  white  Wandy  as  High  Steward.  With 
him  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  with  the  Rod  of  Marfhaljiiip^ 
a  Coronet  on  his  Head,     Collars  of  SS. 

8*  A  Canopy  born  by  four  of  the  Cinque-ports,  under  it  the 
Queen  in  her  Robr;  in  her  Hair^  richly  adorned  with  Pearly 
Crowned.  On  each  fide  her  the  Bi/hops  of  London  and 
Winchefter, 

9.  The  old  Dutche/s  i?/ Norfolk,  V»  a  Coronal  of  Goldy  wrought 
with  Flowers^  bearing  the  Queen's  Train. 

10.  Certain  Ladies  or  Count ejfes,  with  plain  Grclets  of  Gold 
without  Flowers. 

TTjey  pafs  over  the  Stage  in  Order  and  State^  and  then  Excunr, 
with  a  great  FUuriJb  of  Trumpets. 

1  Gen.  A  Royal  Train,  believe  me;  thefc  I  knows 
Who's  that  bears  the  Scepter  i 

I  Gen.  Marqucfs  Dor/it. 
And  that  the  Earl  of  Surrey^  with  the  Rod. 

z  Gen.  A  bold  brave  Gentleman.     That  ihould  be 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

1  Gen.  *Tis  the  fame;  Hifih  Steward, 

2  Gen.  And  that  my  Lord  of  NorfolkJ 
I  Gen.  Yes. 

z  Gen.  Heav'n  blefs  thee. 
Thou  haft  the  fwectcft  Face  I  ever  look*d  m2 

R  5  Sir, 
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Sir,  as  I  have  a  Soul,  (he  is  an  Angel; 

Our  King  has  all  the  IndUs  in  his  Arms, 

And  more,  and  richer,  when  he  drains  that  Lady  9 

I  cannot  blame  bis  Confcience. 

X  Gen.  They  that  bear 
The  Cloth  of  Honour  over  her,  are  four  Barons 
Of  the  Cinque  •Ports. 

2  Gifh  Thofe  Men  are  happy. 
And  fo  are  all,  are  near  her. 
I  take  it,  (he  that  carries  up  the  Train, 
Is  that  old  noble  Lady,  the  Dutchefs  of  Norfplk^ 

t  Gen.  It  IS,  and  all  the  reft  are  Counteffes. 

z  Gen.  Their  Coronets  fay  fo*  Thefe  are  Stars  indeed, 
And  fometimes  falling  one5« 

1  Gen.  No  more  of  that. 

Enter  4  third  Gentleman. 
God  fave  you  Sir.   Where  have  you  been  broiling  ? 

5  Gen.  Among  the  croud  i>h'  Abby,  where  a  Finger 
Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more ;  I  am  ft)f)ed 
With  the  meer  Ranknefs  of  their  Joy. 

2  Gen.  You  faw  the  Ceremony  ? 

3  Gen.  I  did. 

1  Gen.  How  was  it? 

J  Gen.  Well  worth  the  feeing, 

2  Gen.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  it  to  us# 

9  Gen.  As  well  as  I  am  able.    The  rich  Stream 
Of  Lords  and  Ladies,  having  brought  the  Queen 
,To  a  prepared  place  in  the  Quire,  fell  off 
A  diftance  from  her ;  while  her  Grace  fate  dpwn 
To  reft  a  while,  fome  half  an  hour,  or  fo, 
In  a  rich  Chair  of  State,  oppofing  freely 
The  Beauty  of  her  Peifon  to  the  People. 
Believe mc.  Sir,  (he  is  the  goodlieft  Woman 
That  ever  lay  by  Man;  which  when  the  People     . 
Had  the  full  View  of,  fuch  a  noife  arofe. 
As  the  flirowds  make  at  Sea  in  a  ftiff  Tcmpeft, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes.     Hats,  Cloaks, 
Doublets,  I  think,  flew  up,  and  had  their  Faces 
Been  loofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft*    Such  joy 
I  never  faw  before.    Great-belly'd  Women, 
7bat  h^d  not  tulf  a  Wpek  to  go,  like  Rams 
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In  the  old  time  of  War,  would  ftiake  the  Preft 
And  make  'em  reel  before  'em.   No  Man  living 
Could  fay,  this  is  my  Wife  there,  all  were  woven 
So  ftrangely  in  one  piece. 
zGen.  But  what  followed? 

5  Gen.  At  length  her.  Grace  rofe  and  with  modeft  Paces 
Came  to  the  Altar,  where  ihe  kneel'd*  and  Saint-hke 
Caft  her  fair  Eyes  to  Heav'n,  and  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rofe  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  People ; 
When  by  the  Archbifliop  of  Cantirhnryt 
She  had  all  the  Royal  makings  of  a  Queen; 
As  holy  Oil,  Edward  Confeifor's  Crown, 
The  Rod,  and  Bird  of  Peace,  and  all  fnch  Emblems 
Laid  nobly  on  her:  which  performed,  the  Quire 
With  all  the  choiceft  MuHck  of  the  Kingdom, 
Together  fung  Te  Deum,     So  (he  parted. 
And  with  the  fame  full  State  pac'd  back  again 
To  Tork^-PUccy  where  the  Feaft  is  held. 

I  Gen.  Sir» 
You  muft  no  more  call  it  TorksPiacey  that's  paft. 
For  fince  the  Cardinal  fell,  that  Title's  loft, 
Tis  now  the  King's,  and  call'd  Whitehall. 

5  Gen.  I  know  it : 
But  'tis  fo  lately  alter'd,  that  tlje  old  Name 
Is  frefti  about  me. 

z  Gen.  What  two  Reverend  Biihops 
Were  thofe,  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  Queen  ? 

3  Gen.  Stoksfij  and  Gardiner^  the  one  ofVttnchefter, 
Newly  preferr'd  from  the  King's  Secretary : 
The  other,  London. 

z  Gen.  He  of  JVmchefier 
Is  held  no  great  good  Lover  of  the  Archbi/hop, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer 

3  Gen.  All  the  Land  knows  that: 
However  yet  there  is  no  great  breach,  when  itcomcif, 
Cranmer  will  find  a  Friend  will  notfhrink  from  him, 

1  Gen.  Who  may  be  that,  I  pray  you? 

3  XSeny  Thomas  Cromwell, 
A  Man  in  much  efteem  with  th'  King,  and  truly 
A  worthy  Friend.    The  King  has  made  him 

^  4  Maftoi 
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Maftcr  o'ch*  Jewel  Houfc, 

And  one  already  of  the  Privy-Council. 

2  Gent.  He  will  defervc  more. 

3  Gent.  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 
Come,  Gentlemen,  ye  Hiallgo  my. way. 

Which  is  to  th'  Court,  and  there  ye  (hall  be  my  GueRs: 
Something  I  can  command ;  as  I  walk  thither 
I'll  tell  ye  more. 

Both.  You  may  command  ns.  Sir.  [^Exumt 

SCENE    II. 

Eftter  Katharine  Doii/a^ery  Jkkj  led  between  Griffith  her 

Gentleman-Vjh^r^  and  Patience  her  Woman. 

Crif.  How  does  your  Grace?  >  ^ 

Kath.  O  Griffith^  (ick  to  death  : 
My  Legs  like  loaded  Branches  bow  to  Earth> 
Willing  to  leave  their  Burthen:  Reach  a  Chair- 


So now  methinks  I  feel  a  little  eafe,         [Sfttingdewu 

Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  fjriffithy  as  thou  lead'ft  me. 
That  the  great  Child  of  Honour,  Cardinal  JVolfep 
Was  dead? 

Crif.  Yes,  M^dam;  but  I  think  your  Grace, 
Out  of  the  pain  you  fufFer'cl,  gave  no  ear  tb't. 

Kath.  Prithee,  good  Griffith^  tell  me  how  hedy'd. 
If  well,'  he  ftept  before  me  happily 
For  my  Example. 

Grif.  Well,  phe Voice  goes.  Madam; 
For  after  the  flout  Earl  NorthumberUnd 
Arretted  him  at  Torl^  and  brought  him  forward 
As  a  Man  forely  tainted,  to  his  Anfvi^er, 
He  fell  fick  fuddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill 
He  could  not  fit  his  Mule. 

Katb.  Alas,  poor  Man. 

Grif.  At  laft,  with  eafie  Roads  he  came  to  Leicefier^ 
Lodg'd  in  the  Abby ;  where  the  reverend  Abbor, 
With  all  his  Convent,  honourably  received  him  ; 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  Words.     O  Father  Abhor, 
An  old  Man  brcjsen  with  the  Storms  of  Srate, 
Is  coine  to  lay  his  weary  Bones  among  ye; 
pive  him  a  little  Earth  for  Charity. 
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80  went  to  Bed ;  \vhere  eagerly  his  Sicknefs . 
Furfu'd  him  ftill,  and  three  Nights  after  this. 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  which  he  himfelf 
Foretold  (hould  be  his  laft,  full  of  Repentance, 
Continual  Meditations,  Tears  and  Sorrows, 
He  gave  bis  Honours  to  the  World  again. 
His  blefTed  part  to  Heaven,  and  flept  in  Peace. 

Kath.  So  may  he  reft. 
His  faults  lye  bury'd  with  him. 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith^  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  him^ 
And  yet  with  Charity;  he  was  a  Man 
Of  an  unbounded  Stomach,  ever  ranking 
Himfelf  with  Princes.     One  that  by  Sug{^eftion 
Ty*d  all  tl^e  Kingdom  ;  Simony  was  fair  play. 
His  own  Opinion  was  his  Law.    Tth*  Pj cknce 
He  would  fay  (Jntruths,  and  be  ever  double 
Both  in  his  Words  and  Meaning.     He  was  never. 
But  where  he  meant  to  Ruin,  pitiful. 
His  Promifes  were,  as  he  then  was,  Mighty; 
But  his  Performance,  as  he  now  is.  Nothing; 
Of  his  own  Body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
1  he  Clergy  ill  Example. 

Crif.  Noble  Madam, 
Mens  evil  Manners  live  in  Brafs,  their  Virtues 
We  write  in  Water.    May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefs 
To  hear  me  fpeak  his  Good  now  \ 

Kath.  Yes,  good  Griffith^ 
I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Grif.  This  Cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  Stock,  undoubtedly 
Was  faihion'd  to  much  Honour.     From  his  Cradle 
He  was  a  Scholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one ; 
£](ceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  ^and  perfuading ; 
Lofty  and  four  to  them  that  Iov*d  him  not ; 
But  to  thofe  Men  that  fought  him,  fweet  as  Summer. 
And  though  he  were  unfatisfied  in  getting. 
Which  was  a  Sin,  yet  in  bcftowing.  Madam, 
fle  was  moft  Princely:  ever  witnefs  for  him 
Thofe  twins  of  Learning,  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Ifjwich  and  Oxford ;  one  of  which  fell  with  him, 
Unwilling  to  out-live  the  good  that  did  it. 
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The  other,  though  unfinifti'd,  yet  fo  ftmou^ 

So  excellent  in  Art,  and  ftill  (b  rifing. 

That  Chriftendom  (hall  everfpeak  his  Virtue. 

His  Overthrow  heap'd  Happinefs  upon  him  ; 

For  then,  and  not  'till  then,  he  felt  himfelf. 

And  found  the  Bleflednefs  of  being  little. 

And  to  add  greater  Honours  to  his  Age 

Than  Man  could  give  him;  he  dy*d,  fearing  God. 

Kath.  After  my  Death,  I  wifli  no  other  Herald^ 
No  other  Speaker  of  my  living  Adions» 
To  keep  mine  Honour  from  Corruption, 
But  fuch  an  honeft  Chronicler,  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  mofl  hated  living,  thou  haft  made  me 
With  thy  religious  Truth  and  Modefty, 
Now  in  his  Aflies,  Honour;  Peace  be  with  him. 
Patienccy  be  near  me  ftill,  and  fet  me  lower. 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.    Good  Griffith^ 
Caufe  the  Muficians  play  me  that  fad  Note 
I  namM  my  Knell;  whilft  I  fit  meditating 
On  that  Celeftial  Harmony,  I  go  to. 

Sad  andfolemn  Mufick* 

Grif.  She  is  afleep :  Good  Wench,  let's  fit  down  quiefj^ 
For  fear  we  wake  her.     Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

The  Vtfion.  Enter  filemnly  tripping  one  after  another 9  fix  Pay 
fonageSi  clad  in  whit  e  Rohes^  wearing  on  their  Head  Garlands 
of  Bay  Si  and  golden  f^tzuirdson  their  FaceSy  Branches  of  Bays 
or  Palm  in  their  Hands.  They  firfl  Congee  unto  her^  then 
Dance ;  and  at  certain  Changes^  the  firfi  two  hold  a  fpare 
Garland  over  her  Heady  at  which  the  other  fottr  make  reve^ 
rend  Cnrtjies,  Then  the  twoy  that  held  the  Garlandy  deliver 
the  fame  to  the  other  next  twoy  who  ohferve  the  fame  ordir 
in  their  ChangeSy  and  holding  the  Garland  over  her  Head. 
Which  doncy  they  deliver  the  fame  Garland  to  the  lafirw^^wh^ 
likewife  ohferve  the  fame  Order.  At  whichy  as  it  were  by  IM'^ 
fpirationy  fhemakfSy  inherfleepyfignsofrejoycingy  andholditb 
up  her  Hands  to  Heaven,  jindfo  in  their  Dancing  vduifb^ 
carrying  the  Garland  with  them.     The  Mufick^  continues. 

Kath.  Spirits  of  Peace,  where  are  ye  ?  are  ye  all  gone? 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchednefs  behind  ye  f 

*         '  Grif. 


King  Henry  VIII.  1787 

Crif.  Madam,  we  are  here. 
Kath.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for* 
Saw  ye  none  enter,  fioce  I  flept? 
Grifi  None>  Madam. 

Koih.  No  f  Saw  you  not  even  now  a  bleflfed  Troop 
Invite  me  tb  a  Banquet*  whofe  bright  Faces 
Caft  a  thoufand  Beams  upon  me,  like  the  Sun? 
They  promised  me  eternal  Happinefs> 
And  brought  me  Garlands,  Griffithj  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear :  I  (hall  afTuredly. 

Grif.  I  am  mod  joyful,  Madam*  fuch  good  Dreams 
Poffefs  your  Fancy. 

Kaih.  Bid  the  Mufick  leave. 
They  are  harfli  and  hea^  y  to  me.  [Mu/kl^ceafiu 

Pdtm  Do  you  note 
How  much  her  Grace  is  altcr'd  on  the  fudden  ? 
How  long  her  Face  is  drawn  ?  How  pale  (he  looks. 
And  of  an  earthy  cold?  Mark  her  £yes. 

Grif.  She  is  going.  Wench.    Pray,  pray,— — - 
Pat.  Heaven  comfort  her. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger^ 
Aief.  And't  like  your  Grace——' 
Kath.  You  are  a  fiwcy  Fellow, 
Deferve  we  no  more  Reverence? 

Grif.  You  are  to  blame> 
Knowing  (he  will  not  lofe  her  wonted  Greatnefs 
To  u(e  fo  rude  Behaviour.    Go  to,  kneel. 

Mcf.  I  humbly  do  intreat  your  Highnefs  Pardon, 
My  hafte  made  me  unmannerly.  There  is  ftaying 
A  Gentleman  fent  from  the  Kmir,  to  fee  you. 

Kath.  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith.  But  this  Fellow 
Let  me  ne'er  fee  again.  [Exit  Mejfengigr. 

Enter  Lord  Capucius. 
If  my  fight  fail  me  not. 

You  (hould  be  Lord  Ambalfador  from  the  Emperor, 
My  Royal  Nephew,  and  your  Name  Capucius. 
Cap.  Madam,  the  fame,  your  Servant. 
Kath,  O  my  Lord, 
The  Times  and  Titles  now  are  altered  ftrangely 
With  me,  fince  firft  you  knew  me, 
^ut  I  pray  you, 

What 
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What  is  your  Pkafure  with  mc? 

Cap.  Noble  Lady, 
Firft  mine  own  Service  to  your  Grace,  the  next 
Thu  JC'"^g's  rcqucft  that  I  would  vifityou. 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  Princely  Commendations, 
And  heartily  intreats  you  take  good  Comfort, 

Kaih.  O  my  good  Lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  htit^ 
•Tis  like  a  Pardon  after  Execution ; 
Thit  gentle  PhyHck  given  in  time  had  cur'd  me : 
But  now  I  am  paft  all  Comforts  here>  but  Prayers* 
How  docs  his  Hi{;hnefs? 

Cdp.  Mad^m,  in  good  Health, 

Kath.  So  may  he  ever  do,  and  ever  flourifliy 
When  I  fhall  dwell  with  Worms,  and  my  poor  Name 
Banifh'd  the Kingdont,     Patience^  isthatLettpr 
I  caus'd  yoLi' write,  yet  fcntaway? 

Pati  No,  Madam. 

Kath*  Sir,  J  mud  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  Lord  the  King. 

Cap.  Mod  willingly.  Madam. 

Kath.  In  which  I  nave  commended  to  bis  Goodnefs; 
The  Model  of  our  chafte  loves,  his  young  Daughter* 
The  dews  of  Heaven  fall  thick  in  Blcffings  on  her, 
Befceching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding. 
She  is  young,  and  of  a  Noble  modeft  Nature, 
I  hope  (he  will  deferve  well,  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  Mo  therms  fake,  that  lov'd  him. 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly. 
My  next  poor  Petition 

Is,  that  his  Noble  Grace  would  have  fome  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  Women,  that  fo  long 
Have  followed  both  my  Fortunes,  faithfully, 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow. 
And  now  I  fliould  not  lye,  but  well  deferve 
For  Virtue,  and  true  Beauty  of  the  Soul, 
For  Honefly,  and  decent  Carriage, 
A  right  go  ul  Husband,  let  him  be  a  Noble, 
And  fure  thofe  Men  are  happy  that  ihall  have  'eo^ 
The  laft  is  for  my  Men,  they  are  the  pooreft. 
But  Poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me. 
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^hat  they  may  have  their  Wages  duly  paid  'cm. 

And  fomething  over  t6  remember  me  by. 

If  Heav'n  had  pleas'd  to  have  given  me  longer  Life 

And  able  Means*  we  had  not  parted  thus. 

Thefe  are  the  whole  Contents,  and  good  my  Lord, 

By  that  you  love  the  deareft  in  this  World, 

As  you  wilh  peace  to  Chriflian  Souls  departed,    « 

Stand  thefe  poor  Peoples  Friend,  and  urge  the  King 

To  do  me  this  lad  Right. 

CMp.  By  Heaven  I  will. 
Or  let  me  loofe  the  faihion  of  a  Man. 

Kdth.  I  thank  you,  honeft  Lord.     Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  Highnefs ; 
Say,  bis  long  trouble  now  is  palling 
Out  of  this  World.  Tell  him,  in  death  Ibleft  him. 
For  fo  I  will ;  mine  Eyes  grow  dim.    Farewel, 
My  Lord.     Griffith  farewcU     Nay,  Patience^ 
You  muft  not  leave  me  yet.     I  muft  to  Bed, 
Call  in  more  Women.  When  I  am  dead,  go6d  Wench, 
Let  me  be  us*d  with  Honour,  ftf ew  me  over 
With  Maiden  Flowers,  that  all  the  World  maykn  ow 
I  was  a  chaft  Wife  to  my  Grave :  Embalm  me. 
Then  lay  me  forth,  although  un-Queen'd,  yet  like 
A  Queen,  and  Daughter  to  a  King,  inter  me. 
I  can  no  more.  [Exeunt^  leading  Katharine^. 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

tmtr  Gardiner  Bijbcp  of  Winchefler,  a  Page  with  a  Tmk 
before  him^  met  hy  Sir  Thomas  LoveL 

Card.  TT*S  one  a  Clock,  Boy^  is't  not  ? 
X     B07.  It  hath  ftruck. 
Gard^  Thefe  fliould  be  hours  for  Neceffities, 
Kot  for  Delights;  times  to  repair  our  Nature 
With  comforting  Repofe,  and  not  for  us 
To  waftc  thefe  times,    good  hour  of  Night,  Sir  Tbmasi 
.Whither  folate  $ 
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Lev.  Came  you  from  the  King,  my  Lord  ? 

G^ird.  I  did.  Sir  Thomas^  and  left  him  at  Prim€r$ 
With  the  Duke  of  Sufolk. 

Lov.  I  muft  to  him  too, 
Before  he  go  to  Bed.    I'll  take  my  leave* 

Card,  Not  yet.  Sir  Thomas Lovel;  what's  the  matter? 
It  feems  you  are  in  hafte :  And  if  there  be 
No  great  Offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  Friend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  Bufinefs ;  Affairs  that  walk, . 
As  they  fay  Spirits  do,  at  midnight,  have 
In  them  a  wilder  Nature,  than  the  Bufinefs 
That  feeks  difpatch  by  Day»  , 

Lov.  My  Lordj  I  love  you  j 
And  durft  commend  a  Secret  to  your  Ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  Work.    The  Queen's  io  laboat 
They  fay  in  ereat  extremity,  and  fear*d 
She'll  with  the  Labour  end. 

Card.  The  Fruit  (he  goes  with 
I  pray  for  heartily«^  that  it  may  find 
Good  time,  and  live;  but  for  the  Stock,  Sir Tl^^ffiM/^ 
I  wifli  it  grubb'd  up  now. 

Lov.  Methinks  I  could 
Cry  the  Amen,  and  yet  my  Confcience  fays, 
She  is  a  good  Creature,  and  fweet  Lady,  does 
Deferve  our  better  Wifhes* 

Gard.  But,  Sir,  Sir- 
Hear  me.  Sit  Thonuis,--^  y'are  a  Gentleman 
Of  mine  own  way,  I  know  you  are  Wife,  Religious, 
And  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well, 
Twill  not.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  tak't  of  me, 
^Till  Crammer,  Cromwell^  her  two  Hands»  and  fiie^ 
Sleep  in  their  Graves. 

Lov.  Now,  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 
The  moft  remark'd  i'th*  Kingdom ;  as  Sot  CromwtUp 
Befide  that  of  the  Jewel-houfe,  is  made  Matter 
O'th*  Rolls,  and  the  King's  Secretary.  Further,  Sir,' 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  for  more  Preferments, 
With  which  the  Time  will  load  him.  Tb'  Archbiihop 
Is  the  King's  Hand,  or  Tongue^  And  who  dare  fpeak 
One  Syllable  agaifift  him? 
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Card.  Yes,  yes.  Sir  Thomas^ 
There  arc  that  dare ;  and  I  my  felf  have  vetiturM 
To  fpeak  my  Mind  of  him;  and  indeed  chisDav^ 
Sir,  I  may  teli  it  you,  I  think  I  have 
Incens'd  the  Lords  of  the  Council,  that  he  is, 
(For  fo  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is^ 
A  moft  Arch-heretick,  a  Peftilencc 
That  does  infcdl  the  Land ;  with  which  they  mov'd, 
Have  broken  with  the  King,  who  hath  fo  far 
Given  ear  to  our  Complaint,  of  his  great  Grace 
And  Princely  Care,  forefeeing  thofe  fell  Mifchicfs 
OurReafons  laid  before  him>  hath  commanded 
To  Morrow  morning  to  the  Council  Board 
He  be  Convented.    He's  a  rank  Weed,  SirTTjomas, 
And  we  muft  root  him  out.     From  your  Affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long:  Good  Night,  Sir  Thomas. 

•        [^Exeum  Gardiner  aptd  Pagi. 

Lov»  Many  good  Nights,  my  Lord,  I  reft  your  Servant* 

Enter  King  and  Suffolk. 

King.  CharltSy  I  will  play  no  more  to  Night, 
My  Mind's  not  on*t,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

-&/.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before.. 

King.  But  little,  CharleSy 
Nor  (hall  not>  when  my  Fancy's  on  my  Play. 
Now,  Lively  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  News? 

Lov.  I  could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  Woman 
I  fent  your  Meflage,  who  rcturn'd  her  Thanks 
In  the  greateft  humblenefs^  and  defir'd  your  Highnefs  ' 

Moft  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  What  fay'ftthou?  Ha! 
To  pray  for  her!  What!  is  (he  crying  out? 

Lov.  So  faid  her  Woman,  and  that  her  fuff^rdU3ce  made 
Almoft  each  pang  t  death. 

King.  Alas»  good  Lady« 

Snfi  God  fafeiy  quit  her  of  her  Burthen,  txA 
With  gentle  Travel,  to  the  gladding  of 
.Your  Highnefs  with  in  Heir, 

King.  'Tis  midnight,  Charktf 
Prithee  to  Bed,  and  in  thy  Prayers  remember 
Th*eftace  of  my  poor  Qiieen,    Leave  me  aloney 

For 
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For  I  muft  think  of  that,  which  Company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Snf.  I  wifti  your  Highnefe 
A  quiet  Night,  and  my  good  Miftrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  Prayers. 

Kmg.  Charles^  Good  Night :  [J£xit  SufibIL 

Well,  Sir,  what  follows? 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 

Dennj.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  Lord  the  Archbi/hop^ 
As  you  commanded  me. 

King.  Hal  Canter btirjl 

Dcnnj.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

King.  'Tis  true— —where  \i  he,  Dennji 

Dennj.  He  attends  your  Highnefs  pleafure. 

King.  Bring  him  to  us.  [ExitUeDByi 

Lov.  This  is  about  that  which  the  Bifliop  fpakc.    . 
I  am  happily  corhe  hither.       *  [/ifi^* 

Enter  Cranmer  and  Denny. 

King.  Avoid  the  Gallery.  [Lovel  feemeth  t§  fifj. 

Ha  I 1  have  faid— -be  gone.  [Exeunt  Lovel  and  Denoyx 

C/an.  I  am  fearful:  Wherefore  frowns  he  thus? 
•Tis  his  Afpeft  of  Terror.    AlFs  not  well. 

King:  How  now,  my  Lord  ? 
You  do  delire  to  know,  wherefore 
I  fent  for  you; 

Cran.  It  is  my  Duty 
T' attend  your  Highnefs  pleafure. 

King.  Pray  you  arife. 
My  good  and  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury  i 
Come,  you  and  I  muft  walk  a  turn  together: 
I  have  News  to  tell  you. 
Come,  come,  give  me  your  Hand. 
Ah  my  good  Lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  fpeaki 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  followSt 
I  have,  and  moft  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  fay,  my  Lord> 
Grievous  Complaints  of  you;  which  being  con(ider'dj' 
Have  mov'd  us,  and  our  Council,  that  you  (hall 
This  Morning  come  before  us,  where  I- know 
You  cannot  with  fuch  freedom  purge  your  felf,' 
But  that  'till  further  Trial,  io  thoft  Cbirgei  . 

Whi«H 
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Which  will  require  your  Anfwer,  you  muft  take 
Your  Pitiencc  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  H>afe  our  Tower ;  you,  a  Brother  of  us. 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  clfe  no  witncfs 
Would  come  againft  you. 

CrMH.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 
And  am  right  glad  to  eaten  this  good  occafion, 
Moft  throughly  to  be  winnow'd,  where  myChaflP 
And  Corn  fliall  fly  afunder.     For  I  know 
There's  none  ftands  under  more  calumnious  Tongues 
Than  I  my  felf,  poor  Man, 

Kin^.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury  \ 
Thy  Truth  and  thy  Integrity  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  Friend.    Give  me  thy  hand,  ftand  up. 
Prithee  let's  walk.    Now,  by  my  holy  Dame, 
^  What  manner  of  Man  are  you  ?  My  Lord,  I  looked 
You  would  have  given  me  your  Petition,  that 
^I  fliould  have  ta'en  fome  pains,  to  bring  together 
.  Your  felf  and  your  Accufers,  and  to  have  heard  you 
Without  indurance  further. 

Crau.  Moft  dread  Liege, 
The  Good  I  ftand  on,  is  my  Truth  and  Honefty  : 
If  they  (hall  fail,  I,  with  mine  Enemies, 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  Perfon ;  which  I  Weigh  not. 
Being  of  thofe  Virtues  vacant.  I  fear  nothing 
What<an  be  faid  againft  me* 

King.  Know  you  not 
How  your  State  ftands  i'th'  World,  with  the  whole  World  ? ' 
.  Your  Enemies  are  many,  and  not  fmall;  their  PraAices 
Muft  bear  the  fame  proportion  ;  and  not  ever 
The  Juftice  and  the  Truth  o*th'  queftion  carries 
The  due  o'lh'  Vcrdift  with  it.    At  what  eafe 
Might  corrupt  Minds  procure  Knaves  as  corrupt 
To  fwear  againft  you?  Such  things  liave  been  done. 
You  are  potently  oppos'd  ;  and  with  a  Milice 
Of  as  great  a  fize.    Ween  you  of  better  Luck, 
I  mean  in  perjured  Witnefs,  than  your  M  after, 
Whofe  Minifter  you  are,  whiles  here  he  liv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  Earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to. 
You  take  a  Precl'pice  for  no  leap  of  danger. 
And  woo  your  own  Deftruftion. 

Vol.  IV.  S  Cfjn. 
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Or  an.  God  and  your  Majcfty 
Proted  mine  Innocence^  or  I  fall  into 
The  Trap  is  laid  for  me. 

King.  Be  of  good  Cheer, 
They  Ihall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way. to?  , 
Keep  comfort  to  you>  and  this  Morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them.    If  they  (hall  chance^ 
In  charging  you  with  Matters*  to  commit  you  ; 
The  beft  perfuafions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  ufe ;  and  with  what  vehemency 
Th'  occafion  (hall  inftrud  vou.     If  Intreaties 
Will  render  you  no  Remedy^  this  Ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  Appeal  to  us 
There  make  before  them.    Look,  the  sood  Man  weepj 
He's  honefty  on  mine  Honour.    God's  bleft  Mother, 
I  fwear  he  is  true*hearted»  and  a  Soul 
None  better  in  my  Kingdom.    Get  you  gone. 
And  do  as  I  have  bid  you.  \ExU  Cruc 

He  has  ftrangled  all  his  Language  in  his  Tears. 

Enter  old  Ladj.  • 
Genu  within.  Come  back;  what  mean  you  ? 
Ladj.  I'll  not  come  back,  the  tidings  that  I  bring 
Will  make  my  Boldnefs  Manners.    Now  good  Anigeb 
Fly  o'er  thy  Royal  Head,  and  (hade  thy  Perfon 
Under  their  blefled  Wings. 

King.  Now  by  thy  Looks 
I  guefs  thy  Mcflage.    Is  the  Queen  delivered  ? 
Say,  Ay,  and  of  a  Boy. 

Ladj.  Ay>  ay,  my  Liege; 
And  of  a  lovely  Boy ;  the  God  of  Heaven 
Both  now,  and  ever  blefs  her  :  'Tis  a  Girl» 
Promifes  Boys  hereafter.    Sir,  your  Queen 
Defires  your  Viiitation,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  Stranger ;  'tis  as  like  you. 
As  Cherry  is  to  Cherry. 
King.  LovelL 
Lev*  Sir. 

King.  Give  her  an  hundred  Marks, 
rjl  to  the  Queen*  ""'  [ExU  Ml 
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Ladj.  An  hundred  Marks  I  By  this  Lights  I'M  ha'morc. 
An  ordinary  Groom  is  for  fuch  Payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  thisi  the  Girl  was  like  to  him  ?  Y\\ 
Have  more,  or  elfe  unfay't :  and  now^  while  'tis  bot^ 
ril  put  it  to  the  ilTue.  [^Exit  Ladji 

SCENE     IL 

Enter  Cranmer. 

Cram.  I  hope  I  am  not  too  late,  and  yet  the  Genclemao 
That  was  feat  to  me  from  the  Council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  hafte.    All  faft  ?  What  means  this  ?  Hoa  $ 
Who  waits  there  ?  Sure  you  know  me  i 

Enttr  Kiepcr^ 

Keep.  Yes,  my  Lord  ; 
But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. 

Cran.  Why? 

Keep.  Your  Grace  muft  wait  'rill  you  be  called  for« 

Eniir  DeSer  Butts. 

Gran.  So. 

Btetts.  This  is  a  piece  of  Malice:  I  am  glad 
t  came  this  way  (a  haply*    The  King 
Shall  underftand  it  prefently.  [^Ejcit  Butts* 

Crd»»  •Tis  BmtSf 
The  King's  Phyfician,  as  he  pad  along. 
How  earneftl Y  he  caft  his  Eyes  upon  me } 
Pray  Heav'n  ne  found  not  my  Difgrace  :  for  certain 
This  is  of  purpofe  laid  by  fome  that  hate  me, 
CGod  turn  their  Hearts,  I  never  (ought  their  Malice) 
To  quench  mine  Honour;  they  woukl  Ihame  to  make  me 
Wait  elfe  at  Door ;  A  FeHow-CounceUor 
'Mong  Boys,  Grooms,  and  Lackeys  f 
But  their  Pleafures 
Muft  be  fulfilled,  and  I  attend  with  Patience. 

Enter  the  King  and  Butts  at  a  Winden^  abov^ 

Btttts.  I'll  (hew  your  Grace  the  firaageft  fight^^** 

Kinji.  What's  that,  Bttttj  / 

S  a  Sfttts* 
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Buns.  I  chink  your  Highnefs  faw  this  many  a  Day. 

King.  Body  a  roe :  where  is  it  ? 

Buiu.  There,  my  Lord : 
The  high  Promotion  of  his  Grace  of  Canterbury 9 
Who  holds  his  State  at  door  'mongft  Purfevants, 
Pages*  and  Foot-boy. 

King.  Ha  ?  'tis  he  indeed. 
I^  this  the  Honour  they  do  one  another  { 
•Tis  well  there's  one  above  'em  yet.   I  had  thought 
They  had  parted  fo  much  Honefty  among  'cm, 
Ac  Itaft  gord  Manners,  as  not  thus  to  fuffer 
A  Man  of  his  Place,  pnd  fo  near  our  Favour, 
To  dance  Attendance  on  their  Lordfhips  Pleafures, 
And  at  the  Door  tco,  like  a  Poft  with  Packets  : 
By  holy  Marj,  BuiiSy  there's  Knavery ; 
Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  Curtain  clofe. 
We  (hall  hear  more  anon. 

jt  Council  Table  brought  in  with  Chairs  and  Stools^  and  placed 
under  the  State*  Enter  Lord^Chancellorj  places  himjfilfai 
the  upper  end  of  the  Table,  on  the  Left  Hand  :  A  Scat  icing 
left  void  above  him^  as  for  the  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury'^ 
Se4U.  Duke  of  S\x9o%  Duke  of  Hotfok^  Surrey,  Lard- 
Chamberlain,  and  Gardiner,  feat  themfelves  in  Order  $m 
eachjide.     Cromwel  at  the  lower  end,  as  Secretary. 

Chan.  Speak  to  the  Bufinefs,  Mr,  Secretary: 
Why  are  wc  met  in  Council  ? 

Crom.  Pleafe  your  Horours, 
The  chief  Caufe  concerns  his  Grace  oi  Canterbury. 

Gard.  Has  he  knowledge  of  it  ? 

Crom.  Yes. 

Nor.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Keep.  Without,  my  Noble  Lords? 

Gard.  Yes. 

Keep.  My  Lord  A^-chbifliop; 
And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  Pleafures: 

Chan.  Let  him  come  in. 

Keep.  Your  Grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmcr  approaches  the  Council  Table. 
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Chan.  My  good  Lord  Archbifliop,  I'm  very  forry 
To  fie  here  at  this  prefenr>  and  behold 
That  Chair  ftand  empty  :  But  we  all  are  Men 
In  our  own  Natures  frail*  and  capable 
Of  our  Flefti,  few  are  Angels ;  out  of  which  Frailty 
And  want  of  Wifdom,  you  that  beft  fhould  teach  us. 
Have mifdemean'd  yourfelf>  and  not  a  little: 
Toward  the  King  firft,  then  his  Lawf,  in  fiHinp 
The  whole  Realm*  by  your  teaching  and  your  Chaplains, 
(  For  fo  we  are  inform'd)  with  new  Opinions 
Divers  and  dangerous*  which  are  Herefics; 
And  not  reform*d,  may  prove  pernicious. 

GarJ.  Which  Reformation  muft  be  fuddcn  too. 
My  noble  Lords;  for  thofc  that  tame  \yild  Hoifcs, 
Pace  'em  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'cm  gentle* 
But  (lop  their  Mouths  with  (Kibborn  Bits,  and  fpur  'cm 
'Till  they  obey  the  manage.    If  we  fufFer, 
Out  of  our  Eafinefs  and  childilh  Pity 
To  one  Min's  Honour,  this  contagious  Sicknefs 
Farewcl  all  Phyfick:  And  what  follows  then? 

Commotions,  Uproars,  with  a  general  taint 

Of  the  whole  State :  As  of  late  Ehys  our  Neighbours, 

The  Upper  Germanjj  can  dearly  witnefs. 

Yet  freftily  pitied  in  our  Memories. 

Craft.  My  good  Lords;  hitherto,  in  all  tl  e  Progrcfs 

Both  of  my  Life  and  Office,  I  have  labour'd. 

And  with  no  little  Study*  that  my  Ter^ching, 

And  the  ftrong  Courfe  of  my  Authority, 

Might  go  one  way,  and  fafejy ;  and  the  end 

Was  ever  to  do  well :  Nor  is  there  living, 

(I  fpeak  it  with  a  fingle  Heart,  my  LordO 

A  Man  that  more  detefts,  more  ftirs  againft. 

Both  in  his  private  Confcience,  and  his  Place* 

Defacers  of  the  publick  Peace,  than  I  do  : 

Pray  Heav'n  the  King  may  never  find  a  Heart 

Withlefs  Allegiance  in  it«     Men  that  make 

Eflvy,  and  crooked  Malice,  Nourifliment, 

Dare  bite  the  beft.     I  do  bcfcech  your  Lordfliipj, 

That  in  this  cafe  of  Juftice,  my  Accufers, 

Be  what  they  will*  may  ft  and  forth  Face  to  Face, 

And  freely  urge  againft  m:. 

*.3  Smf. 
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S/ff.  Nay*  my  Lord, 
That  cannot  be ;  you  are  a  Counfellor, 
And  by  that  Vertue  no  Man  dare  ^ccufe  you. 
.   Card.  MyLordybecaufewehaveBunnefsofoiore; 
We  will  be  (hort  with  you.    'Tis  his  HighneTs  pleafurty 
And  our  confcnt,  for  better  Tryal  of  you, 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tawer^ 
Where  te-ng  but  a  private  Man  again* 
You  (hall  know  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly. 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

CrdH.  Ah,  my  good  Lord  of  Wimchefier,  I  thank  you. 
You  are  always  my  good  Friend ;  if  your  Will  pt^ 
I  ftiall  both  hnd  your  Lordfhip  Judge  and  Juror, 
You  are  h  merciful.     I  fee  your  end, 
'Tis  my  undoing.    Love  and  Metknefs,  Lord, 
Become  a  Church-man  bettef  than  Ambition : 
Win  ftraying  Souls  with  Modefly  again, 
Caft  none  away.     That  I  (hall  clear  my  felf. 
Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  Patience, 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  Confcience 
In  doing  daily  Wrongs.     I  could  fay  more. 
But  Reverence  to  your  Calling  makes  me  modcft. 

GarJ.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  you  are  a  Seftary, 
That's  the  plain  truth;  vour  painted  Glofs  difcovers^ 
To  Men  that  underftand  you,  words  and  weaknefs« 

Crom.  My  Lord  of  fTinchefter,  youVe  a  little. 
By  your  good  favour,  too  (harp;  Men  fo  Noble, 
riow  ever  faulty,  yet  (hould  (ind  Refped 
For  what  they  have  been  :  'Tis  a  Ouelty 
To  load  a  falling  Man, 

GariL  Goqd  Mr.  Secretary, 
I  cry  your  Honour's  Mercy ;  you  may,  worft 
Ofall  this  Table,  fay  fo. 

Crom,  Why,  my  Lord  ? 

Card.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  Favourer 
Of  this  new  Sed  ?  ye  are  not  (bund« 

Crom.  Not  found  ? 

Card.  Not  found,  I  fay. 

Crom*  Would  you  were  half  fo  honeft  : 
M^ns  Prayers  then  would  feck  you,  not  their  Fears* 


GarJn 
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Gard.  I  (hall  remember  this  bold  Language, 
Cromm  Do. 
Remember  your  bold  Life  too, 
'    Cham.  Tnis  is  too  much; 
Forbear  for  fliimet  my  Lords. 
Card.  I  have  done. 
Crom.  AndL 

Cham.  Then  thus  for  you,  mv  Lord,  it  ftands  agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  Voices;  that  forthvi^ith 
You  be  conveyed  to  t\C  Tower  a  Prifoner; 
There  to  remain  'till  the  King's  further  Pleafure 
fie  known  unto  us.    Are  you  all  agreed.  Lords  f 
JIU.  We  are. 

Cran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  Mercy, 
But  I  muA  needs  tothT^w^,  my  Lords} 

Card.  What  other 
Would  you  expcd  ?  You  are  ftrangely  croublefome : 
Let  fome  o'th'  Guard  be  ready  there. 

Enter  the  Gttard. 
Cran.  Forme? 
Muft  I  go  like  a  Traitor  thither  ? 

Card.  Receive  him. 
And  fee  him  fafe  i'th'  Tewer. 

Cran.  Stay,  good  my  Lords, 
I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.    Look  there,  my  Lords ; 
By  vertueof  that  Ring,  I  take  my  Caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  Men,  and  give  it 
To  a  moft  Noble  Judge,  the  King  my  Mafter. 
Cham.  This  is  the  King's  Ring. 
Gard.  Tis  no  counterfeit, 
Smf.  'Tis  his  right  Ring,  by  Heav*n.  I  told  ye  all. 
When  we  fir  ft  put  this  dang'rous  Stone  a  rowling, 
'T would  fall  upon  our  felves. 

l^or.  Do  you  think,  mv  Lords, 
The  King  will  fuffer  but  the  little  Finger 
Of  this  Man  to  be  vex*d  ? 

Cham..  'Tis  now  too  certain. 
How  much  more  is  his  Life  in  value  with  himS 
Would  I  were  fairly  out  on't. 

S  4  Br^n% 
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Crom.  My  Mind  gave  mr. 
In  keking  1  ales  and  Informations 
Againll  this  Man,  whofeHonefty  the  Devil 
And  his  Difciplts  only  envy  at, 
Ye  blew  the  Fire  that  burns  ye;  now  have  at  ye. 
Enter  King  frowhing  on  them%  takes  his  Sedtm 

Gard*  Dread  Sovereign, 
How  much  are  we  bound  to  Heaven^ 
In  daily  Thanks,  that  gave  us  fuch  a  Prince; 
Not  only  Good  and  Wife,  but  moft  Religious: 
O.ie  that  in  all  Obedience,  mAcs  the  Church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  Honour,  and  to  llrengtheo 
That  holy  Duty  of  our  dear  Refpcft, 
His  Pvoyal  Strlf  in  Judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  Caufe  bttwixt  her  and  this  great  Offender. 

King.  You  were  cv  er  good  at  fuddcn  Commendations, 
Biftiop  of  IViftchcJhr.     But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  fuch  Fhttery  now,  and  in  my  prefence. 
They  are  too  thin  and  bafe  to  hide  Offences, 
To  me  you  cannot  reach  ;  you  play  the  Spaniel, 
'  And  think  with  wagj^ing  of  your  Tongue  to  win  me: 
But  whatfot'cr  thou  tak'ft  me  for,  I'm  fure 
Thou  haft  a  cruel  Nature,  and  a  bloody. 
Good  Mm^ficdown;  now  let  me  f<?ethcproud^ft  £7iCnm, 
He  thit  dares  moft,  but  wag  his  Finger  at  thee, 
By  afl  that's  Holy,  lie  had  better  ftarvc, 
Thtn  but  once  think,  this  place  becomes  thee  not. 

Shy,  Mjy  it  plcafe  your  Grace>— — r* 

King.  No,  Sir,  it  dots*not  plcafe  me, 
I  had  had  thought  I  had  Men  of  fomc  Underftanding^j 
And  Wifdom,  of  my  Council;  but  I  find  none: 
Was  it  dilcrction,  Lords  to  let  this  Man, 
Th  s  good  Men,  (few  of  you  dcferve  the  Title,) 
This  honcft  Mar,  wait  like  a  lowfie  F^ot-boy 
At  Chamber  Door,  and  one,  as  qrcat  as  you  are? 
Why,  whAt  a  fliimewasibis?  Did  my  Commiffion 
Bid  ye  fo  f.r  forget  your  fclvcs?  I  gave  ye 
Power,  a^  he  was  a  Counfcilor,  to  try  him, 
Nor  as  a  Groom  ;  thcre^  fciOie  pf  yc,  I  fee, 
More  out  of  MaKce  than  Inceg'i^y, 

Would 
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Would  try  him  to  the  utmoft,  had  ye  mean; 
Which  ye  (hall  never  havei  while  I  do  live. 

Chdm.  Thus  far. 
My  moft  dread  Sovereign,  may  it  like  your  Grace, 
To  let  my  Tongue  ^xcufe  all.    What  was  purposed 
Concerning  his  Imprifonment,  was  rather. 
If  there  be  faith  in  Men,  meant  for  his  Trial, 
And  fair  Purgation  to  the  World,  than  Malice ; 
Vtn  fure  in  me. 

KiH£.  Wellj  weU,  my  Lords,  refpeft  him  ; 
Take  him,  and  ufe  him  well;  he*$  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  fav  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  Prince 
May  be  beholding  to  a  Subjed,  I 
Am,  for  his  Love  and  Service,  fo  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him ; 
Be  Friends  for  (hame,  my  Lords.    My  Lord  of  Cantertttry^ 
I  have  a  Suit,  which  you  muft  not  deny  me. 
There  is  a  fair  young  Maid  that  yet  wants  Baptifm, 
You  muft  be  Godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  greateft  Monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  fuch  an(  Honour;  how  may  I  deferve  it. 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  Sub j eft  to  you? 

King.  Come,  come,  my  Lord,  you'd  fpare  your  Spoons: 
You  ftiall  have  two  noble  Partners  with  you;  theoldPutch* 
ers  of  Norfilk^  ^d  the  Lady  Marquefsof  Dor/it  i 
Will  thefe  pleafe  you  ? 

Once  more,  my  Lord  ^Winchfler^  I  charge  you 
Embrace,  and  love  this  Man. 
Gard.  With  a  true  Heart, 

And  Brother's  love  I  do  it. 
Cran.  And  let  Heaven 

Witnefsi  how  dear  I  hold  this  Confirmation. 

King.  Good  Man,  thofe  joyful  Tears  (hew  thy  true  Heart; 

The  common  Voice  I  fee  is  verified 

Of  thee,  which  fays  thus :  Do  my  Lord  of  Canterhnj 

A  Ihrewd  turn,  and  he's  your  Friend  for  ever. 

Come*  Lords  we  trifle  time  away:  I  long 

To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Chriftian. 

As  I  have  made  ye  one,  Lordf,  one  remain  : 

So  I  grow  ftronger,  you  more  Honour  gain*  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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Noife  and  Tumult  within :  Enter  Porter  mJ  bis  Afiuel 

Pert.  YouV  \Wft  yoot  noile  tnon,  ve  RaTcak ;  do  yoa 
take  the  Court  for  P^k  Garden  i  yt  fode  Slaves*  leave  jour 
gaping. 
Within.  Gdod  Mf.Poftori  Ibdeng  to  th'Larder. 
Port.  Belong  to  the  Gallows*  and  be  hanged,  yeRogne:  b 
this  a  Place  to  loMr  in?  Fdtch  me  a  doien  Cnib-tree  Scave% 
and  ftrong  ones ;  thefe  are  but  Switches  to  'em :  III  fcratch 
your  Heads;  you  iftuft  ^be  feeing  Chriftnings?  Do  you  lool; 
for  Ale  and  Cakes  here»  you  rude  Rcfcals  i 

Man.  Pray»  Sir,  be  patient;  *ds  as  much  impoffiUe^ 
Unlefs  we  fwept  them  from  the  Door  withCannons» 
To  fcatter  'em,  as  tis  to  make  'em  deep 
On  MAyAiy  Morning,  which  will  never  be : 
We  may  as  well  pu<h  againft  PauU^  as  ftir  'em. 
Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hanc'd? 
Mm.  Alas,  I  know  not,  how  gets  tneXidein  { 
As  much  as  one  fouo^  Cudgel  of  four  Foot, 
You  fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  diftribute, 
I  made  no  fpare>  Sir. 
Penf^.  You  did  nothing,  Sir. 
M^in.  I  am  not  Sampfon^  nor  Sir  Guj^  nor  Cekhrand^ 
To  mow  'em  down  before  me ;  buc  if  I  fpar*d  any 
That  had  a  Head  to  hit,  either  ye#g  or  did* 
He  or  (he.  Cuckold,  or  Cuckold-maker ; 
Let  me  ne'er  hope  to  fee  a  Chine  again. 
And  that  I  would  not  for  a  Cow,  God  fave  her. 
Within.  Do  you  hear,  Mr.  Porter? 
Port.  I  fhallbewithyouprefently,goodMr.Pupgy. 
Keep  the  Door  clofe,  Sirrah, 
Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do? 
Port.  What  (hould  you  do,  but  knodc  'em  down  by  ^  . 
dozens?  Is  this  Moorfields  to  Muller  in?  Or  have  we  fbme 
flrange  Indian  with  the  great  Tool,  come  to  Court,  the  Wo- 
men fobefiegeus?  Blefsmel  what  a  fry  of  Fornication  is  at. 
the  Door?  On  my  Chriftian-Confcience,  this  one  Chrift* 
ning  will  beget  a  thoufand,  here  will  be  Father^  God-iather, 
and  all  together 

Md»^ 
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M4ft.  The  Spoons  will  be  the  bigger.  Sir;  there  h  a  Fcl-r 
low  (bmewbat  near  the  Door,  be  ibould  be  a  Braiier  by  his 
Facet  for  o'  my  Confcience  twemcy  of  the  Dog-<}ays  now 
reign  in's  Nofe ;  aH  that  fiand  about  him  are  under  the  Line, 
they  need  no  other  Penance;  diat  Fire-'Drake  did  I  bit  three 
times  oa  the  Head,  and  three  times  was  his  N(^e  dilj^harged 
againft  me;  he  (lands  there  Jike  aMort^r^iece<o  blow  us  up. 
There  was  Habeiidaiher*s  Wife  of  fmall  Wit>  near  him,  that 
rail'd  upon  me,  'xM  her  pinck'd  Por-ringer  ifell  off  her  Head« 
for  kifldUng  fach  a  combaftion  in  the  State.  I  mift  the  Me- 
teor once,  and  hit  that  Woman,  who  cry'd  out  Clubs,  when 
I  might  fee  from  far,  feme  forty  Truncheons  draw  to  her 
Succour,  which  were  the  hope  o'rh*  Strand,  where  ihe  was 
quartered;  they  fell  on,  I  made  good  my  Place;  at  length 
they  came  to  m  Broom-ftafF  to  me,  I  defy'd  'em  ftill,  when 
fuddenly  a  File  of  Boys  behind  *cm,  loole  (hot,  delivei'd 
fuch  a^ower  of  Pibbles,  that  I  was  fain  to  draw  mine  Ho- 
nour in,  and  let  'em  win  the  Work;  the  Devil  vas  amongft 
*cm,  I  think  furely. 

Port.  Thefe  are  the  Youths  that  thunder  at  a  Play-houfe, 
and  fight  for  bitten  Apples,  that  no  Audience  but  the  Tribu- 
lation of  Tcwer-Hillf  or  the  Limbs  of  Ume-Hvufi^  their  dear 
Brothers,  are  able  to  endure,  I  have  (bme  of  *em  in  Limh 
Patrum^  and  there  they  are  like  to  dance  thefe  three  Days ; 
befides  the  running  Banquet  of  two  Beadles,  that  is  to 
come. 

Euter  Lord  ChamberUin. 

Cham.  Mercy  o*me;  what  a  Multitude  are  here? 
They  grow  ftill  too;  from  all  Parts  they  are  coming. 
As  if  we  kept  a  Fair  here?  where  are  rhefe  Porters? 
Thefe  lazy  Knaves?  Ye*ve  made  a  find  Hand,  Fellows? 
There's  a  trim  Rabble  let  in;  are  all  thefe 
Your  faithful  Friends  o'th*  Suburbs  f  We  (hall  have 
Great  ftore  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  Ladies, 
When  they  pafs  back  from  the  Chriftning  ? 

Port.  And't  pleafe  your  Honour, 
We  are  but  Men,  ana  what  fo  many  may  do. 
Not  being  torn  in  pieces,  we  have  done ; 
An  Army  cannot  rule  'em» 

Cbam. 
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Cham.  As  I  live. 
If  the  King  blame  me  for'c,  I'll  lay  ye  all 
By  ch'tHeels,  and  fuddenly ;  and  on  your  Heads 
Clap  round  Fines,  for  negled :  Y'are  lazy  JCnavcs, 
And  here  ye  lye  baiting  of  Bombards,  when 
Ye  Ihould  do  Service.    Hark,  the  Trumpets  (buod, 
Th'are  come  alread v  from  the  Chriftning ; 
Go  break  among  the  Prefs,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  Troop  pafs  fairly ;  or  I'll  find 
A  Marjbalfia  (hall  hold  ye  play  thefe  two  Mooctis* 

Port.  Make  way  there,  for  tne  Princefs. 

Man.  You  great  Fellow, 
Stand  clofc  up,  or  I'll  make  your  Head  ake. 

Fort.  You  i'th'  Chamblet,  get  up'o'th'  Rail, 
I'll  peck  you  o'er  the  Pales  elfe.  [^Exnmi. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Trumpets  founding  ;  then  two  Aldermeup  Lord  Atujv^ 
Garter,  Cranmer>  Pivi^  0/  Norfolk  with  his  Mar Jb^Vs  Staffs 
Dukf  of  Suffolk,  two  Noblemen  J  biaring  great  fiamdsMgBoiwU 
for  the  Chrifining  Gifts :  Then  four  Noblemen  beariutg  a  Qh 
nopji  under  which  the  Dutchefs  of  Norfolk,  God'^m^tber^ 
bearing  the  Child  richlj  habited  in  a  Mantle^  Sec.  Train  born 
bj  a  Ladj :  Then  follows  the  Marchionefs  of  Dorfet,  the  other 
God-mother^  and  Ladies.  TTje  Troop  pafs  once  about  the  Stage^ 
and  G^xux  fpeaks. 

Gart.  Heaven, 
From  thy  endlefs  Goodnefs  fend  profperous  Life, 
Long,  and  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty 
Princefs  of  England^  Elizabeth. 

FUurifb.     Enter  King  and  Guard. 

Cran.  And  to  your  Royal  Grace,  and  the  good  Qiieeoi 
My  Noble  Partners,  and  my  felf  thus  pray. 
All  comfort,  joy  in  this  moft  gracious  Lady, 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  Parents  happy. 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye. 

King.  Thank  you  good  Lord  Archbilhop ; 
What  IS  her  Name  ? 

Cran.  Elizabeth. 

King. 


King  Henry  VIIL  1805 

Kmg:  Stand  up.  Lord ; 
With  this  Kifs,  take  my  Bleffing:  God  protcAthcc, 
Into  whofe  hand,  I  give  thy  Life. 

Cran.  Amen. 

King.  My  noble  Goffips,  y'have  been  too  PK>diga]> 
I  thaoK  ye  heartily :  So  fhall  this  Lady, 
When  (he  has  fo  much  EngUJb. 

Crdn.  Let  me  fpeak.  Sir, 
For  Heav'n  now  bids  me ;  and  the  words  I  utter,' 
Let  none  think  Flattery;  for  they'll  find  'cm Truth. 
This  Royal  Infant,  Heav'n  ftill  move  about  her. 
Though  in  her  Cradle,  yet  now  promifes 
Upon  this  Land,  a  thoufand  thoufand  Bleffings, 
Which  time  (hall  bring  to  ripenefs :  She  (hall  be, 
(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  Goodnefs,). 
A  Pattern  to  all  Princes  living  with  her, 
And^iaU  that  (hall  fucceed :  Saba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  Wifdom,  and  fair  Virtue, 
Than  this'pure  Soul  (hall  be.     All  Princely  Graces 
That  mould  up  fuch  a  mighty  Piece  as  this  is. 
With  all  the  Virtues  that  attend  the  Good, 
Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her.  Truth  (hall  Nurfe  her. 
Holy  and  Heavenly  Thoughts  ftill  Counfel  her: 
She  (hall  be  lov'd  and  fear'd.  Her  own  (hall  blefs  her ; 
Her  Foes  (hake  like  a  Field  of  beaten  Corn« 
And  bang  their  Heads  with  Sorrow : 
Good  grows  with  her. 
In  her  days  every  Man  (haU  eat  in  fafety. 
Under  his  own  Vine  what  he  plants ;  and  fing 
The  merry  Songs  of  Peace  to  all  his  Neighbours. 
God  (hall  be  truly  known,  and  thofe  about  her 
From  her  (hall  read  the  perfed:  ways  of  Honour; 
And  by  thof*  claim  their  Greatnefs,  not  by  Blood. 
Nor  (hall  this  Peace fleep  with  her;  But  as  when 
The  Bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  Maiden  Phoenix, 
Her  A(hes  new  create  another  Heir, 
As  great  in  admiration  as  her  felf; 
So  (hall  (he  leave  her  BlelTednefs  to  One, 
(When  Heav'n  (hall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of  darknefs,^ 
Who  from  the  facred  A(hes  of  her  Honour 
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Shall  Star*like  rife,  as  great  in  fame  as  (he  was^ 

And  fo  ftand  fix^d.  PeKe»  Plenty^  Love,  Truth,  TetrCKui 

That  were  the  Servants  to  this  chofea  Infant^ 

Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  Vine  grow  to  hiia; 

Where  ever  the  bright  Sun  of  Heav'n  ikaH  (hinc^ 

His  Honour,  and  the  greattie&  of  his  Name, 

Shall  be,  and  mak^  new  Nations^.   H«  (baU  flotiriiby 

And  hke  a  Mountain  Cedar«  reach  his  Branches,. 

To  all  the  Plaiii&  abouc  him :  Our  Children's  Childrcn 

Shall  fee  this,  and  bltfs  Heav*o. 

King.  Thou  Ipeakeft  Wonders* 

CroH.  She  (hall  be  to  the  Happinels  of  E^gUmt^ 
An  aged  Princeft;  many  davs  ihaUfee  her. 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 
WouJd  I  had  known  no  more:  But  ihe  moft  di^ 
She  mufl,  the  Saints  muft  have  her;  yet  a  Vixgio^, 
A  moft  unfpotted  Lilly  (hall  fhe  pafi 
To  th'  Ground,  and  aU  the  World  fliall  moufo  her. 

King.  O  Lord  Archbi(h(^, 
Thou  haft  made  me  now  a  Mao ;  never,  before 
This  happy  Child,  did  I  get  any  thing. 
This  Oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleased  me^ 
That  when  I  am  in  Heav'n,  I  (haU  defire 
To  fee  what  this  Child  does,  and  praife  my  Maker* 
I  thank  ye  all.  To  you,  my  good  Lord  Mayor, 
And  you  good  Brethren,  I  am  mucti  beholding: 
I  have  receiv'd  much  Honour  by  your  prefence. 
And  ye  (hall  find  me  thankfuL  Lead  the  way,  Lord^ 
Ye  muft  all  fee  the  Queen,  and  (he  muft  thank  ye» 
She  will  be  dck  elfe.    This  day»  no  Man  think 
Has  bu(inefs  at  his  Houfe,  for  aU  (hall  ftay : 
This  little  One  CbaU  make  it  HoIy*day.  [Tuimmi 
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9    I  ^IS  ten  to  one  this  Play  can  never  pleafe 
.    JL     All  that  are  here :   Some  come  to  take 

their  eafe, 
Andfleep  out  an  AB  or  tivo  j  hut  thofe  ivefear 
We've  frighted  *with  our  Trumpets :  fa  'tis  clear, 
Iheyllfay  it's  nau^t.   Others,  to  hear  the  City 
Ahuid  extreamly,  and  to  cry  That's  nuitty^ 
Which  ive  have  not  done  neither  ^  that,  I  fear. 
All  the  expeBed  good  ou*  are  like  to  hear. 
For  this  Play  at  this  time,  is  only  in 
7he  merciful  ConJlruBion  of  good  Women  j 
For  fitch  a  one  ive  Jheivd  'em :  if  they  fmile, 
And  fay  'tnuill  doy  I  knoivwithin  a  nuhile. 
All  the  hefi  Men  are  ours  j  for  *tis  ill  hap. 
If  they  hold,  luhen  their  Ladies  hid  'em  clap. 
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PROLOGUE 


I  TV  Troy,  there  Ijes  the  Seine:  From  Ifles  of  Grcicc 
The  Princes  OrgilloHS^  their  high  Blood  ehaf*Jj 
Have  to  the  Port  of  Athens  fent  their  Ships 
Fraught  with  the  Minifiers  and  ImftrMments, 
OfCrtiel  War  :  Sixty  and  nine  that  wore 
Their  Crownets  Regain  from  th*  Athenian  Pay 
Put  forth  toward  Phrygia,  and  their  Vow  is  made 
To  ranfack  Troy,  within  whofe  firong  Immteres^ 
The  ravijh'd  Helen,  Menclaus  Oueen^ 
With  wanton  Paris  Jleeps,  and  that*s  the  Quarrel. 
To  Tenodos  they  comey 
And  the  deep'dra:wing  Barks  do  there  dijgorge 
Their  warlike  Fraughtage :  Nerw  on  Dard^n  Plaints 
The  frejh  and  yet  unbrnifed  Greeks,  do  piKh 
Their  brave  Pavittions.   Priam'/  fix-gated  Gtj^ 
Dardan,  andT'imhxUj  Hclias,  Chetas,  Troien^ 
And  Antenonidus,  with  majfy  Staples^ 
And  correffpnfive  and  fulfilling  Bolts^ 
Stir  up  the  Sons  of  Troy. 
New  E^peUation  tickjing  skitti/h  Spirits^ 
Ou  one  and  other  fide,  Tro\in  and  Gretkf 
Sets  all  on  hazutrd.     And  hither  am  I  come 
A  Prologue  arm^d,  but  not  in  confidence 
Of  ^uthor^s  Pen^  or  AElors  Voice;  but  fuited 
Jfu  like  Conditions^  a^our  Argument ; 
To  tell  jou  (fair  Beholders)  that  our  Play 
Leaps  o*er  the  vaunt  avd  firfiltngs  oftho/i  Broils^ 
Begfmtlng  in  $ho  meddle.:  flartimg  (binco  away 9 
To  what  may  be  digefted  in  a  Play  : 
Like,  or  find  fault 9  do  as  your  Pleafures  are^ 
Now  goody  or  bady  Uis  but  the  Chance  of  War. 
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fmdivis, 
Antcnor, 


AgamcAinon,' 
Achilles, 

AJM, 

MeneUus, 
VlyjTe..  , 
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Diomedes} 
PatrocluSj 
Therfitu, 
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Heltn,  fUft  to  Menelans,  m  Lave  with  PariSj^ 
Andromicde,  Wife  to  Heflor.  ' "  ; 

Q-cffida,   ^tagher  to  'CalchM,.»ii  i>i 
Twilus. 

Trojan  iaJ  Gteek  Sotdierit  a**  a/Air  ift; 
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£0/^/  Pandarus  and  TroiluSk 
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ALL  litreisyVtrl^JltRnigBajlJOj.snA 

Tfait  find  fuch  cruel  Band  here  ijjtiifr!  i 

e«*> 5*w '!>»< .i«Maa«,of*Biie|^,T 
Let  him  to  Field*  Tr'aitm  alas  hath  noae. 
/•m.  Will  tiiis  G««r  Dt^er  iic  mended  j    ,   l„' n--^  ". 

Fierce  to  tlieir  ikill,  aiid  to  tneir  fi.ercenejs  valiant : 
but  1  am  weaker  tlian  a  Woman's  Tear, 
Tamer  than  Sleept  fondet  than  ignorance  ; 
Ijefs  valiant  tlun  the  Virgin  in  the  Nightt 
AfMulU^^  UDprtAis'd  lofincy. 


1 S  f  4  Troihis  and  CteiSdju  V 

FM7Wtiiy\  hive  tolcFyoa  enwek  of  chit  :r  Ibfbm* 
(>arr,  Til  not  meddle  nor  make  ahy  rardier«<  He  tluirwul 
hive  a  Cake  out  of  the  Wheit^  MUft  needs  nrtsjf^^ 
Grinding.  ^ 

Trot.  Have  I  not  tarried?  -:- 

Pan.  Ay,  the  Grinding;  but  you  muft  tarry  th^ 
Troi.  Have  I  not  tarried  ?  : .  ^  i 

Pm.  Ay,  the  Boulringi  but  y6u  muft  tarry  theJ^LnVning* 
Troi.  Still  hive  I  tarried*  r  .:       . 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  Leav'ning  :  but  here's  yet  in:  the  word 
hereafter,  the  Kneading^  the  making  of  the  Cake^  the  Hear- 
ing of  the  Oven,  and  the  Baking  j  nay,  you  muft  ftay  the 
cooling  too>  or  you  may  chance  to  burn  your  Lips* 
Troi.  Patience  her  felf,  what  Goddefs  e'er  (he  be» 
Doth  lefTer  blcneh  at  Sufferance*  than  I  ^  : 
At  Priam  %  Royal  Table  I  do  (it ; 
And  when  fair  Cr«^  comes  into  my  ThQught.%  ■ 

So,  Traitor! When  ihe  comes^  when  flieis'thenoe    • 

Pan.  WeU, 
She  look'd  yeftcmight  fairer  than  ever  I  faw  her  look. 
Or  any  Wonjan  die. 

Trci.  I  was  about  to  tell  thcc,  when  my  Heart,  ; 
As  wedged  with  a  figb,  would  five  in  twain. 
Left  Hellor,  or  my  Father  (hould  perceive  mc^ 
i  have  ^as  when  the  Sun  doth  light  a  Storm) 
Buried  this  (if^h,  in  wrinkle  of  a  fmile  : 
But  Sorrow,  that  is  couch"d  in  feeming  Gladnefs^ 
Is  like  char  Mirth  Fate  turns  to  fudden  Sadnefs. 

Pan.  And  her  Hair  were  not  fomewhat  darker  than  Hh 

Icf^s  well go  to,  there  were  no  more  Comparffon  betweea 

the  Women.     But  for  my  part  fhe  is  my  KifffwoniaD^  I 
would  not  fas  they  term  it)  praife  it  but  I  would  fomt 

Body  had  heard  her  talk  ycfterday,  as  I  did  ;  I  will  not 
difpraife  yoXir  Sifter  Cajfandra^s  Wit,  but— 

Troi.  O  Pandarns  \  I  tell  thee,  Pandairus        *  ■ 
When  I  do  tell  thee,  there  irqr  Hopes  lye  drown'd^ . 
Reply  not  in  how  many  Fathoms  deep 
They  lye  ii.trench'd.     I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  CreflU's  Love.     Thou  anfwer*ft,  flie  is  Fair> 
Pour'ft  in  the  open  Olcer  of  my  Heartt 
Hex  Eyes,  her  Hair,  her  Cheekj^  l^l^at^  her  Voiced  ^ 

Handlelt 


•^ 


I'ldtltis  Md  Creffida,  1 8 1 5 

Hdndlcft  in  thy  Difc*urfcr— r-O  that  j  hcf  Hindf — i 

CIo  whofe  ComparlfoA,  all  Whites  aie  Ink 

Writio^  their  own  Reproach)  (b  wfiofe  foft  leiiure 

The  Cignets  Do>^n  is  narfli,  and  spirit  of  Senfe 

Hard  as  the  Palm  of  Plougbfiiln.     This  thou  telTft  fne  { 

As  true  thoU  tell'ft  tne  i  when  I  fay  I  ioye  t^f  x 

But  faying  thu^,  inftead  oi^  Oil  and  6iiiDj 

Thou  lay'ft  in  every  gafli  t^ac  Love  liat^  givbn  ihf^ 

The  Knife  that  ihade  ir. 

P^^lfpcak  bd  irioit  than  Truth.  *        . 

Trm  Thou  doft  nof  ^peak  (6  much*  . 

f^^.  'Faith,  rU  not  itieddle  in'r;  1,^^  Her  h^  ^^\^ 
if  (he  be  fair;  'tis  the  better  for  herraod  ihic  be  n'ot^Mke 
has  the  mends  in  her  own  hands. 

Iroi.  Good  PsHdkras ;  how  now,  Pdnddrkif 

Pan.  i  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel*  i£|  thdugh^  pd 
of  her,  and  ill  thought  on  of  you  :  Gotiie  Between  aina  be^^ 
tween,  but  fmall  thanks  for  ifiy  labour*  , 

7r#i.  What  art  thou  angry,  Pandarisf  n^hat*  with  ibe  ? 

Pan.  J^ecaufe  (he  is  I^in  to  me,  therefore  /hp^s  not  to  fdt 
as  HeUni  and  (he  were  not  Kin  to  ftfe,  (he  ^oiild  be  as  fair 
on  Friidj^  as  Helen  is  onSnndaj.  Biit  whad care t  ?  I  care 
hot  and  (he  were  a  Black'*-a-More,  'tis  alJf  one  to  lA'e. 

7r#i.  Say  I,  (he  is  not  fair  ? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care,  whether  ydu  do  or  nd.  SheVi  Pool 
to  ftay  behind  her  Father :  Let  her  to  the  GreejjSf  and  to 
riitell  her  the  next  time  I  fee  her:  for  my  part»  Hl.ineddie 
nor  make  no  more  i*th*  maiter. 

Trot.  Pandarns-—^ 

Pdn.  Not  I. 


Tni.  SwCct  PanddrdS' 
•    Pdn.  Pray  you  fpeak  no  more  to  tHe^  t  Will  leave  atl  as  t 
found  it^  and  there's  an  ttUk  [£xit  F^aiidarut^ 

yS^mti  j/ldriidi 

Trot.  Peace,  you  ungracious  Clamours^  peace  rude  Sounds 
pools  on'bothiid'eF,  Ifelei^  mu(l  needs  be  fair^ 
When  with  your  Bbod  you  daily  paint  her  thus^ 
I  cannot  fii^ht  upon  this  Argument^ 
It  is  too  ftarvM  a  SubjcA  fprmy  Sword  : 

rut  Pandarns O  G(Jd'$  I  how  do  you  ptagufe  ihe  t 
cinnot  come  to  O'eJ/tdj  but  by  Panddrm, 
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An4  he's  ts  tecchy  to  be  woofd  tx^MQtB^.^.    i\:fyi  j^T  .  lii 
As  (he  isftubborn,  chaft,  againft" Jl/utfi.- ,       ot;:;  -r:  5i3iii 
Tell  m^:,  Jlp0lhy  fotjhyi  -P^jb^jfc's  Xf  yc,.  ,,,"^.1  lo  i^oJ  A 
What  Creffid  is;  What  FmuUt^  and  what  juji;^   i^,,;^  \\^:.  -^^JT 
Her  Bed  is  Ikdid^  there  (he  Ijrcs,  J^  Pc^rL  '5     tc^-   ^^- 
Bctween  outJbMm,  and,  where  ^e  refifJqfc  .^^.  ,  ^.,^  1     - 
Let  it  be  calPd  the  fpild  and  .walidripg  .^SIJRoaL  o'b  ci 
(36r  felf  tl^  Merchknty  'atid  this  failing  PmuUt         ^^  ^^  > 
Our  doObtfut  Hope,  our  Convoy^  and  our  JBy»i^'ulT  '    / 
jtUrmm.  ^    .  ...  jp«/cr.^n^,V,bii,  acr.vnri 

'  t/£»r.  How  now,  Prince  TraiAitt  /  . , ;  vr^  -  1*^6  o:-!.>  • 
Wherefore  not  i'th*  Field  ?  ;    H  -  >Ij'.  >v-^    .;  '-  i 

'  ;^W,  B;ciulb  not  there  5  this  Woiun*s  aA^j^^r^^tftf  ,r  s  v  .i^ 
Fdf  wbrtaniih  it  is.tobe  ffiom  thence:,  '  ;^^:,  .  \v  ;. 
WhatlNfews,  y£ncas^  from  (he  I;id4  tp  ^ay  <  ^^.^^ 

'  e^W.  That  PiiTi;  is  returnedl^^ 
;7j^*i.  By  wKofti,  uGUas  f  ,       ?  :    .  -/ 

7r«/.  Ltti'^rii  bleed,  'tis  but  a  fear  to  Scoriju    \>  . 
f  xrif  is  gor'd  with  MeneUms  Horn.  [ylKfrMV 

t/E9fe.  iiixVj  what  good  Sport  is  out  of  Tpwn.tp  |)ayi, . 

Troi.  Better  at  home,  if  Would  I  mighty  were  May*^«r- 
EhJt  to  the  Sport  abroad^— ^are  you  bound  thither  {  ,.,    .. 
'  t>£HC.  tn  alt  fwift  haftc. "  .  ^  v 

Trok  Come,  go  we  then  togetlier.  [Exiwif* 

Enter  Creflida  and  4  ScrvdHU 

Cre.  Who  were  ihofc  went  by  ? 

Ser.  Q^ttn Hesubjt mA  HeUn.  ,,  > 

Cre.  And  whither  go  they  ?  - 

Ser.  Up  to  the  Eaftern  Tower,  ,  \ 

Whofe  height  commands  as  fubjed  all  tfcc  Y*^^»:  o  ■  o 

To  fee  the  Battel  ;  HeB^r^  whofe  Patience       .  j..  : 

Is  as  a  Virtue  flx'd,  to  day  was  mov*d  :       ^  ,     .,,.  ,^^  .^^.^^ 
He  chxA  Andreanochej  and  flruck  his  Armorer,    .  ^-^  -  ,,  v*^ 
And  like  as  there  were  Husbandry  in  War 
Before  the  Sun  rofe,  he  was  harneft  light. 
And  to  die  Field  goes  he  j  where  ev'ry  Flower        ,         -tt 
Did  asa  Pt-ophct  weep  what  it  forefaw» 
In  HcBcr^s  Wrath. 

Cre.  What  was  his  caufe  of  Ang?r 
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Ar«  The  Doife  §|oes  this; 
^tlme  is  among  the  Oraku 
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A  Lord  of  rr#;W  Btbbd.  Nepl^ew  to  H^a^-, 
Hicy  can  him  ^4»;  v. 

Org.  Good;  and  >i^bat  of  him  ? 
&r.  Thev  fay  He  \t  k  very  Man  pirfi,  ariid  ftands  ilone^ 
Org,  So  do  aoMcn^^unkfi  they  are  druinlufickf  or  have 

Ser.  This'fi&^  Lady,  bath  robb'd  marty  Beafts  of  their 
particular  Additions,  l^e  is  as  valiant  as  the  Lycyi»  churlifli 

£the  Bear,  (low  as  the  Elephant ;  a  Man  into  ^^Jiom  ^atttr c 
th  {o  crowded  Humors,  that  his  Valour  is  c:(\tfht  xnto 
Folly,  hisPoOyfaucedwtthDifcretion:  jherie  is  cip  Man  hatb 
a  Virtue^  that  he  hath^no(  a  GlitnpTe  6f|>.nor  any  Man.ari 
Attaint,  but  he  carries' fhflHe  Stain  of  ir/^e  ji%  ^ejanc ho- 
ly without  Caafe»  and "nretry  againft  the  Hair;  he, bath  the 
toints  of  every  thing,  but  every  thing  fo  but  of  Joioty  that 
e  is  1  gouty  Briareus^  many  Hands  jmfl.np\u(e ;  or  pui* 
blinded  ^ffu^  all  Eyes^  and  no  Sight.  ' 

"^e.  But  how  fliould  this  Min  {Ihat.malccs  jpe  finile) 
make  Afifar  angry  ? 

^*f.  They  fay,  he  Vefterday  top^d  JStflfn  in  Ihe  iBattel 
and  ftnidc  hiin  dowrr^  the'I>iftiain  and  Shame  wbareof  hath 
ever  fince  kept  HeScr  failing  and  waking.  .     , 
^'  '■  Enter  Pandarus. 

Crim  Who  comes  liere  ?  -^^ 

Sefm  Madam,  your  Unkle  PaHd^rm.  , 
Org.  HeSgr^s  a  gallant  Man. 
Sgr.  As  may  be  m  the  World,  Lady. 
F4«.  What's  that?  what's  fliat? 
Org.  Good  morrow,  Uncle  rJti$dMr$i^. 
fsM.  Good  morrow,  Cofin  Greffidi  what  do  Vou  talk  of( 
good  morrow,  AUxsit^  t  hovt  do  you,  Coufins  when  were 
yoaat/Ziwii? 

Org.  This  Mommg,  tinkle. 

Pmm.  Whzt  were  you  talking  of,  when  I.  came  ? .  Was 
tJgSgr  arm'd  ifid  gone,  e^re  ye  came  to  Ilitm  I  BkUm  was 
not  up!  was  (he? 
O'g.  HgSgr  was  gone,  but  HiUm  was  not  up.,  .  .  > 
/m.  £'q  fo;  HcQgr  was  ftirririg  earl  v. 
Org.  That  werg  we  talking  of,  juxl  of  his  Anger* 


Zti  it  Mini  mS  Ct^ddlii 
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Pan.  Was  he  angry  ?  » 

Cre*  So  he  fays  here.  •      f.        '       ; 

Pan.  True,  hi  was  fot  t  Ww  the  C^ltitf4to&;  ll^li 
about  him  to  Day  I  can  tell  them  that  {  ind  fbete^  TfM 
will  not  come  far  behind  him^  let  theth  take  kted^'offh 
1ms;  I  can  tell  fheifc  that  too^  -r  '       j 

Ore. 'W^it  k  ht  vnfiry  tboi  ! 

Pan.  Who,  TrciUfsi  J  J  ^     ^     • 

Tr^ilr/iiis  the  better  Man  dFfhefwo.  r  t'    :  ;     . 

Crtf.  Oh  JtipUer.;  there's  no  corttparifdft .  -  -  L-  •    -- 

>4».  What  not  bec>veen  Troilms  and  Hdttaif'ildiyfd 
know  a  Man  if  yoti  A^e  hiin  ?  .   > ' 

Cre.  Ay,  if  I  ever  faw  hhft  before,  aDdlnairbiib. 

P40,  Well,  I  fay  TroHHs'isTr^ilHSi 

Cre.  Then  you  fay^  as  I  fay, 
For  I  am  fure  he  is  not  Hd^ou 

fan.  Mo^  nor  Htaor  is  not  TrMuiy  M  fott'tf  At^ittk 

Cre.  'Tis  juft  to  each  of  them,  hi  is  hinifeifi 

Pan.  Himfelf ;  alas  podf  rriibffl  I  wDntd  Ht  #ere4 

Cr#.  So  he  is* 

Pan.  Condition  I  had  gone  bare-foot  iorTiUUd^ 

Cr€.  He  is  not  HiSior. 

Pan.  Himfelf  nai  he's  not  himfelf,  wouUitMrtfhii 
felf ;  well,  the  Gods  are  above^  time  iftud  frledcF  of  dfti 
well,  Troilas,  well,  I  would  my  Heart  were  in  her  Bo< 
dy  —  no,  Hedor  is  not  a  better  Man  than  TtMms. 

Cre.  Excufe  me; 

Pan.  He  is  Elder. 

Ore.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  Th'other's  not  come  to'tj  you  (hall  tcff  &St  atteldiei 
Talc  when  th*othefS  Cotnc  to*t :  NiScr  tfal)  ndf  hsvehii 
Wit  this  Year. 

Cre.  He  fhatt  not  need  it^  if  he  hire  hh  oWA^ 

Pan.  Nor  his  Qualities* 

Cre.  No  thatter.  •  ♦ 

Pan.  Nor  his  Beiuty^ 

Cfd.  Twoald  not  beeoilie  hifiii  bis  owifs  better; 

P^tt.  You  have  no  Judgment^  Neice;  HH^htr  Mftmffi 
f brother  Day,  that  TroiOis  for  a  brown  Pavdf,  Crorl&'*ti 
i  muft  confefs)  not  ht6}»tt  neither  — «^ 

(ki»  No>  but  brostrfttf 
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fdn.  Faith  to  fay  Truth,  brown  ahd  not  bibMU' 
Cn.  To  fay  the  Truth,  true  and  noctlr:ue.- 

\  if  Mm  She-  pcaiis'd  his  Complexion  above  ?4n>. 

\iQrt:  Wh^d'JimhabCatatr  enough. 

Cre.  Then  TrailHs  (hould  have  too  inuch;  if  (he  prais'd 
him  above,  his  Complexion  is  iiighcr  than  his^  he  having 
Colour  enough^  and  the  other  higher,  i^ioo  flaming  a  Praile 
f6r  a  good  Complexion,  ibadas  lieve  f/if/fir's  golden  Torigoe 
had  commended  TroHui.fot  a  copper  Nofc. 

Fan.  I  fwear  to  you, 
I  think  Helen  loves  him  better  than  Paris^ 
Ctu  Then  ibfc'sa merry  Crnrei^.indeccl* 
Pan.  Nay,  I  am  fure  ihe  doev  She  came  to  himth'other 
Div  into  the  compaft  Window^  aixl  you  know  he  ha)  not 
paft  three  or  four  Hairs  on  his  Cbin« 

Gv»  Indeed  x  Tapflert  Arithmetic  miy  foon  bring  his 
particulars  therein  to  a  Total.  * 

Pan.  Why  he  is  very  Young,  ami  yet  will  he  withm  three 
Pound  lift  as  much  as  his  Brother  HeSar. 

Crc.  Is  he  fo  young  a  Mam,  and  fo  did  a  Lifter  ?    • 
Pan.  But  to  prove  to  you  that  HHem  loves  hirr,  (he  CMie 
«■!  fnm  ne  h^r  white  Hand  to  hn  cknren  Chirt. 
.€t€^  Jmm  haire  Kfcrcyi  how  came  it  Cbveif  ? 
:  tMK  Why^  Jfm  know  *ris  cKinpfed. 
I  think  hh  fioiling  becomes  him  better,  than  any  Man  in 
JlPbrigui. 

Cr$m  Obw  he  fmilcf  valiantly. 
Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

On.  Oh  yes,  and  'twere  a  Cloud  in  Aatumni 
Pim.  Why  go  to  thfta  ^^*^  but  to  prove  to  yoa  that 
Helen  loves  Tnilms. 

Ore.  TrriUu  will  (hod  to  the 
Proof,  if  you'll  prove  it  fo. 

PmK  Treibu  {  why  he  edeems  het  no  more^  tbar  f  e- 
fteen  an  tddle  Bgg« 

Gv.  If  you  kw  en  addle  E^  as  well  asyoit  love  an  Idle 
H$ad,  you  would  tat  Chickens  ith'  flieil. 

P^m^  1  caame  cbofe  but  L«Righ  to  thiol  how  flirt icUM 
his  Chioi  iMkcd  fli^  hai «  Marvel's  irUte  Hand^  f  muft 
needs  confefi* 

Crti 
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O^.  Without  the  Rack. 
,  Pom.  Ani  (he. takes. ufoa  her  to  fpy  t  wbiteiHttir  po4ii 
Chin.  ..'.    . 

Of.  AUs,  poor  Chin  I  many  a  Wart  is  ri 

PdH.  But  there  was  iuch  laughing^  Q^ieen  Jfecmtd  bugkt 
that  her  Eye  run  o'er.  i '     . 

,Ore.  With  Milftones*  .;.  )       .r 

PdH.,  Apd  CdffaitJrd  laught^  . 

Ore*  But  there  was  niore  temperate  Fire  under,  tjie^oc  of 
her  Eyes;  Did  her  Eyes  run  o'er  too ?  .       v 

Pm.  And  flcSar  hught.  .-. 

Cr^,  .At  what,  was  all  this  laughing  J     .    ,      .   . 

Pdm  Marry  at  tn^  white  H^ir,  thatHirZrji  (pied  on  7r«jte!k 
Cbin.     .       ., 

Cre.  And  *had  been  a  greeo  Hair,  I  iliouI4  htve  laogfrf. 
too. 

P^ir.  They  laught  not  fo  much  at  the  Hair  tt  tit  his  pift« 
fy  Anfwcr.  • 

Ore.  What  was  his  Anfwer?       . 

PdM.  Qiioth  (he,  here's  but  two  and  fifty  Htirs  on  your 
Chin^  and.  one  of  them  is  white.  -:     ^, 

Crt^.  This  is  her  Qutftion.  .  ..\  .'i  ^ 

Pm.  That's  true,  make  noqueftionof  that  t  Two  4UidfiP^ 
ty  Hairs,  quoth  he,  and  one  white,  that  white  Hair  is  in|^, 
leather,  and  all  the  reft  are  his  S  >ns.  Jmfitir^  quoth  Bxt^ 
which  of  thefeHaiis  is  Paris^  my  Husbandi  Xheforkedcc^ 
qiioth  he,  (>Iuck^t  out  and  give  it  him:  But  there  was fucll! 
laughing,  and  HeUn  fo  blu(h*d,  and  Pdrit  fo  chaft,  and  aUr 
the  reft  fo  laught^  that  it  paft. 

Ore.  So  let  it  nowj  ^ 

For  it  has  been  a  great  while  going  by» 

Pom.  Well,  Coufin, 
I  told  you  a  thing  Yefterday ;  think  on't. 

&^«     So    I   do*  .f:  / 

.P0UU  1*11  be  fworn  'tis  true;  he  will  weep  you  an  *twtrci. 
Man  born  in  jifiriL  [Sound  ,m  ^$tre^\j. 

Cue.  Ajod  I'll  fpring  up  in  his  Tears,  as 'twere  a  Nettle;  fr«^ 
gainftil^^.  '^   ; 

^^.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  Fields  (haU«3i?efi|M 
up^  here  and  fee  them,  as  they  pafs  towards  Ilkm  i  good 
Ncice  do,  fwett  Neice  Grejjidd^ 


'J 


Cre.  At  your  Pleaflirc.  '  '^  '*  '^^'  ^^ ''''''  ^  ''^' 


JExit^  ft^i  htiBT  the  Stofi. 

Ore.  Speak  not  fo  loud.  .      "     *^ 

Tm.  Tbafsc/£«^4i;  is  not  th^t  abrayeMaA?  he^sonebf 

the  Flowers  of  Trr/^  t  can  tell  you,  but  ©ark  Treilms^y 6m 

fKa»fte4Ada.^-^' '^- '  -•*•-'-•;--■  •  ■        . 

Cre.  Who's  that?  ' 

Antenor  fajfes  ovpr  ihf  Stdge. 

Pm.  That's  -#Ai/«wr,  he  has  »  (hfewd  Wit,  lean  fell ypu^ 
aiftf  hcV  a  Mart-  gobd  enough,  hieV  t.rti  &tW  foiindife  Jurf^r^ 
ipcot  ip  Try  v^ hofoever,  and  ajproper  Man  of  Perfon ;  wherr 
tooMTrtimsi  V\^  anon;  irhcfccine,  yoq^ 

iDiall  fee  him  nod  ^t  me.  "^^ 

Cri.  Will  he  gi*e  you  the  nod  ?  ^ 

Piu$.  You  (hall  fee.  ,  .         ' V" ' 

Crc.  If  he  do,  the  Rich  (halt  have  more. 
^    ^     *       'H^or  paffis  ever. 

Pm.  That«  fllfff^r,  that;  that,  look  vou,  thaf>  thert^ 
a  Pxilow.  Go  thy  way,  £feaer^  there's  a  brave  Man,  Niece, 
Ci  t>iA7tJBk9er  I'LboV  how  he  looks/  there's  a  Countenance  j 
i^'ooi^  a  hrave  Man  ? 
'  <>^  p  brave  Man  I 
;^^JPil(4f.  Isra  not?  It  does  a  Man's  Heart  good,  look  you  what' 
Isrcks  ^>ci  his  Helmet,  look  you  yonder,  dpvdufee?  Lodk 
ybu  thdrc?  There's  no  jefting  5  laying  on,  talrt  0 tf^  wto  will* 
as  they  fay ;  there  be  hacks. 

Qre.  fie  thofe  with  Swords? 

Viih  fsf^s'^ver^ 

pM0.  Swords,  anything,  lie  cares  not,  and  the  Devil  come 
fo  himy  it's  all  one;  by  <iodslid  it  does  ones  Heart  goocf. 
Yonder  comes  Piir//,  yonder  comes  P^ir/i:  Look  ye  yonder. 


i« 


fould/ee  Treifms  now,  you  (hall  Ice  7rw/w  4Qon.  ? ;  '  *  j  "  ^ 


i%,,v^>0  ;*-*fv>S  J«wi    ,:>.  .^Jv/ 
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I  Si  1  Troilas  and  Crcfllda. 

?.va.  TXvjCilitUnm.     I  marvel  where  TrM'Ai^ic.tlut'ifi^  ' 

Utmt pI  think  he  vent  not  forth  to  Di^j  tlfftc's  ^tipm^ 

Cre.  Can  HeUtms  fight,  Uncle  i  ^ 

Pan.  UeUnMS,  no Yes,  he^l  fight  indiffer^nc  we|l'-i7-I 

marvfl  where  Trailut  is  ;  hark,  do  you  liot  facie  ch^  Vv^ 
try  Trtilut\  IltUnui  is  a  Pricft. 

Cre.  Whit  IneJtiiig  Fellow  comes  yonder? 

Troilus  p'§ts  ova-. 
Pan.  Where  \  Yonder  ?  That's  Deiphtfrui.     'Tis  Tr$iUtf 
There's  a  Man,  Neice— -hem— -brave  Troilmt  i    the  Pjiaa 
«f  Chivalry.  . 

Cre.  Peace,  for  (haiDc,  peace, 

Pott.  Mark  him,  note  him  :  O  brave  Trtilusi  Look. well 
upon  him.  Neicc,  look  you  how  his  Sword  is  Uqodi^  lod 
his  Helm  more  hack'd  thin  He£lor's,  and  how  he  looks,  and 
how  he  goes!  O  admirable  Youth.'  hs  tie'ti  Taw  three,  and 
twenty.  Go  thy  w^y  TroUutf  go  thy  way;  had  I  a  Sifttf 
were  a  Grace,  or  a  Daughter  a  Goddefs,  he  AiotiM  tab 
his  choice.  O  admirable  Man !  FaritK  PdrU  is  dia  to 
him,  and  I  watrant,  HtUu  to  change  would  ^ive  MTwy  to 
bout* 

Enter  cemmen  Soldiers.  ' '  ' 

Cre,  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  AlTes,  Fools,  Dolts,  Chaffand  Bran,  Chaff  antflgfra^; 
Porridge  after  Meat,  I  could  live  and  dye  i'lh'  Eyfs'^ 
Troilai.  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  took ;  the  Eagles  are  gone,  Crpfrs 
und  Daws  Crows  and  Daws:  I  had  rather  be  Aich  a.  M^nj^ 
TroiluSy  ihm  j4^amem*io>t  and  all  Greice. 

Cre.  There  is  among  the  Crick}  Achilles,  a  better  JA^ 

than  Treilin.  ,  ,^ 

Pan,  AchilUsX  a  Dray-maii^  j  Porter,  a  very  CaiQef,  '  , 

Cre.  Well,  well.  '     /      . 

Pan.  Well,w;ll.'- — Why,  have  youanylDircretjonJ flWa 

you  any  Eyes  ?  Do  you  know  what  a  Man  is  ?  ts  ngt  CvU>i 

Beauty,  qood  Shape,  Difcourfe,  Manhood,  Lejfning,  'Q«ii. 

tIencJi,  Virtuf,  Youth,  Liberality,  and  fo  fori'^  ih^  SP4« 

;ind  Salt  that  Teafons  a  Man  ? 

Crt.  A}',  a  minc'd  Man,  and  then  to  be  bak'd  with  no 
d;;tc  in  the  Pve,  for  then  the  Man's  date  is  out^ 
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fiy$.  You  ajre  fuch  another  Wonun*  one  knows  ngt  a(  what 
vh4  you  lye. 

^Cn.  Upon  my  Back,  to  diefpnd  my  B^IIy;  upon  my 

Wic»  to  defend  my  Wiles ;  upon  my  Secrefie*  to  defend 

mine  Hon^fty^  qpy  Mask  to  defend  my  Beauty,  and  you  to 

defend  all  thefe;  and  at  all  thefe  Wards  I  lye  at  a  thoufand 

"Watches, 

Pan.  Say  one  pf  your  Watches, 

Cre.  Nay,  FU  watch  you  for  that>  and  that's  one  of  the 
chiefeilof  them  too;  if  I  cannot  ward  what  I  would  not 
have  hit,  I  can  w^tch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the  blow^ 
unlefs  it  fwell  pad  hiding*  and  then  it  is  paft  watching^ 

Enter  Bojm 
Pan.  You  are  fych  another. 
toy.  Sir,  my  J^qtA  would  inftaQtIy  fpeak  with  you. 
Pan.  Where? 
Boy.  At  your  own  Houfe, 

Pan.  Good  Roy,  tell  him  I  come,  I  doubt  he  be  hurt« 
Fare  ye  well,  good  Niece. 

Crc.  Adieu,  Uncle-^ 

Pan»  I'll  be  with  you,  Niece,  by  and  by, 
Crc'  To  bring.  Uncle. 
Pan.  Ay,  a  Token  from  Troilns. 
Ore.  By  the  fame  token,  you  are  4  Bawd.        [^Exh  Pan« 
Words,  Y^ws,  Gifts,  Tears,  and  Loves  full  Sacrifice, 
i(le  offers  in  another's  Enterprize  : 
'But  more  in  Troilus  thgufand  fpid  I  fee. 
Than  in  the  Glafs  of  P^d^^fs  praife  may  be. 
'  Vet  hold  I  off.    Women  are  Angels  wooing, 
llhings  won  are  done,  the  Soul's  joy  lyes  in  doing: 
That  (he  beloved,  knows  nought  that  knows  not  this; 
Men  prize  the  thjng  unggin'd,  more  (ban  it  is. 
That  (hei  was  never  y^t,  that  ever  knew 
Love  go  fo  fweet,  as  when  defire  did  fue : 
Atchieveroent  is  comniand  %  ungain'd,  befeecb. 
Therefore  this  Maxim  out  of  Love  I  teach ; 
That  though  my  Hearts  Content^  firm  love  doth  heart 
Kotbing  of  that  (hall  from  mine  f  yes  appgjf  lExiu 
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SCENE  II.  AgamcmnonV  Tent  in  the  G» 

cian  Camp. 

Trumpets.    Enter  A|»ameinnoo^  Neftor,  Ulyfles,  DioiMdc^ 

MenelauSy  with  ethers* 

j9gfim.  Princes; 

What  Grief  hach  fee  the  Jaundife  on  your^Checb? 

The  ample  Propofition  that  hopes  mase 

In  all  defigns  begun  on  Earth  below. 

Fails  in  the  promised  largenefi;  checks  and  diftflten 

Grow  in  the  veins  of  Adions  highcft  reared. 

As  knots  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  Sap> 

Infeft  the  found  Pine,  and  divert  his  Grain 

Tortive  and  errant  from  his  courfe  of  growtb* 

Nor*  Princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us, 

That  we  come  (hort  of  our  fuppofe  fo  ht^ 

That  after  feven  years  Siege,  yet  Troj  Walls  ftand; 

Sith  every  Adion  that  hath  gone  before. 

Whereof  we  have  Record,  Trial  did  draw 

Bias  and  thwart,  not  anfwering  the  aim. 

And  that  unbodied  Figure  of  the  thought 

That  gav't  furmifed  fliape.  Why  then,  you  Princes^ 

Dd  you  with  Checks  aba(h'd,  behold  our  Works, 

And  think  them  (hame,which  are,  indeed,  nought  elfe 

But  the  protraftive  Trials  of  great  ^wr, 

To  find  perfiftive  Conftancy  in  Men  ? 

The  finenefs  of  which  Metal  is  not  found 

In  Fortune's  love;  for  then,  the  Bold  gnd  Coward» 

The  Wife  and  Fool,  the  Artift  and  unread. 

The  hard  and  foft,  feem  all  affin'd,  and  kins* 

But  in  the  Wind  and  Tcmpeft  of  her  Frown, 

Diflindion  with  a  loud  and  powerful  Fan» 

Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away; 

And  what  hath  Mafs,  or  Matter  by  it  felf. 

Lies  rich  in  Virtue,  and  unmingleo.  j,^ 

Ntjt.  With  due  obfervance  of  thy  godly  Seat, 
Great  Agamemnon,  Nefier  (hall  apply 
Thy  lateft  Words. 
In  the  reproof  of  Chancy, 

Lies 
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Lies  checrueproof  of  Men:  The  Sea  being  fmootht 
How  many  flitlbw  bauble  Boats  dare  fail 
Upon  her  patient  Breaft,  making  their  way 
With  thofe  of  noble  Bulks 
But  let  the  Ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis^  and  anon,  behold^ 
4^The  ftrongribb'd  Bark  thro' liquid  Mountains  cuts. 
Bounding  between  the  two  moift  Elements, 
1-ike  Perfitis  Horfe  t  Where's  then  the  fawcy  Boat, 
Whofe  weak  untimber'd  (ides  but  even  now 
Co*rival'd  Greatnefs  \  Either  to  harbour  fled. 
Or  made  a  Toft  for  Ntptunt.    Even  fo. 
Doth  Valour's  fliew,  and  Valour's  worth  divide 
In  ftorms  of  Fortune. 
For,  in  her  ray  and  brightnefs. 
The  Herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  Brize 
Than  by  the  Tyger:  Bur,  when  the  fplitting  Wind 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  Oaks, 
And  Flies  fled  under  ihade^  why  then 
The  thing  of  Courage, 
.  As  rowz'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  fympathize, 
And  with  an  accent  tun'd  in  felf-fame  Keyj     • 
Retires  to  chiding  Fortune. 

'Vljf,  jigamemnon^ 
Thou  great  Commander*  Nerve  and  Bone  of  Grcicti 
Heart  of  our  Numbers,  Soul^  and  only  Spirit, 
In  whom  the  Tempers*  and  the  Minds  of  all 
Should  be  (hut  up :  Hear  what  Vljffes  fpeak^^ 
Befides  th*  Applaufe  and  Approbation 
The  which/moft  Mighty*  for  thy  Place  and  Merir^  [To  Aga^ 
Andfthou  moft  reverend  for  thy  ftretcht-out  Life,   [To  Neft* 
I  give  to  both  your  Speeches,  which  were  fuch, 
As  jigamcmnon  and  the  Hand  of  Greece 
Should,  hold  up  high  in  Brafs ;  and  fuch  again 
As  venerable  Nejtor  (hatch'd  in  Silver^ 
Should  with  a  bond  of  Air,  ftrong  as  the  Ax1e*tree 
On  which  the  Heavens  ride,  knit  all  Greeks  Ears 
To  his  experienced  Tongue:  Yet  let  it  picafe both 
fThou  Great  and  WifcJ  to  hear  Vljffes  fpeak. 

jiga.  Speak,  Prince  of //W4:  and  be'c  of  Iclsexptdt^ 
That  matter  necdlef^  of  importlefs  burthen 

you  IV.  tJ  Divide 
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Divide  thy  Lips;  than  we  are  confident, 
Wiien  rank  77;fr/{/^/ opes  hismaftifF  Jaws» 
We  (hall  hear  Mufick,  Wit,  and  Oracle. 

Vljf.  Trojj  yet  upon  her  Bafis,  had  been  down^ 
And  the  great  HeBor's  Sword  had  lack'd  a  Maftcr, 
But  for  thefe  inftances. 
The  fpeciality  of  Rule  hath  been  negleded  ; 
And  lock  how  many  Grecian  Tents  do  ftand 
H^'liow  upon  this  Plain,  fo  many  hollow  Factions. 
When  that  the  General  is  not  like  the  Hive, 
To  whom  the  Foragers  (hall  all  repair. 
What  Hony  is  cxpefted?  Degree  being  vizarded, 
Th*  unworthieft  (hews  as  fairly  in  the  Mask. 
The  Heavens  themfelves,  the  Planets,  and  this  Center, 
Oi^feive  degree,  priority  and  place, 
Infiflure,  courfe,  proportion,  feafon,  form^ 
C)(Scc  and  cuftom,  in  all  line  of  Order: 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  Planet  Solj 
In  noble  Eminence,  enthron'd  and  fphear'd 
Amidft  the  other,  whofe  mcd'cinable  Eye 
Corrects  the  ill  AfpeSs  of  Planets  evil,  » • 

And  pofts  like  the  Command'ment  of  a  King, 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad.   But  when  the  Planets 
In  evil  mixture  to  diforder  wander. 
What  Plagues,  and  what  Portents,  what  Mutiny? 
What  raging  of  the  Sea?  fliaking  of  Earth? 
Commotion  in  the  Winds?  F.  ipht?,  change*,  horrof$y 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 
Tiic  urity>  and  married  calm  of  States 
Q;iite  from  their  fixure?  O,  u  hen  Degree  is  (haken^ 
(Which  is  the  Ladder  to  all  high  DtfignO 
The  Entcrprize  is  fick.     How  could  Communities, 
Degrees  in  Schools,  and  Brotherhoods  in  Cities^ 
Peaceful  Commerce  frrm  dividable  Shores, 
The  Primogeniture,  and  due  of  Birth, 
Prerogative  of  Age,  Crowrs,  Scepters,  Lawrel^ 
(1>  It  by  Degree^  fland  in  Authertick  Place? 
Take  but  Degree  away,  untune  that  String, 
And  hark  what  Difcord  follows;   each  thing  meets 
,    J'^  rnecr  oppugnancy.     The  bounded  Waters         .  . 
Would  lift  their  Bofoms  higher  dian  the  Sharea^; . 
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*  And  make  a  ifop  of  all  this  folid  Globe: 
Strength  would  be  Lord  of  Imbecility, 

And  the  rude  Son  would  flrike  his  Father  dead  : 

Force  would  be  Right;  or  rather.  Right  and  Wrong 

(Between -whofe  endlefs  jar  Juftice  refides) 

Would  lofe  their  Names,  and  fo  would  Juftice  tooi 

Then  everything  includes  it  felf  in  Power, 

Power  intoWill,  Will  into  Appetite, 

And  Appetite  (an  univerfal  Wolf^ 

So  doubly  fecpnded  with  Will  and  Power) 

Muft  make  pejrforce  an  univerfal  prevj 

And  laft»  cfat  up  himfelf. 

Great  AgAfncfnnoHy 

This  Chaos,  when  Degree  is  fufFocate^ 

FjHows  the  choaking : 

And  this  negledion  of  Degree  is  if,  • 

That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  in  a  purpofci 

It  hath  to  climb;     The  GeneraFs  difdain'd 

By  him  one  ftep  below;  •he  by  the  next; 

That  next,  by  him  beneath:  So  every  ftep^ 

Exampled  by  the  fitft  pace,  chat  is  (ick 

Of  his  Superior  grows  to  an  envious  Fever 

Of  pale  and  bloodlefs  Emulation. 

And  'tis  this  fever  that  keeps  Troj  on  foot. 

Not  her  own  Sinews.     To  end  a  Tale  of  length} 

Tr^j  in  our  weaknefs  lives,  not  in  her  ftrength. 

Nefi.  Moft  Wifely  hath  Vljffes  here  difcovcr'd 
TheFeveri  whereof  all  our  Power  is  fick. 

AgA.  The  Nature  of  the  ficknefs  found,  VljjfeSf 
What  is  the  Itemedy  ?  x 

Vljf.  The  great  Achilki^  whom  Opinion  crowrS 
The  Sinew,  artd  the  Fore-hand  of  our  Hoftj 
Having  his  Ear  full  of  his  airy  t^ame. 
Grows  dainty  of  his  Worth,  and  in  his  Tent 
Lies  mocking  our  DeH^ns.    tV'ith  liim  PatrocliU^ 
tJpon  a  laiy  Bed^  the  hve*Idng  day 

•  Breaks  fcurril  Jefts ; 

And  with  ridiculous  and  aukward  Af^joii^ 
rWhichi  Slanderer,  he  imitation  calls) 
He  Pageants  us«     Sometime,  great  AgamimnitHi 
Thy  toplefi  Deputation  he  puts*  on ; 

Ui  And( 
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And  like  ^  ftruiting  Player,  whofe  Conceit 
Lies  in  his  Ham-fhing,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  woodca  Dialogue  and  Sound 
'Twixc  his  ftrctch'd  footing,  and  the  ScafiFoIdage, 
^Such  to-be-i)itied,  and  o'er-rcfted  fecming 
He  afts  thy  Gicatntfs  in)  and  when  he  fpeaks, 
*Tis  like  a  Chime  amending;  with  terms  unfquar'd; 
Whicli  from  the  Tongue  of  roaring  TjphoH  dropt» 
Would  feem  Hyperboles.     At  this  fully  ftuflF 
The  large  jichilles^  on  his  prcft-bed  lolling. 
From  his  deep  Cheft,  laughs  out  a  loud  Applaufe: 
Cries  excellent !— -'tis  yigantewnon  )uft,' 

Now  phymeNe/for hum,  and  ftroke  thy  Beard 

As  he,  being  dreft  to  fome  Oration : 
That's  done;  as  neat  as  the  extreamefl  Ends 
Of  Parallels;  as  like  a^  Fnlcan  and  his  Wife : 
Ytt  good  Achilla  ftill  cries.  Excellent! 
'TisATcfior  right  I     Now  play  him,  me,  Patroclms, 
Arming  to  anfwer  in  a  Nigh>alarn(;> 
And  then,  forfooth,  the  faint  defefts  of  Age 
Muft  be  the  Scene  of  Mirth,  to  cout»h  and  fpit. 
And  with  a  Palfie  fumbling  on  his  Gorget, 

Shake  in  and  out  the  Rivet and  at  this  fport. 

Sir  Valour  dies;  cries,  O! enough  P4/r^r/w—— 

Or,  give  me  Ribs  of  Steel,  I  fhall  fplit  all 
In  pkafure  of  my  Spleen,     And  in  tliis  fafliion 
All  our  Abilities,  Gifts,  Nature?,  Shapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  Grace  cxaft, 
Atchievements,  Plots,  Orders,  Preventions, 
Excitements  to  the  Ficljd,  or  fpeech  for  Truce, 
Succefs  or  Lofs,  what  is,  or  is  not,  ferves 
As  ftufF  for  thtfe  two,  toxnake  Paradoxe.% 

JVcJl:  And  in  the  Imitation  of  thcfe  twain. 
Who,  as  Vljffis  fay%  Opinion  crowns 
With  an  Imperial  Voice,  many  are  infed: 
yfj^x  is  grown  felf-wilfd,  and  bears  his  Head, 
In  fuch  a  Rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place. 
As  brocid  ^chillesy  and  keeps  his  Tent  like  him ; 
Makes  faftious  Feafts,  rai's  on  our  Ihte  of  War, 
}}  >id  as  an  Oracle,  and  fets  ncrjltcs 
A  Save  Cwhofe  Gall  coins  Slanders  like  a  Mint)      ^ 
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To  match  us  in  Comparifons  with  Dirr> 
To  weaken  and  difcredirourexpofure, 
How  rank  foever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

Vljf.  They  tax  our  Policy,  and  call  it  Cowardife, 
Count  Wifdom  as  no^ember  of  the  War, 
Fore-ftaliourPrefcicnce,  and  cfteem  no  Ad, 
But  that  of  Hand :  The  ftill  and  mental  Parts, 
That  do  contrive  how  many  Hands  (hall  ftrike 
When  fitnefs  calls  them  on,  and  know  by  meafure 
Of  their  obfervanc  Toil,  the  Enemies  weight. 
Why  this  hath  not  a  Finger's  dignity; 
They  call  this  Bed-work,  Mapp'ry,  Clofet-War : 
So  that  the  Ram,  that  batters  down  the  WalJ, 
For  the  great  fwing  and  rudenefs  of  his  poizr, 
They  place  before  his  Hand  that  made  the  Engine^ 
Or  thofe  that  with  the  finenefs  of  their  Souls, 
By  Reafon  guide  his  Execution. 

Ne[t.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles  Horfe 
Makes  many  Thetis^  Sons.  [Tuc [et/innJs. 

u^ga.  What  Trumpet?  Look  MeneUus^ 
Men.  From  Troj^  • 

Enter  i$lneas. 
jiga.  What  would  you  'fore  our  Tent  ? 
^nc.  Is  this  great  ^gAtnemnon*^  Tent,  I  pray  you  J 
^ga.  Even  this. 

n^ne.  May  one  that  is  a  Herald  and  a  Prince, 
Do  a  fair  Meflage  to  his  Kingly  Ears  i 

AgA.  With  furety  ftrongcr  than  Achilles  Arm, 
'Fore  all  the  Greekifb  Heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  Head  and  Genera?*  / 

t/En^  Fair  leave,  and  large  fecurity.     How  may 
A  ftranger  to  thofe  moft  Imperial  Looks, 
Know  them  from  Eyes  cf  other  Mortals? 
Aga.  How? 

^y£n€.  Ay:  I  ask,  that  I  migJit  waken  Reverence, 
And  on  the  Cheek  be  ready  with  a  bluih 
Modeft  as  Morning,  when  Ac  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Pt^tms: 
Which  is  that  God  in  Office,  guiding  Men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  \ 

U  5  jiga. 
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jiga.  This  Trojdn  fcorns  U5,  or  the  Men  of  7r^ 

Are  ceremonious  Courtiers. 

t>£ne.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unarm'd. 
As  bending  Angels  ;  that's  their  Fame,  in  peace : 
But  when  they  would  Teem  Soldiers,  they  have  Galls, 
Good  Armsy  ftron^  Joints,  true  Swordf,  and  3^«v<*s  accon 
Nothing  fo  full  of  Heart.     But  peace,  v^neas^ 
Peace  Trojan»  lay  thy  Finger  on  thy  Lips, 
The  worthinefs  of  Praife  diftains  his  worth. 
If  that  he  prais*d  himfelf,  bring  the  Praife  forth  : 
What  the  repining  Enemy  comnoends. 
That  breith  Fame  blows,  that  Praife  (ole  pure  tranfcends, 

jiga.  Sir,  you  of  Tr^j,  call  you  your  felf,  %/£m€Mi 

t/£ne.  Ay,  Greel^  that  is  ipy  Name. 

-^4.  What's  your  Affair,  I  pray  you  ?    . 

tj£ne.  Sir,  pardon,  'tis  for  Agamtmnon*s  Ears. 

jiga.  He  hears  nought  privately 
That  comes  from  Troj. 

t^tte.  Nor  I  from  Troj  come  not  to  whifper  hin^ 
I  bring  a  Trumpet  to  awake  his  Ear, 
To  fet  his  Senfe  on  the  attentive  bent, 
And  then  to  fpeak, 

yjiga.  Speak  frankly  as  the  Wind, 
It  is  not  jigam€mnon%  fleeping  hour  ; 
That  thou  flialt  know,  Trojan^  he  is  awake. 
He  tells  ihec  fo  himfJf. 

t^ne.  Trumnet  blow  loud: 
Send  rhy  brafs  Voice  thro'  all  thefe  lazy  Tents, 
And  every  Grtekj>^  Mettle,  let  him  know 
What  Troj  means  fairly,  (li^ll  be  fpoke  aloud. 

\Th€  Trumpets  fim 
We  have,  great  jigamemnon^  here  in  Troy^ 
A  Prince  caird  HcEior^  Priam  is  his  Father: 
Whr)  in  this  dull  and  long  continued  Truce 
Is  rufty  grown,  he  bad  me  take  a  Trumpet, 
And  to  this  purpofe  fpeak :  Ki'^IJs,  Princes,  Lords, 
Ifijl  re  be  one  amongft  the  fair'ft  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  Honour  higher  than  his  Eafe, 
That  fecks  hisP  aife,  more  than  he  fears  his  Peril, 
That  knows  his  Valour,  and  knows  not  his  Fear, 
Xh^t  loveihjs^iftrcfs  iporc  than  in  Cgnfeffion, 

(Wi 
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(With  truant  Vows  to  her  own  Lips  he  loves) 
And  dare  avow  fier  Beauty  and  her  Worth, 
In  other  Arms  than  hers ;  to  him  this  Challenge^ 
HeUoYy  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Gncklj 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  beft  to  do  it. 
He  hath  a  Lady,  wifer,  fairer,  truer. 
Than  ever  Greek,  did  compafs  in  his  Arms, 
And  will  to  Morrow  with  his  Trumpet  call, 
Midway  between  your  Tents,  and  Walls  cf  Troj^ 
To  rowze  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love. 
If  any  come,  HeUor  (hall  Honour  him  : 
If  none,  he'll  fay  in  Troj  when  he  retires. 
The  Grecian  Dames  are  San-burnt#  and  not  worth 
The  fplirter  of  a  Lance ;  even  fo  much. 

Aga.  This  (hall  be  told  our  Lovers,  Lorde^fwiiy, 
If  none  of  them  ha  e  Soul  in  fuch  a  kind, 
We  have  left  them  all  at  home :  But  we  are  Soldiers; 
.  Antf  may  that  Soldier  a  meer  Recreant  prove. 
That  means  not,  bath  not,  or  is  not  in  love; 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be. 
That  one  meets  He£ior ;  if  none,  I'll  be  he* 

Ne/t.  Tell  him  of  Neflor)  one  that  was  a  Man 
When  Hector's  Granfire  fuckr;  he  is  old  now. 
But  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  mold^ 
One  Nobleman,  that  hath  one  fpark  of  Fire, 
To  anfwer  for  his  Love  ;  tell  him  from  me, 
1*11  hide  my  Silver  Beard  in  a  Gold  Beaver, 
And  in  my  Vantbrace  put  this  wither'd  brawn. 
And  meeting  him,  will  tell  him,  that  my  Lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  Grandam,  and  as  chafte 
As  may  be  in  the  World ;  his  Youth  is  flood, 
ril  pawn  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  Blood. 

^ne.  Now  Hcav*ns  forbidfuch  fcarcity  of  Youtbt 

Vlyf.  Amen. 

Ago.  Fair  Lord  e/£»M/,  ^ 

Let  me  touch  your  Hand: 
ToourPavillion  (hall  I  lead  you  firft: 
Achilles  (hall  have  word  of  this  Intent, 
So  fliall  each  Lord  of  Greece  from  Tent  to  Tent: 
Your  felf  fliall  feaft  with  u«  before  you  go. 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  Noble  Foe.  [ExeuMt. 

U  4  Manent 
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Mdn€9it  Uiyflcs  and  Neftor. 

Vljf.  Nefior. 

Nefi.  What  fays  Vljjfesi 

Vljf,  I  have  a  young  Conception  in  my  Braii^ 
Be  you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  fome  ihape. 

Neft.  Whatis>? 

Vljf.  This  'tis : 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots ;  the  fecded  Pride 
That  hath  tj  this  miturity  blown  up 
In  rank  ^chilles^  muft  or  now  be  cropt,  ;  i 

Or,  fliedding,  breed  a  Nurfery  of  like  evil 
To  over-bulk  us  alJ. 

JVefi.  Well,  and  how  now  ? 

Vljff.  This  Challenge  that  the  valiant  HcSlor  rcnd5ji 
However  it  is  fpread  in  general  Name, 
Relates  in  purpofc  only  to  Achilles. 

Nifl.  The  purpofe  is  perfpicuous  even  as  Subflance» 
Whofe  groffnefs  little  Chara£^ers  fum  up. 
And  in  the  pub{ication  make  no  drain: 
But  that  Achilles^  were  his  Brain  as  barren 
As  Banks  of  Lybla^  tho',  j^follo  knows, 
*Tis  dry  enou;>h^  will  with  great  fpeed  of  Judgment^ 
Ay,  with  celerity,  find  Ht£lor*s  purpofe 
Pointing  on  him. 

Vl)/l  A'-.d  w^kc  him  to  the  Anfwer,  think  you? 

Ncjt:  Yes, 'tis  moftmect;  whom  may  you  clfe  oppo/e 
That  can  from  lienor  bring  his  Honour  off. 
If  not  AchilUsi  Though't  be  a  fportful  Combat^i 
Yet  in  this  Trial  much  Opinion  dwells. 
For  here  the  Trojans  tafte  our  dear'ft  lepute 
With  their  fiii'ft  Palate:  And  truft  to  me,  VJjiJfeSj 
Our  imputation  (hall  be  odly  poiz'd 
In  this  wild  Aftion.     For  the  fuccefs, 
Although  particular,  (lull  have  a  fcantling 
or  good  or  bid,  unto  the  General : 
And  in  fuch  Indexes,  although  fm^U  Pricks 
To  their  fcbfcquent  Volumes,  there  is  feen 
The  bahy  figure  of  the  Gianr-mafs 
Of  things  to  come  at  large.     It  is  fuppos'd. 
He  that  meets  l/ctfory  ilTues  from  our  choice; 
And  choi(:e  being  mutual  a(5t  of  all  our  Soulf, 

Makj 
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Makes  Merit  her  Eledion,  and  doth  boil 
As  'twere  from  forth  us  all;  a  Man  diftiird 
Out  of  our  Virtues;  who  mifcarrying, 
What  Heart  from  hence  receives  the  conqu'ring  part 
To  fteel  a  ftrong  Opinion  to  themfelves, 
Which  entertained,  Limbs  are  his  Inftruments, 
In  no  le(s  working,  than  are  Swords  and  Bows 
Piredive  by  the  Limbs. 

Vljf.  Give  pardon  to  my  Speech : 
Therefore  'tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  not  Hc3pr  : 
Let  us,  hke  Merchants,  fhew  our  fowleft  Wares, 
And  think  perchance  they'll  fell;  if  not. 
The  luftre  of  the  better,  yet  to  fliew. 
Shall  (hew  the  better.    Oo  not  confenf. 
That  ever  HeSor  and  Achilles  meet : 

For  both  our  Honour,  and  our  Shame  in  this,  ' 

Are  dogg'd  with  two  ftrange  Followers. 
Nefi.  I  fee  them  not  with  my  old  Eyes:  What  arc  they? 
Vljf.  What  glory  our  Achilles  (hares  from  HeSior^ 

Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  fhould  wear  with  him: 

But  he  already  is  too  infolent; 

And  we  were  better  parch  in  jifricl^Sun 

Than  in  the  pride  and  fait  fcorn  of  his  Eyes, 

Should  he  fcape  He^or  fair.     If  he  were  foil'da 

Why  then  we  did  our  main  Opinion  cruih 

In  taint  of  our  bcft  Man.    No,  make  a  Lottery, 

And  by  device  let  blockifh  jijux  draw. 

The  fort  to  fight  with  HeSor:  Among  our  felvesj 

Give  him  allowance  as  the  worthyer  Man, 

For  that  will  Phyfick  the  great  Myrmidon^ 

Who  broils  in  lowd  applaufc,  and  make  him  fall 

His  Creftj  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends* 

If  the  dull  brainlef;  jijax  come  fafe  off. 

We'll  drefs  him  up  in  Voices;  if  he  fail. 

Yet  go  we  under  our  Opinion  ftill. 

That  we  have  better  Men.     But  hit' or  mifs. 

Our  projeds  life  this  (hape  of  fenfe  affumes, 

jij4x  imploy'd,  plucks  down  jichilles  Plumes, 
'Neft.  Now  Vljfesj  I  begin  to  relifh  thy  advice. 

And  I  will  give  a  tafte  of  it  forthwith 

To  jigamemnon,  go  we  to  him  ftt eight  i 

Two 
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Two  Curs  (hall  tame  each  other;  Pride  alone 

Muft  tar  the  Mafti£fs  on,  as  'twere  their  Bone.         [Extwat^ 


ACT     II.     SCENE     I. 

SCENE  the  Grecian  Camp. 

Ent^  A jax  and  Therfites* 

jljax.'nr^Herfitis. 

jL      Ther.  jigamemnon — -   how  if  he  bad  Bile^- 
full,  all  over  generally.  L'^'^'IS  ^*  himj^%, 

jiJAx.  Therjites. 

Ther.  And  thofe  Biles  did  run——  fay  ((>— -  did  not  die 
General  run,  were  not  that  a  Botchy  core? 

jljax.  Dog, 

Ther.  Then^chere  wv)uld  come  fome  matter  from  him:  I 
(ce  none  now, 

jijax.  Thou  Bitch- Wolf's  Son,  canft  thou  not  hear? 
Feel  then.  \Sirikfs  him 

Ther.  The  Plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou  Mungrd 
beef-witted  Lord. 

^j^x.  Speak  then,  you  whinid'ft  leaven,  fpeak^  I  will  beat 
thee  into  handfomnefs. 

Ther.  I  (hall  fooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holinefs ;  but  I 
think  thy  Horfe  will  fooner  con  an  Oration,  than  thou  learn 
a  Prayer  without  Book:  Thou  canft  ftrike,  canft  thou  ?  A 
red  Murrain  o'thv  Jsdcs  tricks. 

u^jax.  Toad<-ftoo^,  Ica-n  me  the  Proclamation. 

Ther.  Doeft  thou  think  I  have  no  fenfe,  thou  ftrik'ft  me 

^jax.  The  Proclamation.  [^thus? 

Ther.  Thou  arr  proclaimed  a  FodI,  I  think, 

^jAx.  Do  not  Porcupine,  do  not;  my  Fingers  itch. 

Ther.  I  would  tho'i  did  ft  itch  from  Head  to  Foot,  aod 
1  had  the  fcratching  of  thee,  I  would  make  thee  the  loath- 
fom'ft  fcab  jn  Greece. 

Ajax.  I  fay,  the  Proclamation. 

Ther.  Thou  grumbl-.ft  and  raileft  every  hour  on  jichiUts^ 
and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatnefs,  as  Cerberus  is 
at  Proferfinas  Beauty.    I,  that  thou bark'ft at  him. 
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^jiLX.  Miftrefs  Thcrfocs. 
Tier.  Thou  (houldll  ftrikc  him. 
jijax.  Cobloaf. 

ncr.  Me  would  pun  thee  into  Shivers  with  his  Fift,  as  a 
Sailor  breaks  a  Bisket. 

u4jax.  You  whorfon  Cur,  iBidting  him. 

Thcr.  Do,  do. 

j4j^ix.  Thou  ftoo!  for  a  Witch. 

Thir.  Ay,  do,  thou  fodden-witted  Lord;   thou  haft  no 
more  Brain  than  I  have  in  mine  Elbows :    An  Afinico  may 
tutor  thee.     Thou  fcurvy  valiant  Afs,   thou  art  here  but  to 
threih  TrojoMSt  and  thou  art  bought  and  fold  among  thofc 
of  any  wit>  like  a  BarhdriUn  Slave.     If  thou  ufe  to  beat  mt, 
I  will  begin  at  thy  Heel>  and  tell  what  thou  art  by  Inches,  ^ 
fhou  thing  of  no  Bowels,  thou. 
jijux.  You  Dog. 
T%€r.  You  fcuryy  Lord. 

jijAX.  You  Cur.  [Beating  him. 

TJfcr.  Mars  his  Idiot ;  do  Rudencfs,  do  Camel,  do,  do. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patrochrs, 
jichiL  Why,  how  now,  Ajaxi  wherefore  do  you  this? 
How  now,  Therfites?  what's  the  matter,  Man? 
Ther.  You  fee  him  there,  do  you? 
AchiL  Ay,  what's  the  matter? 
Ther.  Nay  look  upon  him.   . 
Achil.  So  I  do,  what's  the  mattei  ? 
Ther.  N^v^  but  repard  him  wcl'. 
Achil.  Well,  why  I  do  fo. 

Ther.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him ;   for  whofo-^ 
pver  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 
AchiL  I  know  that  Fool. 
Ther.  Ay,  but  that  Fool  knows  not  himfelf, 
Ajax.  Therefore  I  beat  thee. 
.  T%er.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters,  his 
Evafions  have  Ears  thus  long.     I  have  bobb'd  his    Brain 
-   more  than  he  has  beat  my  Bones :  I  will  buy  nine  Sparrows 
for  a  Penny,  and  his  Pia  Mater  is  not  worth  the  ninth  Part 
'  of  a  Sparrow.     This  Lord  (Achilles)  Ajaxy  who  wears  his 
wit  in  his  Belly,  and  his  Guts  in  his  Head,   I'll  teli  you 
what  I  fay  of  him. 

Afhil. 
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jkhil.  What  ?    [  A  j  ax  offers  to  fir  Us  him^  AchiUes  inorfofti 

Ther.  I  fay,  this  -^ja;i:— — 

jiehil.  Nay,  good  jljdx. 

Ther.  Has  not  fo  much  wit-— 

jichiL  Nay»  I  muft  hold  you. 

Ther.  As  will  ftop  the  Eye  of  HelcHS  Needle,  for  whom 
he  comes  to  fight. 

jicbiL  Peace,  Foo'. 

Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the  Fool  wifl 
not ;  lie  there,  that  he,  look  you  there. 

jij4i.  O  thou  damn'd  Cur,  I  (hall"  ■ 

jichiU  Will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a  Fool's  ? 

Ther.  No,  I  warrant  you,  for  a  Fool's  will  ihame  iu  * 

Pdt.  Good  Words,  Therfites. 

jichil.  What's  the  Quarrel  ? 

^jax.  I  bad  the  vile  Owl,  go  learn  me  the  tenure  of  ihc 
Proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 

Ther.  I  ferve  thee  not. 

jiJ4x.  We'll,  go  to,  go  to. 

Ther.  I  ferve  here  voluntary. 

jlchil.  Your  laft  Service  was  fufferance,  'twas  not  voluota- 
ry,  no  Man  is  beaten  voluntary:  jljax  was  here  the  voIud- 
tary,  and  you  as  under  an  Imprefs. 

Ther.  E'en  fo-~a  great  a  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies  in  your 
Sinews,  or  elfe  there  be  Liars:  //lrfiF(?rfli  all  have  a  great  catch, 
if  he  knock  out  cither  of  your  Brains,  he  were  as  good  crKk 
a  fufty  Nut  with  no  Kernel. 

jichil.  What,  with  me  too,  Therjites\ 

Ther.  There's  Vljjfes^  and  old  Nefior^  whofe  Wit  was 
mouldy  e'er  their  Grandfires  had  Nails  on  their  Toes,  yoke 
you  like  draft  Oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  wtir 

jichil.  What?  what!  *  ' 

Ther.  Yes,  good  footh,  to  jichilleSy  to  j4J4Xj  ttt 

jijax.  I  (hall  cut  out  your  Tongue. 

Ther.  Tis  no  matter,  I  (hall  fpcak  as  much  as  thou  af- 
terwards. 

Pat.  No  more  Words,  Therjites. 

Ther.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  jichilles  Brachbids  mt. 
fjialll?  ^       ^■•i•• 

Achil.  There's  for  you,  Patroplus. 
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Ther.  I  will  fee  you  fiang'd  like  Clotpole^  e'er  I  come  a* 
o^  more  to  your  Tents,  I  will  keep  where  there  is  wit  fiir- 
rmg,  and  leave  the  FaAion  of  Fools.  [JEjch^ 

Put.  A  good  riddance. 

jichiL  Marry  this.  Sir,  is  proclaimed  through  allourHoft, 
That  HeSor^  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  Sun» 
Will  with  a  Trumpet,  'twixt  our  Tents  and  Troj, 
To  Morrow  morning  call  fome  Knight  to  Arms^ 
That  hath  a  Stomach,  and  fucK  a  one  thiit  dare 
Maintain  I  know  not  what :  *Tis  trafh,  farewel. 

jiJAx.  Farewel !  who  (hall  anfwer  him  i 

jichiL  I  know  not,  'tis  put  to  Lott'ry;  otherwife 
(ie  knew  his  Man. 

^jax.  O,  meaning  you,  I  will  go  learn  more  of  it.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II.  Priam'i  Palace  in  Troy. 

Enter  Priam,  He&or,  Troilus,  Paris  und  Helenus. 

Fri.  After  fo  many  hours,  lives.  Speeches  fpent, 
Thus  once  again  fays  Nefior  from  the  Gne^t^ 
Deliver  HeUn^  and  all  damage  elfe 
("As  Honour,  lofs  of  Time^  Travel  Expence, 
Wounds,  Friends,  and  what  elfe  dear,  that  is  confum'd 
In  not  digeftion  of  this  Cormorant  War) 
Shall  be  if  ruck  off.    Hetiorj  what  fay  you  to't? 

He3.  Though  no  Man  lefTer  fears  tne  Gretki  than  T> 
As  far  as  touches  my  particular;  yet,  dread  Pridm, 
There  is  no  Lady  of  more  fofter  Bowels, 
More  fpungy  to  fuck  in  the  fenfe  of  fear. 
More  ready  to  cry  out,  Who  knows  what  follows. 
Than  HeSor  \s ;  the  wound  of  Peace  is  furety. 
Surety  fecure;  but  modeft  doubt  is  calKd 
The  Beacon  of  the  wife  ;  the  Tent  that  fearchcs 
To  th* bottom  of  the  worft.     Let  Helen  go. 
Since  the  firft  Sword 'was  drawn  about  this  Queftion, 
Bvery  Tithe  Soul  'mongft  many  thoufand  difmes. 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helena  I  mean  of  ours  : 
If  we  have  loft  fo  many  Tenths  of  ours 
.  To  guard  a  thing  not  ours,  nor  worth  to  us 
(Had  it  our  Name)  the  value  of  one  ten; 
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What  merit's  in  that  reafon,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up? 

7rw.  Fie,  fie,  my  Brother  : 
Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  King 
(So  great  is  our  dread  Father^  in  a  Scale 
Of  common  Ounces/  Will  you  with  Counters  fuilt 
The  vaft  proportion  of  his  Infinite  ? 
And  buckle  in  a  wa(l»  mod  fathomlefs, 
With  Spans  and  Inches  (o  diminutive, 
As  Fears  and  Reafons?  Fie  forgodly  fliame. 

HeL  No  marvel,  tho*  you  bite  fo  (harp  at  RealboK^ 
You  are  empty  of  them.    Should  not  our  Father 
Bear  the  great  fway  of  his  Affairs  with  Reafons, 
Becaufe  your  Speech  hath  none  that  tells  him  fo? 

Trot.  You  arc  for  Dreams  and  Slumbers,  Brother  Pricft^ 
You  fur  your  Gloves  with  Reafont  Here  are  your  Reafoo^ 
You  know  an  Enemy  intends  you  harm : 
You  know,  a  dword  implo^'d  is  perillous. 
And  Reafon  flies  the  objeft  of  all  harm  : 
Who  marvels  then,  when  HeUnns  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  Sword,  if  he  do  fet 
The  very  wings  of  Reafon  to  his  Heels: 
Or  like  a  Star  difoib'd,-— ^Nay,  if  we  talk  of  Reafboy 
And  flie  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jovi, 
Let's  (hut  our  Gates  and  fleep:  Manhood  and  Honour 
Should  have  hard  Hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their  Thoughti 
With  this  cramm'd  Reafon :  Reafon  and  Refpeft 
Make  Lovers  palct  and  luHyhood  dejed. 

HeEl.  Brotherj  (he  is  not  worth 
What  (he  doth  coft  the  holding. 

Tw/.  What's  ought,  but  as  *tis  valu'd? 

He£l.  But  value  dwells  not  in  particular  VVill^ 
It  holds  his  Eftimate  and  Dignity, 
As  well  wherein  *tis  precious  of  it  felf. 
As  in  the  prizer:  'Tis  made  Idolatry,     |f 
To  mak^  the  Service  greater  than  the  God  i  »^ 

And  the  will  dotes^  that  is  inclinable 
To  what  infeSioufly  it  felf  affeds. 
Without  fome  Image  of  th'  a£Pe&ed  Merit* 
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Trot.  I  take  to  day  a  Wife,  and  my  EleAion 
ts  led  on  in  the  conduft  of  my  Will  ; 
My  Will  enkindled  in  mine  Eyes  and  Ears, 
Two  traded  Pilots  'twixt  the  dangerous  Shores 
Of  Will  and  Judgment.     How  may  I  avoid 
^Although  my  Will  diftaft  what  is  clefted^ 
The  Wife  I  chofe?  there  can  be  no  cvafion 
To  blench  from  this,  and  to  ftand  firm  by  Honour. 
We  turn  not  back  the  Silks  upon  the  Merchant, 
When  we  have  fpoii'd  thciti;  nor  the  remainder  Viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpedive  place, 
Becaufe  we  now  are  full.     It  was  thought  meet 
Paris  ihould  do  fome  Vengeance  on  the  Greeks ; 
Your  Breath  of  full  confent  bellied  his  Sailf, 
The  Seas  and  Winds  ^old  Wranglers^  tock  a  Truce, 
Jind  did  him  Service;  he  touched  the  Ports  defir'd. 
And  for  an  old  Aunt,  whom  the  Greel^s  held  Captive, 
He  brought  a  Grecian  Qiieen,  whofe  youth  andfreftintfs 
W'rinkles  j4poUo\  and  makes  ftale  the  Morning. 
Why  keep  we  her?  the  Grecians  keep  our  Aunt : 
Is  flic  worth  keeping?  why,  flie  is  a  Pearl, 
Whofe  Price  hath  launched  above  a  thoufand  Ships, 
And  turn*d  CrownM  Kings  to  Merchants. 
If  you'll  avouch  'twas  Wifdom,  Paris  went, 
(As  you  muft  needs,  for-  you  all  cry'd.  Go,  go : ) 
If  you'll  confefs*  he  brought  home  noble  Prize, 
^As  you  muft  need?,  for  you  all  clap'd  your  Hands^ 
And  cry'd,  Ineftimable ;  why  do  you  now 
The  iffiie  of  your  proper  Wifdoms  rate. 
And  do  a  Deed  that  Fortune  never  did, 
Begger  the  Eftimation,  which  you  priz*d 
Richer  than  Sea  and  Land  ?  p  Theft  mo  ft  bafe  ! 
That  we  have  ftoln  what  we  do  fear  to  keep. 
But  Thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  fo  ftolr. 
That  in  their  G)untry  did  them  that  Difgrace, 
,We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  Place. 

Enter  Caffandi-a  with  her  Hair  about  her  Ears. 

Caf.  Cry,  Trojans^  cry, 

Pri.  What  noife  ?  what  fliriek  is  this  ? 

Trot.  *T\%  our  niad  Sifter,  I  do  know  her -Voice. 
^  Cry*  Trojans^ 
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HcH.  It  hCdfandrd. 

Cuf.  Cry,  Trojans^  cry;  lend  me  ten  thouland  Eyes, 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetick  Tears. 

HtR.  Peace,  Sifter,  Peace. 

Caf.  Virgins  and  Boys,  mid- Age  and  wrinkled  Old^ 
Soft  Infancy,  that  nothing  can  but  cry. 
Add  to  my  Clamour :  Let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mafs  of  Moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans^  cry,  praftife  your  Eyes  with  Tears^ 
Troj  muft  not  be,  nor  goodly  lii$n  ftand» 
Our  Fire-brand  Brother  Paris  bums  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans^  cry,  a  HeUn  and  t  Wo  ; 
Cry,  cry,  Troj  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.  .  [£*»t* 

HiEl.  Now,  youthful  Troilmsj  do  not  the  high  Strains 
Of  Divination  in  our  Sifter  work 
Some  touches  of  Remorfe  \  Or  is  your  Blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  difcourfe  of  Reafon^ 
Nor  fear  of  bad  Succefs  in  a  bad  Caufet 
Can  qualifie  the  fame  ? 

Troi.  Why,  Brother  HeScr^ 
We  nuy  not  think  the  juftnefs  of  each  aft 
Such  and  no  other  than  Event  doth  form  it } 
Nor  once  dejeft  the  Courage  of  our  Mindsi 
Becaufe  Cajfdndra\ ;  mad  her  brain-dck  Raptures 
Cannot  diftafte  the  goodnefs  of  a  Quarrel, 
Which  hath  our  fcveral  Honours  all  engaged 
To  make  it  gracious.    For  my  private  part, 
I  am  no  more  touched  than  all  ?riam*%  Sons, 
And  Jove  forbids  there  ftiould  be  done  amongft  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakeft  Spleen, 
To  fight  for,  and  maintain. 

Tar.  Elfe  might  the  World  convince  of  Levity^ 
As  well  my  Undertakings,  as  your  Counfels : 
But  I  atteft  the  Gods,  your  full  c^nf^nt 
Gave  Wings  to  my  Propenfion,  and  cut  off 
All  Fears  attending  on  fo  dire  a  Projcft. 
For  what,  alas,  can  thefe  my  fingle  Arms? 
What  Propugnation  is  in  one  Man's  Valour 
To  ftand  the  Pufli  and  Enmity  of  thofe 
This  Quarrel  would  excite  \  Yet,  I  protcfti 
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Were  I  alone  to  pafs  the  DifEcuItief, 
And  had  as  ample  Power,  as  I  have  Willy 
Paris  (hould  ne'er  retraft  what  he  harh  done, 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuit. 

Pri.  PariSj  you  fpcak 
Like  one  befotted  on  ypur  fwect  Delights ; 
You  have  the  Hony  ftifJ,  but  thefe  the  Gall, 
So  to  be  Valiant,  is  no  praife  at  all. 

Par.  Sir,  I  propofe  not  raecrly  to  my  felf, 
The  Pleafures  fuch  a  Beauty  brings  with  it :  ' 

But  I  would  have  the  Soil  of  her  fair  Rape 
Wip'd  off  in  honourable*  keeping  hfer; 
What  Treafon  were  it  to  tfie  ranfaclrd'Ciueen, 
Difgrace  to  your  great  Worths,  arid  ^Kaiiic  to  me,' 
Now  to  deliver  her  Poffeflion  jip. 
On  terms  of  bafe  Compulfion  ?  Can  it  be. 
That  fo  degenerate  a  ftrain  as  thisj 
Should  once  fet  foot  within  your  generous  Bofoms  ? 
There's  not  the  meaneil  Spirit  on  our.Party, 
Without  a  Heart  to  dare,  ot  SWbrdf  to  $]raw. 
When  Helen  is  defended:  Nor  none  To  I^oble, 
Whofe  Life  were  ill  beftow*d,  or  Ccath  unfam'd. 
Where  Helen  is  the  Subjeft.     Theh,=  1  fay. 
Well  may  we  fight  ftr  her,  whom 'we  know  well^ 
The  World's  large  S^paces  cannot  parallel. 

Hec.  Paris  and  Troilus^  you  have^both  (aid  well  5 
And  on  the  Caufcand  Qucftiort,  now  in  hand* 
Have  glofs'd,  but  fuperficially  ;  not  much 
Unlike  young  Men,  whom  graver  Sages  think 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  Philofophy. 
The  Reafons  you  afledge,  do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  Paflion  of  diftempet'd  Blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  Determination 
'Twixt  Right  and  Wrong  :  For  Pleafure^and  Revengf» 
Have  Ears  more  deaf  than  Adders,  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  Decifion.     Nature  craves 
All  Dues  be  rendred  to  their  Owners ;  now 
What  nearer  Debt  in  all  Humanity, 
Than  Wife  is  to  the  Husband  \  If  this  Law 
Of  Nature  be  corrupted  through  AfFedion, 
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Achil.  Were,  where  ?  art  thou  come  ?  why,  my  Cheefe, 

my  DigeftioQ why  haft  thou  not  ferved  thy  feU  up  to  my 

Table,  fo  many  Meals?  Come,  ^h^t's  Agamemnon  ? 

Tiber.  Thy  Commander,  Achilles;  then  tell  me,  Patro- 
clus,  ^fhdit's  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  Thy  Lord,  Tljerfites :  then  tell  me,  I  pray  thee, 
what's  thy  lelf? 

Ther.  Thy  Knower,  Patroclus  :  then  tell  mc,  P^uroclm, 
whit  art  thou  ? 

Patr.  Thou  may*ft  tell,  that  know'ft. 

AchiL  O  tell,  tell. 

Tier.  I'll  decline  the  whole  Qiieftion.  AgamemnoM  com- 
mands Achilles^  Achilles  is  my  Lord,  I  am  Patroclas^s  Knower, 
and  Patroclus  is  a  Fool. 

Patr.  YouRafcal 

Ther.  Peace,  Fool,  I  have  not  done. 

AchiL  He  is  a  priviltg'd  Man.  Proceed,  Therfitts. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  Fool,  Achilles  is  a  Fool,  ThirfiM 
is  a  Fool,  and,  as  aforefaid,  Patroclus  is  a  FooL 

Achil.  Derive  this ;  come» 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  Fool  to  offer  to  command  Achilles^ 
Achilles  is  a  Fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamemuon^  Ther" 
fites  is  a  Fool  to  ferve  fuch  a  Fool,    and  Patroclm  is  a  Fool 
pofitive. 

Patr.  Why  am  I  a  Fool  ? 
Enter  Agamemnon,    UlylFcs   Neflor,   Diomcdes,  Ajax, 

and  Chalcas. 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  to  x\\^  Creator,  it  fuflices  mc 
thou  art.     Look  you,  who  comes  here? 

AchiL  Patroclus^  V\\  fpeak  with  no  Body :  Come  in  with 
me,  Therfites.  [Exit. 

Ther.  Here  is  fuch  Patchcry,  fjch  Jugling,  and  fuch 
Knavery  :  all  the  Argument  is  a  Cuckold  and  a  Whore,  a 
good  quarrel  to  draw  emulatious  Fadions,  and  bleed  to 
Deat;|i  upon  :  Now  the  dry  Serpigo  on  the  Subjed,  and  War 
and  Lechery 'confound  all. 

Aga.  Where  is  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  Within  his  Tent,  but  ill  difpos'd,  my  Lord* 

Aga.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here* 
He  lent  our  Meflcngers,  and  we  lay  by 
Our  Appertainments,  vilicing  of  him : 

Let 
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Let  him  be  told  of,  left  perchance  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  queftion  oiF  our  place, 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 
Patr.  I  (hall  fo  fay  to  him. 
Vljf.  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  Tent, 
He  is  not  fick. 

jljax.  Yes,   Lion-fick,  fick  of  a  proud  heart!  you  may 
call  it  Melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  Man,  but  by  my 

head,  'tis  Pride ;  but  why,  why  ? let  him  fliew  us  ihe 

caufe.    A  word,  my  Lord.  [To  Agamtmnon. 

Ncft.  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 
Vljf.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  Fool  from  him. 
JVefi.  Who,  Tljerfites^. 
Vljf.  He. 

Nefi.  The.i  will  Ajax  lack  Matter,  if  he  have  loft  his 
Argument. 

Vljf  No,  you  fee  he  is  his  Argument,  that  has  his  Ar- 
gument,  Achilles. 

Nefi.  All  the  better,  their  Fradion  is  more  our  wiftithm 
their  Faftion ;  but  it  was  a  ftrong  Counfel  that  a  Fool  couU 
difunite. 

Vljf  The  Amity  that  Wifdom  knits  not,  Folly  may  ea- 
fily  untyc.  Efiur  Patroclus. 

Here  comes  Patroclus. 

Nefi.  No  Achilles  with  him  ? 

Vljf  The  Elephant  hath  Joints,  but  none  for  Courtefie  ,• 
His  Legs  are  Legs  for  neceffity,  not  for  flight. 
Patr.  Achilles  bids  me  fay,  he  is  much  forry. 
If  any  thing  more  th.n  your  Sport  and  Pleafure, 
Did  move  your  Greatnefs,  and  this  noble  State^ 
To  call  upon  him;  he  hopes  it  is  no  othor. 
But  for  your  health  and  your  digeftion-fake ; 
An  aftci^Dinnet's  Breath. 

Aga.  Hear  you,  Patroclus; 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  thefe  Anfwers; 
But  his  evafibn  wing'd  thus  fwift  with  fcom. 
Cannot  outflie  our  Apprehenfions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath,  and  much  the  reafbr?. 
Why  weafcribe  it  to  him;  yet  all  his  Virtues, 
^Not  virtuoufty  of  his  own  part  beheld) 
Do  in  our  Eyes  begin  to  lofe  their  Glofs ; 

X  3  And 
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And  like  fair  Fruit  in  an  unwholfom  Didi, 

Are  like  to  rot  untafied ; .  go  and  tell  him. 

We  come  to  fpeak  with  him,  and  you  fliall  pot  (in  i 

If  you  do  fay,  we  think  him  over-proud. 

And  under-honeft;  in  Sdf-aflumption  greater 

Than  in  the  note  of  Judgment;  and  worthier  than  hinafelfa 

Here  tend  the  favagcStrargcnefshe  puts  or, 

Uifguife  the  holy  Strength  of  their  command. 

And  under  write  in  ^n  pbferving  kind 

His  humorous  predominance;  yep,  watch 

His  pettifti  lineS|  his  ebbs,^  his  fl':>ws ;  as  if 

The  paffage  and  whole  carriage  of  th  s  ASion 

Rode  on  his  tide.     Go  tell  him  this,  andadd^ 

That  if  he  over-hold  his  price  (o  much. 

We'll  none  of  him;  but  Icrhim^  like  an  Engine 

Not  portable,  lye  under  this  report. 

Bring  Aftion  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  War ; 

A  ftirring  Dwarf  we  do  allowance  give. 

Before  a  deeping  Gyant;  rcU  him  fo. 

P4/,  I  (hall,  and  bring  his  anfwerprcfently.  [E:du 

jigd.  In  fecond  Voice  we'll  not  be  fatisfied. 

We  cqpic  to  fpcak  with  him.    VljJJes^  enter  you. 

lExit  Ulyflb. 

jijax.  What  is  he  more  than  anorhcr? 

jiga.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is, 

^JMX*  Is  he  fo  much  ?  do  you  not  think  he  thinks  birafclf 
a  better  Man  than  I  ami 

^g*^*  No  qu()ftion. 

j^jdx.  Will  you  fubfcribe  his  Thought,  and  fay,  he  isi 

,/^^.  No^  noble  yljax^  you  are  as  flrong,  as  valiant,  ts 
wife,  no  Icfs  noble,  xpucb  more  gentle,  and  altogether  moir 
tradable, 

^jax.  Why  (hould  a  Man  be  proud  ?  How  doth  Pri<^e 
grow  ?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

j^ga.  Yqur  AJind  is  clearer,  u^ax,  and  your  Virtues  the 
fairer ;  he  that  is  proud,  cats  up  himfelf.  Pride  is  his  own 
Glafs  his  own  Trumpet,  his  own  Chronicle,  and  whace* 
ver  Praites  it  fqlf  but  iq  the  Deed«  devours  the  Deed  in  the 

Pfl^lfCf 

fftut 


I 

Troiius  and  Ciedida.  1S47 

Enter  Ulyffes. 

Ajax%  I  do  hate  a  proud  Man,  as  I  hate  the  engendring  of 
Toads. 

Nefi.  Yet  he  loves  himrelf:  Is'tnot  ftraoge? 

Vljf.  AchiUis  will  not  to  the  Field  to  Morrow. 

jiga.  What's  bis  Ezcufe? 

Vljf.  He  doth  rely  on  none ; 
But  carries  on  the  Stream  of  his  Difpofe, 
Without  obfervance  or  refpeft  of  any. 
In  Will  peculiar^  and  in  Self-admiffion, 

Agd.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  requeft, 
Un-tent  his  Perfon,  and  (hare  the  Air  with  us? 

Vljf.  Things  fmall  as  Nothings  for  Requefts  fakeonljr 
He  makes  Impcmant:  Pofleft  he  is  with  Greatnefs, 
And  fpeaks  not  to  himfelf^  but  with  a  Pride 
Tbit  quarrels  at  Self-breath.    Imagined  Wrath 
Holds  in  his  Blood  fuch  fwol'n  and  hot  Difcourfe, 
That  *twixc  his  mental  and  his  adive  Parts, 
Kinedom'd  AchilUs  in  commotion  rages. 
And  batters  'gainft  it  felf ;  what  (hould  I  (ay  / 
He  is  (b  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death-tokens  of  it 
Cry  no  recovery. 

j^d.  Let  jiJM  go  to  him. 
Dear  Lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  Tent ; 
*Tis  faid  he  holds  you  well>  and  will  be  led 
At  your  requeft,  a  little  from  himfelf. 

Vljf.  O,  jtgumtmnofh  let  it  not  be  (b^ 
We'll  confecrace  the  Steps  that  jijax  makes. 
When  they  go  from  AchilUs ;  (hall  the  proud  U>rdf 
That  baftes  his  Arrogance  with  his  own  Seam, 
And  never  fuffers  matter  of  the  World 
Enter  his  Thoughts,  fave  fuch  as  do  revolve 
And  ruminate  himfelf  ?  Shall  he  be  worth  ip*d» 
Of  that  we  hold  an  Idol,  more  than  he  ? 
No^  this  Thrice  Worthy,  and  Right  Valiant  Lord, 
Muft  nolt  fo  ftale  his  Palm,  nobly  acquired. 
Nor  by  my  Will  aflfubjugate  his  Merit, 
As  amply  Titl'd,  as  AchilUs  is,  by  going  to  AchiUih 
That  were  to  enlard  his  Far,  already.  Pride, 
And  add  more  Coles  to  Cancer^  when  he  burns 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 

X  4  This 
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This  Lord  go  to  him  ?  Jufitfr  fori^id, 
And  Tay  in  Thunder,  AcMlis  go  to  hifn. 
Nefi.  O  this  is  well*  he  rubs  the  Vein  of  him. 
Dio.  And  how  his  (ilence  drinks  up  his  Applaufe. 
jijax.  If  I  go  to  him— ^withmy  armed  Fift,  I'll  pafli 
him  o*er|the  Face. 

jiga.  O  no,  you  (hall  not  go. 

jtjax.  And  a  be  proud  with  me,  1*11  phefe  his  Pride ;  let 
me  go  to  him. 
Vljf.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  Quarrel. 

jijax.  A  paultry  Infolent  Fellow 

Nefi.  How  he  defcribes  himfelf. 
jfJMx.  Can  he  not  be  fociable  ? 
Vljf.  The  Raven  chides  blacknefs. 
jijax.  Ill  let  his  Humours  Blood. 
j^gd.  He  will  be  the  Phy fician>  that  (hould  be  the  Catient 
Ajax.  And  all  Men  were  a  my  Mind— — « 
Vljf.  Wit  would  be  out  of  fa (h ion. 
jijax.  A  fliould  not  bear  it  fo,  a  ihould  eat  Swbrds  6rft; 
fhall  Pride  carry  it? 
Nefi.  And  'twould,  you'd  carry  half. 
Vhf.  A  would  have  ten  (hares. 
Ajax.  I  will  knead  him,  I'll  make  him  fupple>  heV  not 
yet  through  warm. 

Nefi.  Force  him  with  Praifes,  pour  in,  pour  in,  his  Am- 
bition is  dry. 
Vlyf.  My  Lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  diflike. 
Nefi.  Our  noble  General,  do  not  do  fo. 
Dio.  You  muft  prepare  to  fight  without  jichilles. 
Vljf.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  doth  him  harm. 
Here  is  a  Man— -but  'tis  before  his  Face-*-* 
I  will  be  filent. 

Nefi.  Wherefore  fliould  you  fo  ? 
He  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 
Vljf.  Know  the  whole  World,  he  isi  as  valiant. 
Ajax.  A  whorfon  Dog !  that  (hall  palter  thus  with  us— — » 
would  he  were  a  Trojan. 
Nefi.  What  a  Vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now-* 
Vljf  If  he  were  proud. 
Dio.  Or  covetous  of  Praife, 
Vljf  Ay,  or  furly  born,  ^ 
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Dh.  Or  ftrange,  or  fclf-affcded.  (pofure 

Vljf.  Thank  the  Heavens,  Lord,  thou  trt  of  a  fwcet  Com- 
Fraife  him  that  got  thee,  Aie  that  gave  thee  fuck: 
Fame  be  thy  Tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  Nature 
Thrice  fam'd  beyond,  beyond  all  Erudition; 
But  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  Arms  to  fight. 
Let  Afars  divide  Eternity  in  twain, 
AAd  give  him  half ;  and  for  thy  Vigor, 
Bull-bearing  Milo  his  addition  yield 
To  Sinewy  ^jax:  I  will  notpraife  thy  Wifdom 
Which,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  (hore,  confines 
Thy  fpacious  and  dilated  parts;  here's  Nefior 
Inflruded  by  the  Antiquary  times : 
He  muft,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wife. 
But  pardon.  Father  Nefior,  were  yoiur  Days 
As  green  as  jijax^  and  your  Brain  fo  temper'd. 
You  fliould  not  have  the  eminence  of  him 
But  be  as  jijax. 

jijdx.  Shall  I  call  you  Father  \ 

Vljf.  Ay,  my  good  Son. 

Dio.  Be  rui'd  by  him.  Lord  jiJ4x* 

Vljf.  There  is  no  tarrying  here,  the  Hart  AchilUs 
Keeps  thicket ;  pieafe  it  our  General, 
To  call  together  all  this  State  of  War; 
Frefli  Kings  are  comc^to  Troj  ;  to  Morrow 
We  muft  with  all  our  main  of  Power  ftand  faft  .• 
And  here's  a  Lord  ^come  Knights  from  Eafl  to  Wefl, 
And  cull  their  Flower^  ^jdx  fhall  cope  the  htik. 

jig4i^  Go  we  to  Council  let  Achilles  fleep ; 
Light  Boats  may  fail  fwifr,  though  great  bulks  draw  deep. 

[^Exemnt.     Mufick,  founds  within. 

ACT  IIL    SCENE    L 
SCENE  Troy. 

Enter  Pandarus,  dndd  Servant. 

fM.  TTRiend  I  you  I  pray  you  a  word :  Do  not  you  follow 
X    the  youn^  Lord  Paris  ? 
Ser.  Ay,  Sir^  when  he  goes  before  me. 

Pan. 
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fdM.  You  depend  upon  him,  I  mean  ? 

ISer.  Sir,  I  4o  depend  upon  the  Lord. 

Pdf$.  You  depend  upon  a  Noble  Gf  ncleman :  I  muft  necdt 
praife  him. 

Ser.  The  Lord  be  praifed. 

P4ft.  You  know  me,  do  you  not? 

Scr.  Faith,  Sir,  fuperficially. 

Pan.  Friend,  know  me  better^  I  am  the  Lord  PsntUrMU 

Ser.  I  hope  I  Hull  know  your  Honour  better. 

PdH.  I  do  dedre  ir^ 

Scr.  You  are  in  the  ftate  of  Grace  S 

Pan.  Grace,  notfo,  Friend,  Honour  and  Lordfliip  are  nj 
Titles :  What  Mufick  is  this? 

Ser.  I  do  but  partly  know,  Sir;  it  is  M^fi^  in  pVtSy 

Pan.  Know  you  the  MuOcians  ? 
•  Ser.  Wholly,  Sir. 

Pan.  Who  play  they  to  ? 

Str.  To  the  hearers.  Sir. 

Pan.  At  whofe  pleafure,  Friend  ? 

Ser*  At  mine.  Sir,  and  theirs  that  love  Muflck, 

Pan.  Command,  I  mean.  Friend. 

Ser.  Who  Aiall  I  command.  Sir  ? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  underftand  not  one  another:  I  am  toq 
courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning.  At  whofe  requeft  dft 
thefe  Men  play  / 

Ser.  That's  to't  indeed.  Sir ;  marry.  Sir,  at  the  requeft  of 
Paris^  my  Lord,  who's  there  in  Perfon  ;  with  him  the  mor* 
tal  yinns^  the  Heart-blood  of  Beauty,  Love's  invifibleSoolt 

Pan.  Who,  my  Coufin  Crejfida  / 

Ser.  No,  Sir,  Helen ;  could  you  not  find  out  that  by  bei 
Attributes  ? 

Pan.  It  (hould  feem.  Fellow,  that  thou  haft  not  feen  the 
Lady  CreJfUa.  I^ome  to  fpeak  with  Paris  from  the  Prince 
Troilus :  I  will  make  a  complement^!  AfTault  upon  himj  for 
my  Bufinefs  feethes. 

Ser.  Sodden  Bufinefs,  there's  a  ftew'd  Phrafe  indeed. 

Enfer  Paris  and  Helen. 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  Lord,  and  to  all  this  fair  Oxd- 
pany :  Fair  defires  in  all  fair  meafure  fairly  guide  theffb 
efpecially  to  you,  fair  Queen,  fair  Thoughts  be  your  fair 
Pillow. 
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ffikn.  Dvar  Lord*  you  are  full  of  fair  Words. 

Pam.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure,  fwect  Queen:  fair 
Prince*  here  is  good  broken  MuHck. 
'  Pdr.  You  have  broken  it,  Coufin ;  and  by  my  L,ife  yoa 
ihall  make  it  whole  again,  you  (ball  piece  it  out  with  a  peice 
of  your  performance.     Nplj  he  is  full  of  Ham)ony« 

fM.  Truly,  Lady,  no, 

Helen.  O,  Sir 

Pan.  Rude  in  footh,  in  good  footh  very  rude. 

Par.  Well  faid,  my  Lord ;  well,  you  fay  fo  in  fitf • 

P4ft»  I  have  Bufinefs  to  my  Lord,  dear  Queen ;  my  Lord, 
will  you  vouchfafe  me  a  Word  ? 

HHiH.  Nay,  this  fhall  not  hedge  us  out,  wc;*Il  hear  you 
fing  certainly, 

foM.  Well,  fweet  Queen,  you  are  pleafant  with  me ;  bur, 
marry  thus,  my  Lord>  my  dear  Lord,  and  moft  cfteemefi 
Friend,  your  Brother  Troilus--, — 

fleUfu  My  Lord  Pandarus^  hony-fwect  Lord, 

Pmh.  Go  to,  fweet  Queen,  go  to 
Commends  himfelf  moft  affedionately  to  you. 

Hikff*  You  /ball  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody: 
If  you  do,  our  Melancholy  upon  your  Head. 

Pd9.  Sweet  Queen,  fweet  Queer,  that's  a  fweet  Queen, 
rfaith 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  fweet  Lady  fad,  is  a  fower  Offence* 
Nay,  that  fhall  not  ferve  your  turn,  that  ihall  it  not  in 
truth  la.    Nay,  I  care  not  for  fuch  Words,  no^  no 

Pdn.  And,  my  Lord,  he  defires  you,  that  if  the  King  call 
for  him  at  Supper,  you  will  make  his  excufip. 

Helen.  My  Lora  P^Jarm 

Pdn.  What  fays  my  fw^ct  Queen,  my  Y^ry,  very  fwect 
Queen  ? 

Pdr.  What  Exploit's  in  hand,  whpre  fups  he  to  Night  i 

Helen.  Nay,  but  my  Lord. 

Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  /  my  Coufin  will  fall  out 
with  you, 

Helen.  You  muft  r\ot  know  where  he  fups. 

Psr.  Wi  A  my  difoofer  Crejpdd. 

Pdn.  No,  no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  are  wide,  comCi  your 
difpoftr  is  (ick, 

^4r.  WeU,  ni  make  cxcufe. 

Pdn^ 
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Pah.  Ay,  good  my  Lord;  why  fliould  you  fay  GreffiJiAl 
No,  your  poor  difpofer's  fick» 

Par.  I  fpy 

PdM.  You  fpy,  what  do  you  fpy?  ComCy  give  me  an  b* 
ftrumentnow,  fwectQjiecn. 

Helen.  Why  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  Niece  is  horrible  in  love  with  a  thing  ybn  have, 
fweet  Queen. 

Helen.  She  fliall  have  it,  my  Lord,  if  it  be  not  my  JjoA 
Paris. 

Pan.  He  ?  no,  (he'll  none  of  him,  they  two  are  twain. 

Helen.  Falling  in  after  falling  out,  may  make  them  thnt 

Pan.  Come,  come,  TU  hear  no  more  or  thic,  ru  fingyoo 
a  Song  ^ow. 

Helen.  Ay,  ay,  prithee  now;  by  my  troth>  fweet  Lord^ 
thou  haft  a  fine  Fore-head* 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may— — 

Hel.  Let  thy  Song  be  Love :  This  Love  will  undo  as  alL 
Oh,  Cufid^  Cupidy  Cupid. 

Pan.  Love!  ay,  that  it  fliall,  i'faith. 
*Par.  Kjy  good  now*  Love,  Love,  nothing  but  Love. 

Pan.  In  good  troth  it  begins  fo. 

Love^  Loye^  nothing  but  Loveyfiill  more: 

For  O,  Lovers  Bow 

Shoots  both  Buck,  and  Doe : 

TTse  Shaft  confounds  not  that  it  wounds. 

But  tickles  ft  ill  the  Sore : 

Thefe  Lovers  crj^  oh  ho  they  dje\ 

Tet  that  which  feems  they  wound  to  ktlk 

Doth  turn  oh  ho,  to  ha  ha  he : 

So  dying  Love  lives  fiill, 

O  ho  a  while^  but  ha  ha  ha ; 

O  ho  groans  out  for  ha  ha  ha^^^-^hey  ho. 

Helen.  In  Love  i'faith  to  the  very  tip  of  the  Nofe. 

Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  Doves,  Love,  and  that  breeds 
hot  Blood,  and  hot  Blood  begets  hot  Thoughts,  and  hot 
Thoughts  beget  hot  Deeds,  and  hot  Deeds  are  Love. 

Pom. 
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tan.  Is  this  the  Generation  of  Love?  Hot  Blood,  hot 
Thoughts,  and  hot  Deeds  ?  why  they  arc  Vipers,  Is  Love  a 
Generation  of  Vipers? 
Sweet  Lord,  who's  afield  to  Day  ? 

Par.  HcSor,  Dciphobus^   HeUnus,  jinthenor,   and  all  the 
gallantry  of  Troj.     I  would  fain  have  arm'd  to  Day,  but 
my  Nell  would  not  have  it  (b. 
How  chance  my  Brother  Troilus  went  not  ? 

Helen.  He  hangs  the  Lip  at  foniething ;  you  know  all. 
Lord  Pandarus, 

Pan.  Not  I,  hony  fweet  Queen :  I  long  to  hear  how  they 
fped  to  Day : 
You'll  remember  your  Brother's  excufc? 

Par.  To  a  Hair. 

Pan.  Fare w el,  fweet  Queen. 

Helen,  Commend  me  to  your  Neice* 

Pan.  I  will,  fweet  Queen.        [Exit.       Seund  a  Retreat. 

Par.  They're  come  from  Field ;  let  us  to  Priam*s  Hall, 
To  greet  the  Warriors.     Sweet  HeUny  I  muft  woo  you. 
To  help  unarm  our  HeSor  :  His  ftubborn  Buckles, 
With  thefc  your  white  enchanting  Fingers  toucht, 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  Steel, 
Or  force  of  Greekijb  Sinews,  you  fliall  do  more 
Than  all  the  Ifland  Kings,  difarm  great  HeQor. 

Helen.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  your  Servant,  Paris : 
Yea,  what  he  (hall  receive  of  us  in  duty, 
Gives  us  more  palmTn  Beauty  than  we  have: 
Yea,  over- Alines  our  felf. 

Sweet,  above  thought,  I  love  thee.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  Troilus'/  Man. 

Pan.  How  now,  whereas  thy  Mafter,  at  my  Coufin  Oeff 
fidaW 

Ser.  No,  Sir,  he  flays  for  you  to  conduft  him  thither. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Pan.  O,  here  he  comes;  How  now,  how  now? 

Trot.  Sirrah,  walk  off. 

Pom.  Have  you  feenmyCouiini 

Tr$i.  No,  PMndarnsi  lihlk  about  her  Door 
Like  a  ftrange  Soul  upon  the  Stygian  Banks 
•Staying  for  waftage.    O  be  thou  my  Chttrvn, 
And  give  me  fwiift  tranfportaocc  Ik  thofe  Fj«ldi^ 

Where 
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Where  I  will  wallow  in  the  Lilly  Beds 
Propos'd  for  the  deferver.     O  gentle  PanJarms^ 
From  Ct$piJs  Shoulder  pluck  his  painted  Wings» 
And  fly  with  tdq  to  Creffid. 

Fan.  Walk  here  i'ch'  Orchards  I'll  bring  her  ftraight. 

[£Ari>  Pandarali 

Tr9i.  I  am  giddy;  Expedation  whirles  meround, 
Th'  imaginary  relilh  is  fo  fwcer. 
That  it  enchants  my  Senfe  \  what  will  it  be 
\X^hen  that  the  watry  Palates  tafte  indeed 
Love's  thrice  reputed  Nedar?  Death,  I  fear  me; 
Sounding  DeftruAion,  or  fome  Joy  too  fine. 
Too  fubtile»  potent,  and  too  (harp  in  fweetnelSf 
For  the  Capacity  of  my  ruder  Powers; 
I  fear  it  much,  and  I  do  fear  befidcs, 
I'hat  I  ihall  lofc  difttn&ion  in  my  Joys, 
As  doth  a  Battel  when  they  charge  on  heafHi 
The  £nemy  flying. 

Emtr  Pandarus. 

P49^.  She's  making  her  ready#  (he^ll  come  ftraight;  yoli 
muft  be  witty  now,  Aiedoesfobluih,  and  fetches  her  Wind 
fo  (hort,  as  if  (he  were  fraid  with  a.  Sprite :  I'll  fetch  her;  it 
is  the  prettiefl;  Villain,  (he  fetches  her  breatli  fo  (hort  u  t 
new  ta'en  Sparrow.  \^Exit  Pam 

Troik  Even  fuch  a  Paflion  doth  embrace  my  Bofom : 
My  Heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feverous  Pulfe* 
And  all  my  Powers  do  their  bellowing  lofe^ 
Like  Vaffalage  at  unawares  encountring 
The  Eye  of  Majefty. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creflida; 

Pm.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blu(h  \ 
Shame^s  a  Baby ;  here  (he  is  now,  fwear  the  Oaths  now  to  herj 
that,  you  have  fworn  to  me.  What,  are  ]rou  gone  again,  you 
muft  be  watch'd  e'er  you  be  made  tame»  muft  you  f  Come 
your  waysi  come  your  ways,  and  you  draw  backward  weTll 
^ut  you  iW  Files :  Why  do  you  not  fpeak  to  her  ?  Come 
draw  this  Curtain,  and  let's  fee  your  Pidure.  Alas  the  day, 
how  bath  you  fire  too£Fend  day-light?  and 'twere  dark  you  d 
clofe  fooner.  So,  fo,  rub  on,  and  kifs  the  Miftrefs;  how  nowi ' 
t  kifs  in  Fee-farm  {  build  there^  Carpenter,  the  Air  is  fweeti 
Nayi  you  (hall  fight  your^^arts  out  e'er  I  part  you.   The 

.,  ^  -.        .  -  Faulconi 
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Faulcon  has  the  Tercel,  for  all  the  Ducks  i'th'Rivert  Goto^ 
goto. 

TroL  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  Word?,  Lad)'. 
Pan.  Words  pay  no  Debts,  give  her  Deeds:  But  (he*ll  be* 
reave  you  o*th*  Deeds  too,  if  fhe  call  your  Aftivity  in  que* 
fiion:  What,  billing  again?   here's  in  witnefs  whereof  the 

l^arties  interchangeably- Come  in,  come  in,  I'll  go  get 

a  Fire.  [EatiV  Pan. 

Ore.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 
TroiL  OCreffida^  how  often  have  I  wifht  me  thus/ 

Oe.  Wilht,  my  Lord !  the  Gods  grant; O,  my  Lord. 

Trot.  What  (hould  they  grant  ;  what  makes  this  pretty 
abruption;  what  too  curious  Dreg  efpiesmy  fwdet  Lady  in 
the  Fountain  of  our  Love? 

0#.  More  Dregs  than  Water,  if  my  Tears  have  Eyes. 
Troi.  Fears  make  Devils  of  Chcrubins,   they  never  fec^ 
truly. 

Cre.  Blind  fear,  that  feeing  Re^fon  leads,  finds  fafer  foot-» 
ing  than  blind  Reafon  flurobliiig  without  fear ;  to  fear  the 
worft,  oft  cures  the  worfe. 

Trou  O  let  my  Lady  apprehend  no  fear, 
In  all  Q^i^%  Pageant  there  is  prefented  no  Monger. 
Grt.  Nor  nothing  monftrous  neither  ? 
Troi.  Nothing  but  thdr  Undertakings,  when  we  vow  tof 
weep  Seas,  live  in  Fire,  eat  Rocks,  tame  Tygers,  thinking  it 
harder  for  our  Miftrers  to  devife  Impofition  enough,  than  for 
us  to  undergo  ^ny  Difficulty  impofed.    This  h  themonflnn 
fity  in  LQve,  Lady,  that  the  Will  is  infinite^  and  the  Execu- 
tion confin'd ;  that  the  Defire  is  boundlefs,  and  the  h6t  a 
Slave  to  limit. 

•  Ore.  They  fay  all  Lovers  fwear  more  performance  than 
they  are  ablff  and  yet  referve  an  Ability  that  they  never 
pertorm:  vowing  more  than  the  perfedion  of  ten ;  and  dis- 
charging lefs  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They  that  havr 
the  Voice  of  Lions,  and  the  z6t  of  Hares,  are  they  not 
Monfters  ? 

TreiU  Are  (here  fuch  ?  fuch  are  not  we :  Praife  us  as  we 
aretaftedy  allow  us  as  we  prove:  Our  Head  (halt  go  bare» 
till  merit  crown  it;  no  Perfedion  in  reverfion  (hall  have  t- 
Praife  jn  prefcnt;  we  will  not  name  Defert  before  his  Birth, 
iMid  being  iK)rn,  his  addition  (hall  be  humble ;  few  Word^»  to 
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fair  Faith.  Troilm  (hall  be  fuch  to  Creffida,  as  what  Envy 
can  fay  worft,  (hall  be  a  mock  for  his  Truth ;  aod  what  Trudi 
can  (peak  trueft*  not  truer  than  Troilus. 

Ore.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  What,  blu(hing  ftill  ?  have  you  not  done  tdking 

yet? 

Cre.  Well,  Uncle,  whit  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate  to 
you. 

Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  Lord  get  a  Boy  of  you. 
you'll  give  him  me ;  be  true  to  my  Lord,  if  he  flincb»  chide 
me  for  it. 

Trot.  You  know  now  your  Hoftages ;  your  Unde^s  Word 
and  my  firm  Faicli. 

Pan.  Nay,  Til  give  my  Word  for  her  too;  oiir  Kindred, 
though  they  be  long  e'er  they  arc  woo'd,  they  are  coofttnt 
being  won:  They  are  Burs,  I  can  tell  you,  they'll  fiick 
where  they  are  thrown. 

Cre.  Boldnefs  comes  to  me  now,   and  brings  me  Heart : 
Prince  Troilus^  I  have  lov'd  you  Night  and  Day, 
For  many  weary  Months. 

Troi.  Why  was  my  Cr^;^ then  fo  hard  to  win? 

Cre.  Hard  to  feem  won :  But  I  was  won,  my  Lordy 

With  the  firft  glance  that  ever— —Pardon  me 

If  I  confefs  much,  you  will  play  the  Tyrant : 
I  love  you  now,  but  not  'till  now,  fo  much 

But  I  might  mafterit in  faith  I  lye— — 

My  Thoughts  were  like  unbridled  Children,  grown 

Too  head-  ftrong  for  their  Mother ;  fee  we  Fools, 

Why  have  I  blabb'd?  who  (hall  be  true  to  us 

When  we  arefo  unfecrec  to  our  felves? 

But  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not* 

And  yet  good  faith  I  wilht  my  fclf  a  Man: 

Or  that  the  Women  had  Mens  privilege 

Of  fpeaking  firft.     Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  Tongue* 

For  in  this  Rapture  I  (hall  furely  fpeak 

The  thing  I  ihall  repent ;  fee,  fee  your  filcncd 

Coming  in  dumbnefs,  from  my  wcaknefs  draws 

My  Soul  of  Counfel  from  me.     Stop  my  Mouth* 

Trou  And  (hall,  albeit  fweet  MuHck  iflfues  thence.  {^Kiff^* 

Pan.  Ptftty,  iTaiih. 

Cre. 
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*    Crt.  My  Lord9  I  do  befeeck  you  pardon  me ; 
Twas  not  my  purpofe  thus  to  beg  a  Kifs: 

I  am  afliam'd  ;-^-*  O  Heavens^  what  have  I  done ! 

For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  Lord. 

Troi.  Your  leave,  fwect  CreJJidl 

Tan.  Leave !  and  you  take  leave  *cill  to  Morrow  Mom« 
ing 

Crt.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

Tyqu  What  offends  you.  Lady  i 

Crt.  Sir^  mine  own  Company. 

Ttqu  You  cannot  fliun  your  fcif. 

Crt^  Let  me  go  and  try : 
I  have  a  kind  of  felf  reHdes  with  you : 
But  an  unkind  felf,  that  it  felf  will  leave^' 
To  be  another's  Fool.     Where  is  my  Wit? 
I  would  be  gone:  I  fpeak  I  know  not  what. 

Troi.  Well  know  they  what  they  fpcak^  that  fpeak  {o 
wifely. 

Cre.  Perchance,  my  Lord,  I  (hew  more  Craft  than  Love« 
And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  Confelfion^ 
To  angle  for  your  Thoughts ;  But  you  are  wife» 
Or  elfe  you  love  not ;  for  to  be  wife  and  love. 
Exceeds  Man's  might,  and  dwells  with  Gods  above. 
.    Trai.  O  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  Woman ; 
And  if  it  can,  I  will  prefume  in  you. 
To  feed  for  ay  her  lamp  and  flames  of  I^ove, 
To  keep  her  Conftancy  in  plight  and  youths 
Out*living  Beauties  outward,  with  a  Mind 
That  doth  renew  fwifter  than  Blood  decays. 
Or  that  PerfwaGon  could  but  thus  convince  me, 
7*hat  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you, 
Mi^ht  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 
Of  fuch  a  winnowed  purity  in  Love : 
How  were  I  then  up-lifted!   But  alas,  \ 

I  am  as  true  as  Truth's  Simplicity» 
And  (impler  than  the  Infancy  of  Truth* 

Ore.  In  that  Til  war  with  you. 

Trot.  O  virtuous  Fight* 
When  right  with  right  wars,  who  Ihould  be  moft  righ:  ? 
True  Swains  in  Love^  (hall  in  the  World  to  come 
Approve  their  truths  by  Tri0lMs;  when  their  Khimes^ 

Vol.  IV*       ■  Y  "'  f«Il 
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Full  of  proteft,  of  oath»  and  big  compare* 
Want  (imilies:  Truth  tired  withlteration. 
As  true  as  Sceeh  as  Plantage  to  the  Moon* 
AsSunto  Day»  as  Turtle  to  her  Mate, 
As  Iron  to  Adamant,  as  Earth  to  th' Center : 
Yet  after  ailcomparifons  of  truth, 
(As  Truth's  Authentick  Author  to  be  cited) 
As  true  as  Triolusj  fliall  crown  up  theVerfe* 
And  fandifie  the  Numbers. 

Cre.  Prophet  may  you  be: 
If  I  be  falfe  or  fwerve  a  hair  from  truth* 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  it  felf. 
When  Water-drops  have  worn  the  Stones  of  Troj^ 
And  blind  Oblivion  fwallow'd  Cities  up, 
And  mighty  States  cara^erlcfs  are  grated 
To  dufty  nothing;  yet  let  Memory, 
From  falfe  to  falfe*  among  falfe  Maids  in  love. 
Upbraid  my  Falfehood;  when  the  yVefaid  asfalfe. 
As  Air,  as  Water,  as  Wind,  as  (andy  Earth; 
As  Fox  to  Lamb,  as  Wolf  to  Heifer's  Calf; 
Pard  to  thq  Hind,  or  Step-dame  to  her  Son; 
Yea,  let  thtm  f^y,  to  ftick  the  Heart  of  Falfehood^ 
As  falfe  as  Crejftd. 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  Bargain  made:    Seal  it,  feal  it.  III  be  the 
Witnefs.  Here  I  hold  your  Hand;    here  my  Coufin's;  if 
ever  you  prove  falfe  to  one  another,  Hnce  I  have  taken  fuch 
Pains  to  bring  you  together,  let  all  pitiful  Goers- bet  ween,  be 
caird,  to  the  World's  end,  after  my  Name:  Call  them  ill 
Panders \  let  all  conftant  Men  be  Troilsiffes,  all  falfe  Womea 
Crejpdaj,  and  all  Brokers  between.  Panders;  fay>  Amen* 
7ro/.  Amen. 
Cre.  Amen. 
Pan.  Amen* 
Whereupon  I  will  fliew  you  a  Chamber,  which  Bed,  b^ 
caufeit  Ihall  not  fpcakof  your  pretty  encounters,  prefs  it  to 
Dva'h:  Away. 

And  Cupid  f^nnz  all  Tongue^ty'd  Maidens  here. 
Bed,  Chamber,  and  Pander,  to  provide  this  geer. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     II.     The  Grecian  Camp. 

Bnter  AgamemnofH  UlyiTes,  Diomedes,  Neftor9  MencJaus 

A9^  Calchas. 

Col,  Now,  Princes,  for  the  Service  I  have  done  yon, 
Th*  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud, 
To  call  for  recompence :  Appear  it  to  your  M  ind» 
That  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things  to  come, 
I  have  abandoned  Troj^  left  my  PofTcffion, 
Incurr'd  a  Traitor's  Name*  expos'd  my  felft 
From  certain  and  poifeft  Conveniencies, 
To  doubtful  Fortunes,  fequeftring  from  me  all 
That  Time,  Acquaintance,  Cuftom,  and  C)ndition^ 
Made  tame,  and  moft  famih'ar  to  my  Nature : 
And  here  to  do  you  Service  am  become 
As  new  into  the  World,  ftrange,  unacquainted. 
I  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of  taftf, 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit. 
Out  of  thofe  mztij  Kegiftred  in  Promife, 
Which  you  fay  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 
jigd.  What  wouldft  thou  of  us,  Trojan  f  Make  demand. 
Cat.  You  have  a  Tr9JMH  Prifoner,  cali'd  Anthcnor^ 

Yefterday  took:  Trr/  holds  him  very  dear. 

Oft  have  you  (often  have  you.  Thanks  therefore) 

Defir*d  my  CreffU  in'right  great  Exchange, 

Whom  Trc^jrhith  fiill  deny'd :  But  t\ih  jinthenar^ 

I  know,  is  fuch  a  wreft  in  their  Affairs, 

'That  their  Negotiations  all  muft  flack. 

Wanting  this  Manage;  and  they  will  almoft  # 

Give  us  a  Prince  o'  th'  Blood,  a  Son  of  PrUm^ 

lo  change  of  him.    Let  him  be  fenr,  great  Princes^ 

And  he  (hall  buy  my  Daughter:  And  herprefence 

Shall  auite  flrike  off  all  Service  I  have  d^Ae, 

In  mofV  accepted  pain. 

jiga.  Let  Dhmedes  bear  him. 

And  brifig us Crv;^ hither!  Cdlchds  (hall hive 

What  he  requefts  of  us  t  Good  DhmcJc^ 

Furnift  you  flh-lv^fbr  this  entrrchan^e; 

With  all,  bring  Word,  if  Helfor  will  to  M^rroW' 

Be  anfwer 'd  in-  his  Challenge,    ^jax  is  rea  i  v  • 

Y  a  '  Dio. 
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Dio.  This  (hall  I  undertake,  and  'tis  a  burthen 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.  [ExJt 

Enter  Achilles  dnd  Patroclus,  in  their  Tent. 

Vljfl  Achilles  ftands  i'th'  entrance  of  his  Tent ; 
Pleafe  it  our  General  to  pafs  ftrangely  by  hitn« 
As  if  he  were  forgot;  and  Princes  all. 
Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him : 
I  will  come  lafl,  ^is  like  he'll  queftionme* 
Why  fuch  unplaufive  Eyes  are  bent{  why  turn'd  on  hiffl{ 
If  fo,  I  have  Decifion  medicinable^ 
To  ufe  between  our  Strangcnefs  and  his  Pridr, 
Which  his  own  Will  (hall  have  de(ire  to  drink; 
It  miy  do  good:  Pride  bath  no  other  Glals 
To  (hew  it  fclfj  but  Pride ;  for  fupple  Knees 
Feed  Arrogance,  and  are  the. proud  Man's  Fees* 

Ag4.  We'll  execute  your  Purpofe,  and  put  on 
'  A  form  of  Stransenefs  as  we  pafs  along. 
So  do  each  Lord)  and  either  greet  him  not. 
Or  elfe  difdainfully,  which  (hall  (hake  him  more. 
Then  if  not  look'd  on.  I  will  lead  the  Way. 

jichiL  What*  comes  the  General  to  fpeak  wichnpef 
You  know  my  Mind.     I'll  fight  no  more  'gainft  7r#^. 

Aga.  What  fays  Achilles,  would  he  ought  with  us  { 

Nefi.  Would  you,  my  Lord,  ought  with  the  GenenI? 

Achil.  No. 

Nefi.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Aga.  The  better. 

AchiL  Good  Day,  good  Day, 

Men.  How  do  you?  How  do  you? 
•   AchiL  What,  does  the  Cuckold  fcom  me? 

Aja.  How  now,  Fatroclus^. 

AchiL  Good  Morrowj  Ajax. 

Aja.  Ha. 

AchiL  Good  Morrow. 
.  Ajx.  Ay»  and  good  next  Day  too^  [[£*iiwrf« 

AchiL  What  mean  thefe  Fellows?  Know  they  not  AchilUH 

Putr.  They  pafs  ftrangely:  They  wereus'd  to  bend. 
To  fend  their  Smiles  before  them  to  Achilles: 
To  come  as  humbly  as  they  us'd  to  creep  to  Holy  Altars* 

Achil.  Whit,  am  I  poor  of  late? 
'Tis  certain,  Greatnefs  once  fallen  out  with  Fortune^ 

Muft 
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Mttft  fall  out  with  Men  too :  What  the  declined  is. 
He  ihall  as  foon  read  in  the  Eyes  of  others, 
'  As  feel  in  his  own  Fall :  For  Men>  like  Butter-flies, 
Shew  not  their  mealy  Wings,  but  to  the  Summer; 
And  not  a  Man,  for  being  fimple  Man, 
Hath  any  Honour,  but  honoured  by  thofe  Honours 
That  are  without  him;  as  Place,  Riche5,  Favour, 
Prizes  of  Accident,  as  oft  as  Merit : 
Which  when  they  fall  (as  being  flippery  ftanden) 
The  Love  that  leaned  on  them  as  flippery  too. 
Doth  one  pluck  down  another*  and  together 
Dye  in  the  Fall :  But  *tis  not  fo  with  me. 
Fortune  and  I  are  Friends,  I  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  poflefs. 
Save  thefe  Mens  Looks*  who  do  methinks  find  out 
Something  in  me  not  worth  that  rich  Beholding, 
As  they  have  often  given.    Here  is  Vljffisj 
I'll  interrupt  his  Reading.— —How  noyf  Vljjfesf 

Vljf.  Now,  great  Theth  Son  I 

^chil.  What,  are  you  reading? 

Vlyf  A  ftrange  Fellow  here 
Writes  me,  that  Man,  how  dearly  ever  parted. 
How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in. 
Cannot  make  boaft  to  have  that  which  he  hath; 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  ows,  but  by  Refledion, 
As  when  his  Virtues  (hining  upon  others. 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  Heat  again 
To  the  firft  Giver. 

jichiL  This  is  not  ftrange,  Vfyjfesj 
The  Beauty  that  is  born  here  in  the  Face, 
The  Bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  it  feli^ 
Not  going  from  it  felf,  but  Eye  to  Eye  oppos'd. 
Salute  each  other,  with  each  others  Form. 
For  Speculation  turns  not  to  it  felf, 
'Till  it  hath  travelFd,  and  is  marry*d  there 
Where  it  may  fee  it  felf;  this  is  not  ftrango  at  all, 

Vljf.  I  do  not  ftrain  at  tie  Pofition, 
It  is  familiar;  but  at  the  Author's  drift; 
Who  in  his  Circumftance,  exprefly  proves 
That  M  Man  is  the  Lord  of  any  thing, 
(Tqo'  in  and  of  him)  there  is  much  confifting, 

*  Y  5  ^T!| 
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'Till  he  cofnmunicate  his  Parrs  to  others : 

Nor  doth  )ic  of  himfelf  know  them  for  ought^ 

*Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  th'  Applaufe^ 

Where  they're  extended :  Which  like  an  Arch  reverbVtfes 

The  Voice  again,  or  like  a  Gate  of  Steel, 

Fronting  the  Sun,  receives  and  renders.back 

His  Figure,  and  his  Hear.     I  was  much  rapt  in  thi**. 

And  apprehended  here  immediately 

The  unknown  uijax. 

Heavens!  What  a  Man  is  there?  A  very  Horfe^ 

That  as  he  knows  not  Nature,  what  things  are 

]V1r)fl  abjcft  in  Regard*  and  dear  in  Ufc; 

What  things  a£rain  moil  dear  in  the  Eftcem, 

And  poor  in  Worth  :   Now  ihall  we  fee  to  Morrov* 

An  ad  that  very  Chance  doth  throw  upon  him : 

^/4a:  renown  d !  O  Heavens,  what  fome Men  d<^ 

While  fome  Men  leave  to  do! 

How  fome  Men  creep  inskittilh  Fortune's  Hall, 

Whiles  others  play  the  Idiots  in  her  Eyes: 

How  one  Man  eats  into  another's  Pride* 

While  Pride  is  fcafting  in  his  Wantonnefs  I 

To  fee  thefe  Grecian  Lords;  why,  even  already^ 

They  clap  the  Lubber  jij^x  on  the  Shoulder, 

As  if  his  Foot  were  on  Drave  HcH^*  ':Bre&n^ 

And  great  Troj  (hrinkinjj. 
AchiL  I  do  believe  ir. 

For  they  pad  by  me,  as  Mifcrs  do  by  Beggars, 

N^i^her  gave  to  me  good  word,  nor  good  look  : 

What,  are  my  Deeds  forgot? 
Vljf.  Time  hath,  my  Lord,  a  Wallet  at  his  Back, 

Wherein  he  purs  Alms  for  Oblivion:     i 

A  great-fiz'd  Monfter  of  Ingratitudes: 

Thofe  fcraps  are  good  Deeds  paft. 

Which  are  dcvour'd  as  faft  as  they  are  made. 

Forgot  as  foon  as  done :  Perfeverance,  dear  my  Lord, 

Keeps  Honour  bright:  To  havedone»  is  to  hang 

Quite  out  of  fafiiion,  like  a  rufly  Male 
In  monumental  MockVy :  Take  the  inflant  way. 
For  Honour  travels  in  a  Srraight  fo  narrow. 
Where  one  but  goes  abreaft,  keep  then  the  Psitbf 
For  Emulation  bath  a  thouland  Sors^ 

That 
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That  one  by  one  purfue;  if  you  give  Way 

Or  hedge  ande  from  the  dired  forth-right. 

Like  to  an  entred  Tide,  they  all  rufli  by* 

And  leave  you  hindmoft; 

Or  like  a  gallant  Horfe  falVo  in  iirft  Hark, 

Lye  there  for  Paveaient  to  the  abjed,  near 

0*er-run  and  trampFd  on :  Then  what  they  do  in  prefent 

Tho'  lefs  than  yours  in  paft,  mud  o'er-top  yours: 

For  Time  is  like  a  faftiionable  Hof}, 

Thatflighdy  (hikes  his  parting  Gueft  by  th'  Hard; 

And  with  his  Arms  ouc«ft retch  d»  as  he  would  fly» 

Grafps  in  the  Comer ;    the  Welcome  ever  fmiles. 

And  Farewel  goes  out  Hghing !  O  let  not  Virtue  feek 

Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was;  for  Beauty,  Wir, 

High*birtb,  Vigor  of  Bone,  Dcfert  in  Service» 

Love,  Fritndfliip,  Charity,  are  Subje&s  all 

To  envious  and  calumniating  Time : 

One  touch  of  Nature  makes  the  whole  World  Kin ; 

That  all  with  one  confent  praife  new-born  Gauds^ 

Tho'  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  paA, 

And  goto  Duft,  that  is,  a  little  Gilt; 

More  Laud  in  Gilt  o'er-dufted. 

The  prefent  Eye,  praifes  the  prefent  Obje<9'. 

Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  compleat  Man* 

That  all  the  Grteki  begin  to  Worftiip  Jljaxi 

Since  things  in  motion  ^gin  to  catch  the  Eye ; 

Then  what  not  ftirs  ?  the  Cry  went  out  on  thee. 

And  ft  ill  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again. 

If  thou  would'ft  not  entomb  thy  felf  alive» 

And  cafe  thy  Reputation  in  thy  Tent; 

.Whofe  glorious  Deeds,  but  in  thefe  Fields  of  latft 

Made  emulous  millions  'mongft  the  Gods  themfelves^ 

And  drave  ffmtMgrs  to  Fadion* 

jfchiL  Of  this  my  Privacy, 
I  have  ftrong  Reafons. 

VlyH  But  *gainft  your  Privacy, 
The  K^eafons  are  more  potent  and  heroical : 
^Tis  known,  AchilUs^  that  you  are  in  Love 
With  one  of  PrUnf%  Daugnters. 

AchiU  Ha! known? 

^\  Vljf. 
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Vljf  Is  that  a  wonder  { 
The  Providence  that's  in  a  watchful  State. 
Knows  almoft  every  grain  of  Plmo^s  Gold ; 
Finds  bottom  in  th'  uncomprehenflve  deep. 
Keeps  place  with  thought ;  and,  almoft  like  the  Gods* 
Does  thoughts  unvsil  in  their  dumb  Cradles : 
There  is  a  Myftery  (with  whom  relation 
Durft  never  meddle^  in  the  Soul  of  State ; 
Which  hath  an  Operation  more  divine, 
Than  Breath  or  Pen  can  give  expreffure  to  i 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  whh  Trt^ 
As  perfedly  is  ours»  as  yours,  my  Lord. 
And  better  would  it  fit  jlchilUs  much. 
To  throw  down  HeEtor^  than  Poljxena^ 
But  it  muft  grieve  young  Pjrrhms  now  at  home* 
When  Fame  ihall  in  her  Imnd  found  her  Trump ; 
And  all  the  Greef^fb  Girls  (hall  tripping  lings 
Great  Heilor^s  Sifter  did  jlcbiUis  Mtin  i 
Bur  our  great  jIjax  bravely  beat  down  him. 
Farewel,  njy  Lord— -'I,  as  your  Lover,  fpeak; 
The  Fool  flides  o'er  the  Ice  that  you  fhould  break. 

Patr.  To  this  effed,  uichillesy  have  I  mov'd  you ; 
A  Woman,  impudent,  and  manni(h  grown. 
Is  not  more  loathe  than  an  effeminate  Man, 
In  time  of  Adion:  I  ftand  condemned  for  this; 
They  think  my  little  ftomach  to  the  War, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  reftrains  you  thus : 
Sweet,  roufe  your  felf;  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
Shall  from  your  Neck  unloofe  his  amorous  fold, 
And  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  Lion's  mane. 
Be  iliook  to  airy  Air. 

jichiL  Shall -^'4a:  fight  with  HeUorU-^-" 
Patr.  Ay,  and  perhaps  receive  much  Honour  by  him^ 
Mhil.  I  fee  my  Reputation  is  at  ftake. 
My  Fame  is  ihrewdly  gor'd. 

Patr.  O  then  beware  : 
I'hofe  wounds  heal  ill  that  Men  do  give  thc^/nfelves : 
Omiflion  to  do  what  isneceffary^ 
Seals  a  Commiflion  to  a  blank  of  Danger, 
And  Danger,  like  an  Ague,  fubtly  taints 
£vdn  then  when  we  fit  idly  in  the  Sun* 
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AehiL  Go  call  Therfites  hither^  f^ttt  Pairoclm^ 
I'll  fend  the  Fool  to  j1jdx»  and  defire  him 
T' invite  the  Trojan  Lords*  after  the  Combat, 
To  fee  us  here  unarm'd  :  I  have  a  Woman's  k>nging^ 
An  Appetite  that  I  am  fick  withal. 
To  ftp  great  ffiSor  in  the  weeds  of  Peace, 

Enter  Therfites. 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  Vifage, 
JEven  to  my  full  of  view.    A  labour  fav  a 
Tier.  A  wonder  J 
jfchiL  What? 

Ther.  jijax  goes  up  and  down  the  Field,  asking  for  him- 
felf. 

jlchiL  How  (o  ? 

Ther.  He  muft  fight  fingly  to  Morrow  with  HeSior^  and 
is  fo  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  Cudgelling,  chat  he 
saves,  in  faying  nothings 
^b$L  How  can  that  be  { 

Ther.  Why,  he  ftalks  up  and  down  like  a  Peacock,  a 
ftride  and  a  ftand ;  ruminates  like  an  Hofters  that  hath  no  A- 
rithmetick,  but  her  Brain  to  fet  down  her  Reckoning;  bites 
iiis  Lip  with  a  politickregard,  as  who  (houldfay,  there  were 
Wit  in  his  Head,  and  'twou*d  out ;  and  fo  there  is,  but  it 
lies  as  coldly  in  him  as  Fire  in  a  Flint,  which  will  not  (hew 
without  knocking.  The  Man's  undone  for  ever  ;  for  if 
HiSor  break  not  his  Neck  i'th'  Combat,  he'll  break't  him- 
fdf  in  Vain-glory,  He  knows  not  me :  I  faid.  Good  mor- 
fQW,  uiJMXm  And  he  replies.  Thanks  Agamtmnon.  What 
think  you  of  this  Man,  that  takes  me  for  the  General?  He's 
grown  a  veryLand-fiflir— languagelefs— -aMonfter;  a  plague 
of  Opinion^  a  Man  may  wear  it  on  both  fides,  like  a  Leather 
Jerkin. 

AchiU  Thou  muft  be  my  Ambaflador  to  him,  Therfites. 
Tier.  Who?  I  ?-— why,  he'll  anfwer  no  Body;  heprofeflfes 
not  anfwering ;  fpeaking  is  for  Beggars;  he  wears  his  Tongue 
in*s  Arms;  I  will  put  on  his  prefence;  XtiPatrQclus  make  his 
demands  to  me,  you  ihall  fee  the  Pageant  of  Ajdx. 

AchiL  To  him,  Pdtroclns — tell  hiibt  I  humbly  defire  the 
valiant  Ajdx^  to  invite  the  moft  valorous  HeSer  to  come 
unarm'd  to  my  Tent*  and  to  procure  fafe  Condud  for  his 
Pcrfon,  of  the  Magnanimous  and  moft  pluftrio^  fix  or  fo 

ver. 
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vea  times  hoaour'd  Captain*  General  of  the  Cncum  Amy, 
jigdmcmnon^  (jrc.  Do  this. 

Pdtr.  Jove  blefs  great  jijdx. 

Ther.  Hum— — 

Pd$r.  I  come  from  the  wonhy  AchUUs. 

Ther.  Ha! 

Pdtr.  Vfho  moft  humbly  deGres  you  to  invite  HeUor  to 
his  Tent. 

Thtr.  Hum- 

Pdtr.  And  to  procure  fafe  Conduft  fsom  Ji^4mem»99^ 

Ther.  jigamemnoH  I 

Pdtr.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ther.  Hal 

Pdtr.  What  fay  you  to't  ? 

Ther*  God  be  wi'you,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Pdir.  Your  anfwer.  Sir. 

Ther.  If  to  Morrow  be  a  fairDay»  by  eleven  a, Clock  it 
will  go  one  way  or  other  i  howfoever,  he  (hall  pay  for  me 
e'er  he  has  me. 

P^ir.  Youranfwer»  Sir. 

Ther.  Fare  ye  well  with  all  my  Heart. 

jtchiL  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he? 

Ther.  No*  but  he's  out  a  tune  thus ;  what  Mufick  he  wiO 
be  in,  when  Hedar  has  Imockt  out  his  Brains»  I  know  not. 
But  I  am  fure  none ;  unlefs  the  Fidler  jfpoUo  get  his  Sinews 
to  make  Catlings  on. 

Achil.  Come,  thou  (halt  bear  a  Letter  to  him  ftraight. 

Ther.  Let  me  carry  another  to  his  Horfe ;  for  that's  the 
more  capable  Creature. 

jfchiL  My  Mind  is  troubled  like  a  Fountain  ftirr'd, 
Apd  I  my  felf  fee  not  the  bottom  of  it.  £Ex$im 

Ther.  Would  the  Fountain  of  your  Mind  were  clear  agaiOi^ 
that  I  might  water  an  Afs  at  it ;  I  hid  rather  be  a  Tick  in  a 
Sheep»  than  fuch  a  valiant  Ignorance.  [£;r#m^. 
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A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE  Troy. 

Enter  at  one  Door  iEneas  with  m  Torch^  at  another^  Parisi  Dei« 
phobuS)  Anthenoo  Md  Diomede  mtb  Tn'chts. 

VsT.  Q  £  E  hoy  who  is  that  there  i 
\J  Deu  It  is  the  Lord  %/£n€as. 
fj£ne.  Is  the  Prince  there  in  Perfon  ? 
Had  I  fo  good  occaHon  to  lie  Jong, 
As  you,  Prince  Paris,  nothing  but  heavenly  buiineft 
Should  rob  my  Bed-mate  of  my  Company. 
Dio^  Thai's  my  Mind  too:  Good  Morrow,  Lord  €/£Mias. 
Par.  A  valiant  Greeks  9y£neas9  take  his  Hand« 
Witnefs  the  procefs  of  your  Speech  within; 
You  told,  how  Diomede^  in  a  whole  Week,  by  Days 
Did  haunt  you  in  a  Field. 

%/£9te.  Health  to  you,  valiant  Sir, 
During  all  queflion  of  the  gentle  Truce: 
But  when  I  meet  you  arm*d»  as  black  Defiance 
As  Heart  can  think,  or  Courage  execute. 

Dio.  The  one  and  th*  other  Diomtdt  embraces. 
Our  Bloods  are  now  in  calm,  and  fo  long»  health; 
But  when  Contention  and  Occafion  meet. 
By  Jove^  ril  play  the  Hunter  for  thy  Life, 
With  all  my  Force^  Purfuit  and  Policy. 

tj£ne.  And  thou  fli^t  hunt  a  Lion  that  will  flic 
With  his  Face  backward  io  humane  gentleneft : 

Welcome  to  Troj now  by  jincmfif^  Life^ 

Welcome  indeed*— -By  Finms  Hand  I  (wjur^  \ 

No  Man  alive  can  love  in  fuch  a  fort. 

The  thing  he  means  to  kill»  more  excellently. 

Dio.  We  fympathiise.    yoviy  let  %/£nea$  live 
^f  to  my  Sword  his  Fate  be  not  the  glory) 
A  thoufand  compleat  courfes  of  the  Sun : 
B'lt  in  mine  emulous  Honour  let  him  die. 
With  every  Joint  a  wound,  and  that  to  Morrow* 
v^ne.  We  know  each  other  welL 
J)io.  We  do ;  and  long  to  know  each  other  worff t 
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Pdr»  This  is  thempft  defpightfuirft,  gentle  Greedngs 
The  nobleft,  hateful  Love,  that  e'er  I  heard  of. 
What  Bufinefs,  Lord,  fo  early? 

c/£»^.  I  was  feat  for  to  the  King ;  but  why»  I  know^not* 

Par.  His  purpofe  meets  you ;  it  was,  to  bring  this  Grt^ 
To  Calchafs  Houfe,  and  there  to  render  him. 
For  the  cnfrecd  jinthenor^  the  fair  GreJJid. 
Let's  have  your  Company;  or,  if  yen  pleafe. 
Hade  there  before  us.    I  conRantly  do  think 
(Or  rather  call  my  Thought  a  certain  Knowledge) 
My  Brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to  Night. 
Roufe  him^  and  give  him  note  of  our  approacbj^ 
With  the  whole  Quality  whereof^  I  fe^r 
We  (hall  be  much  unwelcome. 

fj^Bne.  That  I  aiTure  you. 
Troilus  had  rather  Troj  were  born  to  Greece^ 
Than  CreJJtd  born  from  Troy. 

Par.  There  is  no  help; 
Thejbitterdifpofitionof  the  time,  will  have  it  fo* 
On,  Lord,  we'll  follow  you. 

t/£ne.  Good  Morrow  all.  [Exit  iEoeas^ 

Par.  And  tell  me,  Noble  DiomeJ^;  faith  tell  me  true. 
Even  in  the  Soul  of  good  found  Fellow/hip, 
Who  in  your  thoughts  merits  fair  ffglcu  mo&i 
My  felf,  or  Menelaus  ? 

Dio.  Both  alike. 
He  merits  well  to  have  her  that  doth  feek  htr^ 
Not  making  any  fcruple  of  her  Soilure, 
With  fuch  a  Hell  of  pain,  and  world  .of  Charge, 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her  that  defend  her. 
Not  palating  the  tafte  of  her  Diflionour, 
With  fuch  a  coftly  lofs  of  Wealth  and  Friends; 
He,  like  a  puling  Cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  Lees  and  Dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  Piece ; 
You,  like  a  Letcher,  out  of  whorifli  Loins, 
Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  Inheritors : 
Both  merits  pois'd,  each  weighs  no  lefs  nor  more,^ 
But  he  as  he,  with  heavier  for  a  Whore. 

Par.  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  Country-woman. 

Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  Country :  Hear  me,  ?4rf% 
For  every  falfe  drop  in  her  baudy  Veins 
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A  Grccidn^s  Life  hath  funk ;  for  every  Scruple 
Of  her  contaminated  Carrion  weight, 
A  Trcj^n  hath  been  (lain.     Since  ihe  could  fpeak. 
She  hath  not  given  fo  many  good  Words  breach, 
As,  for  her,  Gneks  and  Trojans  fuflFer'd  Death. 

Par.  Faiit  Dhmede,  you  do  as  Chapmen  do, 
Difpraife  the  thing  chat  you  defire  to  buy : 
But  we  in  (ilence  hold  this  Virtue  well; 
\ye*Il  not  commend  what  we  intend  to  fell. 
Here  Ijrcs  our  way.  [^Exennt. 

Enter  Troilus  and  CrefOda. 

Troi.  Dear,  trouble  not  your  felf ;  the  Morn  is  cold. 

Ore.  Then,  fweet  my  Lord,  I'll  call  my  Uncle  down: 
He  (hall  unbolt  the  Gates. 

Treu  Trouble  him  not 

To  Bed,  to  Bed flecp  kill  thofe  pretty  Eyes 

And  give  as  foft  attachment  to  thy  Senfes, 
As  Infants  empty  of  all  thought. 

Cre.  Good  Morrow  then. 

Trw.  I  prithee  now  to  Bed. 

Cre.  Arc  you  a  weary  of  me? 

Trdi.  O  CreJ/idal  but  that  the  bufie  Day 
Wak*d  by  the  Lark,  has  rous'd  the  Ribald  Crows, 
And  dreaming  Night  will  hide  our  Eyes  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cri»  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

Trai.  Befhrew  the  Witch !  with  venomous  weights  (he  fta^» 
As  hideoufly  as  Hell ;  but  flies  the  grafps  of  Love, 
With  Wings  more  momentary,  fwifter  than  Thought : 
You  will  catch  cold«  and  curfe  me. 

^Cr9.  Prithee  tarry-— you  Men  will  never  tarry— 

0  foolifh  Cre§da^^l  might  have  ftill  held  oiF, 

And  then  you  would  have  tarried.    Hark,  there's  one  up.' 
Pan.  within!]  What*s  all  the  Doors  open  here  f 
Troi.  It  is  your  Uncle. 

Enter  Pandarus. 
Cre..  A  Peftilence  on  him;  now  will  he  be  modung ; 

1  (hall  have  fuch  a  life  i 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now  {  how  eo  Maiden-heads? 
Hear^  you  Maid;  where's  my  Couun  Cr^di 

Grei 
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Cre.  Go  hang  your  felf,  you  naughty  moclii^  Uiide: 
You  bring  mc  to  do        ■  and  then  you  flout  mt  too. 
Pmh.  To  do  what?  to  do  what?  let  her  lay,  what : 
What  have  I  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Cre.  Coaie,  come,  bcflircw  your  Heart ;  you'll  ne'er  be 
good;  nor  fufFer  others. 

Pm.  Ha,  ha  I  alas  poor  Wretch ;  a  poor  Cbtf^cbU^  haft 
not  flept  to  Night  f  Would  he  not  (z  naughty  Man/  let  it 
fleep ;  a  Bug-bear  take  hinu  [Ome  ihm^f. 

0#.  D"d  I  not  tell  you  ? Would  he  were  koock'd  i'lh* 

Head. Who*s  that  at  Door?---Good  Undergo  and  fee. — 

My  Lord,  come  you  again  into  my  Chamber ;  ■     » ■ 
You  fmile  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily* 
Troi.  Ha,  ha. 

Cn.  Come,  you  are  deceived,  I  think  of  no  (iicfa  tho^. 

How  earneftly  tney  knock— Pray  youfcome  in.         [iGviCi^. 

I  would  not  for  half  Trff  have  you  Teen  here.         [JExMwr. 

PdH.  Who's  there  ?  what's  the  matter  f   will  you  beat 

down  the  Door  ?  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

EfttcrMnezs. 
v^fte.  Good  morrow  Lord,  good  morrow. 
Poft.  Who's  there,  my  Lord  v/£ncas  f    By  my  t^otl^  I 
knew  you  not  s  What  News  with  you  (b  early  i 
fy£xff .  Is  not  Prince  Troilns  here  ? 
Pan.  Here !  what  (hould  he  do  here  ? 
^/£ne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  Lord,  do  not  deny  him: 
It  doth  import  him  much  to  fpeak  with  me. 

PdM.  Is  he  here,  fay  you  ?  *tis  more  than  I  know.  Til  be 
fworn ;  for  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late  :  What  /hould  he 
do  here  ? 

ny£ne.  Who— -nay,  then  :-- —  Come,  come,  youlldo  him 
wrong,  e'er  y'  are  aware  :  You'll  be  fo  true  to  him,  toybe 
falfe  to  him:  Do  not  you  know  of  him,  but  yet  go  fetch 
him  hither,  go. 

Enter  Troilus. 
Troi.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 
cx£«r.  My  Lord,  I  fcarce  have  leifure  to  falute  you» 
My  macter  is  fo  harHi  :  There  is  at  hand, 
Paris  your  Brother,  and  DeiphobMS^ 
The  Grecian  Diomede^  and  our  jinihen§r 
Delivered  to  us,  and  for  him  forth*with. 
E'er  the  Gift  Sacrifice,  within  this  Hour,  We 
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We  muft  give  up  to  Diomedes  Hand 
The  Lady  Crtlpdd. 

Trci.  Is  it  concluded  fo  ? 

c/£w.  By  Pridmy  and  the  general  State  oiTroj. 
They  are  at  band,  and  ready  to  eflFed  it. 

Troy.  How  many  Atchievments  mock  me  I 
I  will  go  meet  them ;  and  my  Lord  t>£neds^ 
We  met  by  chance*  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

e/£xrf.  (iood»  good*  my  Lord;  the  fecrets  of  Nature 
Have  not  more  Gift  in  taciturnity.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creflida* 

Pan.  Is't  [>offibIe  ?  no  fooner  got*  but  loft :  The  Devil 
take  Antbenor ;  the  young  Prince  will  go  mad :  a  Plague 
upon  j1nthen0r ;  I  would  they  had  brokers  Neck. 

Ore.  How  now  {  what's  the  matter  ?  who  was  here  i 

Pan.  Ah,  ah ! 

Ore.  Why  figh  you  fo  profoundly  ?  where's  my  Lord  ? 
gone  \  Tell  me,  fweet  Uncle*  What*s  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  Eanh,  as  I  am 
above. 
*  Ore.  O  the  Gods  I  what's  the  matter  ? 

Psuu  Prithee  get  thee  in  ;  would  thou  had'ft  ne'er  been 
born ;  I  knew  thou  would'ft  be  his  Death.  O  poor  Gentle- 
man !  A  Plague  upon  jinthenor. 

Ore.  Good-  Uncle,  I  befeech  you,  on  my  Knee^  I  befeech 
you  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Thou  muft  be  gone.  Wench,  tfapu  muft  be  gone ; 
thou  art  chang'd  for  jinthenor ;  thou  muft  go  to  chy  Father, 
and  be  gone  from  TtpiAwj:  'Twill  be  his  death:  'twill  be  his 
bane;  he  cannot  bear  it* 

Ore.  O  vou  immortal  Gods  I  I  will  not  go. 

Pan.  Tnou  muft. 

Qre.  I  will  not,  Uncle :  I  have  forgot  my  Father. 
I  know  no  touch  of  Confanguinity  : 
No  Kioj  no  Love,  no  Blood*  no  Soul  fo  near  me^ 
As  the  fweet  Yreilns :  O  you  Gods  divine  i 
Make  Orefi^s  name  the  very  Crown  of  Falfhood, 
If  ever  (he  leave  Jroilusi,  .Time  and  Deaths 
Dp,  to  this  Body  what  extremity,  you  can  ; 
But  theftrong  Bafe  and  building  of  my  Love 
Is,  as  the  very  centre  of  the  Earth, 

Drawing 


I  872*  f  roilus  and  Creffida, 

Drawing  all  things  to  ir.     l  will  go  in  and  Weep. 

Pm.  Do,  do. 

Cn.    Tear   my  bright  Hiir,    and  fcratch  my  prailed 
Cheeks, 
Crack  my  dear  Voice  with  Sobs,  and  break  my  Heart 
With  founding  Troilms.  I  will  not  go  from  7r^.         [EtA. 

Enter  Paris,  Troilus,  £neas»  Deiphobus,  Anthenor^ 

and  Diomedes. 

Par.  It  is  great  Mornings  and  the  Hour  prefizt 
Of  her  deliv Vy  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  fall  upon  :  Good  my  Brother  Troilms, 
Tell  you  the  Lady  what  flic  is  to  do, 
And  hafte  her  to  the  purpofe. 

TroL  Walk  into  her  Houfc : 
I'll  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently; 
And  to  his  Hand  when  I  deliver  her. 
Think  it  an  Altar,  and  thy  Brother  Tr^Um 
A  Prieft,  there  offering  to  it  his  Heart& 

Par.  I  know  what  'tis  to  Love^ 
And  would,  as  I  (hall  pity,  I  could  help.  ' 

Pleafe  you  walk  in,  my  Lords.  [fjMmrt 

Enter  Pandcrus  and  Creffid^ 

Pan,  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Cre.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  Grief  is  fine,  full  pcrfeft  that  I  tafte> 
And  no  lefs  in  a  fenfe  as  ftrong,  as  that 
Which  caufeth  it.   How  can  I  moderate  it  { 
If  I  could  temporize  with  my  Affeftion, 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  Palate, 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  Grief; 
My  Love  admits  no  qualifying  crofs,  f « 

Enter  Troilus. 
No  more  my  Grief  in  fuch  a  precious  I06/ 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here  he  comes,-— —  a  fweet  Dudk«— — « 

Cre.  O  TroilmSj  Troilns  ! 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  Spedacles  is  here !  let  me  embrace 
too :  Oh  Heart,  as  the  goodly  faying  is  ;  O  Heart,  heavy 
Heart,  w^.y  Cxittik  thou  without  breaking  f  Look  where  he 
anfwers  again ;  »— Becaufe  thou  ctn'ft  not  eafethr  fmart  by 

Fnendihiff 
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Priendfliip9  nor  by  fpeaking;  there  was  never  a  truer  time^ 
let  us  caft  away  nothings  for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of 
fuch  a  Verfe;  we  fee  it,we  fee  it :  how  now,  Lambs  I 

Trot.  Creffid^  I  love  thee  in  fo  ftrange  a  purity ; 
That  the  bleft  Gods,  as  angry  with  my  Fancy, 
More  bright  in  Zeal,  than  the  Devotion  which 
Cold  Lips  blow  to  their  l^eities,  take  thee  from  me. 

Cre.  Have  the  Gods  Envy  ? 

Tan.  Ay,  Ay,  A  ,  Ay>  'tis  too  plain  a  Cafe. 

Ore.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  mud  go  from  Troy  \ 

Troi.  A  hateful  Truth. 

Cre.  Whatj  and  from  Troilus  too  ? 

Troi.  From  Troj^  and  Troilus. 

Crtf.  Isitpoffible? 

Troi.  And  fuddenly :  while  injury  of  Chance 
Puts  back  leave-taking,  juftles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  paufe,  rudely  beguiles  our  Lips 
Of  all  rejoyndure;  forcibly  prevents 
Our  lock'd  Embrafures ;  ftrangles  our  dear  Vow5| 
Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  Breath. 
We  two,  that  with  fo  many  thoufand  fighs 
Did  buy  each  other,  muft  poorly  fell  our  felves^ 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  difchargc  of  one ; 
Injurious  time»  now,  with  a  Robber's  hade. 
Crams  his  rich  Thievery  up,  he  knows  not  how* 
As  many  farewels  as  be  Stars  in  Heaven, 
With  diftind  Breath,  and  codfign'd  Kiffes  to  them^ 
He  fumbles  up  all  in  one  loofe  adieu ;     - 
And  fcants  us  with  a  (ingle  famifli'd  Kifs, 
Diftafted  with  the  Salt  of  broken  Tears. 

%j^n$4Ls  within.    My  Lord,  is  the  Lady  ready  ? 

Troi.  Hark,  you  are  call'd.  Some  fay»  the  Genius  fo 
Cries,  Come,  to  him  that  inftantly  itiuft  die. 
Bid  them  have  Patience  ;  (he  (hall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  Tears  /  Rain,  to  lay  this  Wind^  ot 
tny  Heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  Root. 

Ore.  I  muft  then  to  the  Grecians  ? 

Trri.  No  remedy. 

Ore.K  woful  CrcjJU^  *mongft  the  merry  Greeks^ 

7>oi^  When  (hall  we  fee  again  ? 

VaUlVi  2  Hear 
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Hear  me,  ifly  Love;  be  thou  but  true  of  H'earr— — 
Ore.  I  true  ?  how  now  ?  what  wicked  dbem  is  this  ? 
Trpi.  Nay,  we  muft  ufc  Expoftulation  kindly. 
For  it  is  parting  from  us : 
I  fpeak  not,  be  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee  : 
For  I  will  throw  my  Glove  to  Death  hiihfelf. 
That  thefe's  no  maculation  in  thy  Heart; 
But  be  thou  true,  fay  I,  to  fafhion  in 
My  fequcnt  Proteftation :  Be  thou  triie. 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cre.  O  you  (hall be  expos'd,  my  Lord,  to  dabgcife 
M  infinite*  as  iminent :  But  141  be  true. 

Triti.  And  Til  grow  Friend  with  danger ; 
Wear  this  Sleeve. 

Cre.  And  you  this  Glove. 
When  (hall  I  fee  you? 

Trot.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  Cchtinels 
To  give  rhee  nightly  Vifitation : 
But  yet  be  true.  ^ 

Cre.  O  Heavens  I  be  true  again. 
Troi.  Hear  while  I  fpeak  i"r,  Love : 
The  Grecian  Youths  ai  e  full  of  fubtle  Qualicte^ 
They're  loving,  well  compos'd,  with  gift  of  Nature* 
Flowing  and  fwelling  o'er  with  Arts  and  Excrclfe; 
HowNoveltfcsmay  move,and  Parts  withPerlbh- 
Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  JealouGe, 
Which,  I  befeech  you,  call  a  virtuous  Sin, 
Makes  me  afraid. 

Cre,  O  Heavens,  you  love  me  not  \ 
Troi.  Die  I  a  Villain  then : 
In  this  I  dd  hot  call  your  Faith  in  queftion 
So  mainly  as  my  Merit :  I  cannot  Sing, 
Nor  heel  the  high  Lavolt;  norfwceten  Talk; 
Nor  play  at  fubtle  Games ;  ftir  Virtues  all- 
To  v^hich  the  Grecians  are  moft  prompt  and  pregnant : 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  Grace  of  thefe. 
There  lurks  a  (lill  and  dumb-difcouriive  Devil, 
That  tempts  moil  cunningly  :  But  be  not  tempted. 
Cre.  Do  not  think,  I  will. 

Troi.  No,  but  fomething  may  be  done  that  wc  will  hdk: 
And  fomecimes  we  are  Devils  to  our  felves, 

•When 
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When  we  will  attempt  the  frailty  of  our  Poweitj 
Prefuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

tineas  T^thtH.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 

TroL  Come  kifs,  and  let  us  part. 

Paris  within.     Brother  Trpilus. 

Tr9i»  Good  Brother^  come  you  hither. 
And  bring  v/£neas  and  the  Greciibt  with  you. 

Cre»  My  Lord,  will  you  be  true  f 

Troi.  Who  I  ?  Alas,  it  is  my  Vice,  my  fault : 
While  others  fifti  with  Craft  for  great  Opinion, 
I,  with  great  truth,  catch  mcer  Simplicity : 
While  fome  with  cunning  gild  their  Copper  Crowns, 
With  truth  and  plaibncfs  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 

Enter  JEsTitzs^  Paris,  and  Diomedes. 
Fear  not  my  Truth ;  the  Moral  of  my  Wit 
Is  plain  and  true,  there's  all  the  reach  of  it. 
Welcome,  Sir  Diomede^  here  is  the  Lady, 
Which  for  jintbenor  we  deliver  you. 
At  the  Port  (Lord)  I'll  give  her  to  thy  Hand, 
And  by  the  way  poffefs  thee  what  (he  is. 
Entreat  her  fair^  and  by  my  Soul,  fair  Cnel^ 
If  e'er  thou  (land  at  mercy  of  my  Sword, 
Name  O^^  and  thy  Life  (hall  be  is  fafe 
A  s  Priam  is  in  lUou. 

Diom.  Fair  Lady  CreJJid, 
So  pleafe  you,  fave  the  Thanks  this  Prince  ezgeds  j 
The  luftre  in  your  £ye,  Heaven  in  your  Cheek, 
Pleads  your  fair  ufage,  and  to  Diomede 
You  (hall  be  Miftrefs,  and  command  him  wholly. 

7rM.  Grecian^  thou  doft  not  ufe  me  courteouQy : 
To  (hame  the  Seal  of  my  Petition  towards  thee 
By  praifing  her.  I  tell  thee.  Lord  of  Greece^ 
She  is  as  far  high-(baring  o'er  thy  Praifes, 
As  thou  unwcmhy  to  be  called  her  Servant : 
I  charge  thee  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  Charge: 
'For  by  the  dreadful  P/ntf^,  if  thou  do'ft  nor, 
(Tho*  the  great  bulk  jtchitUsht  thy  Guard; 
I'll  cut  thy  Throat.  ^ 

Diom.  Oh  be  not  mov'd.  Prince  Troths ; 
Let  me  be  privile^d  by  my  Place  and  Meifagej 
To  he  i  Speaker  nee:  wKen  I  am  heDce^ 

Z  1  W 
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I'll  anfwer  to  my  Luft  :  And  know,  my  hovA^ 
ril  nothing  do  on  charge ;  to  her  own  worth 
She  ftiall  be  priz'd  :  But  that  you  fay,  be't  fo  ; 
III  fpeak  it  in  my  Spirit  and  Honour—  No. 

7r«.Come  to  the  Port—— I'll  tell  thetj  DiomcJe, 
This  Braiyi^^fhall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  Head  : 

Lady»  give  me  your  Hand And  as  we  walk* 

To  our  own  felves  bend  we  our  needful  Talk. 

[So find  TrMmpet, 

Pdr.  Ha?k,  lieSor's  Trumpet  I 

^/£ne.  How  have  we  fpcnt  this  Morning  ? 
The  Prince  muft  think  me  tardy  and  remifs. 
That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  in  the  Field.    . 

Par.  'Tis  Trcilm  fault.  Come^  come  to  Field  with  hiQU 

Dio.  Lee  us  make  ready  flriit. 

n/£ne.  Yea>  with  a  Bridegroom's  frcih  alacrity 
Let  us  addrefs  to  tend  on  HeSors  Heels : 
The  Glory  ofour  Tr^^  doth  this  day  lye 
On  his  fair  Worth,  and  (ingle  Chivalry.  [Extmit. 

■ 

SCENE  II.  The  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Ajax  Armedy  Agamemnon,  Achilles,  Patroclus^    M^ 

nelaus,  UJyfles,  Ncftor,  Calchas,  c^r. 

AgA^  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  frefh  and  fair. 
Anticipating  Time,     With  darting  Courage. 
Give  with  thy  Trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troj^ 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax^  that  the  appalled   Air 
May  pierce  the  Head  of  the  great  Combatant, 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax.  Thou  Trumpet,  there's  my  Purfe  ,- 
Now  crack  thy  Lungs,  and  fplit  thy  Brafen  Pipe- 
Blow  Villain,  'till  thy  fphered  bias  Check 
Out-fwell  the  Cholick  of  puft  Aquilon  : 
Come  ftretch  thy  Cheft,andlet  thy  Eycsfpout  Blood : 
Thou  bloweft  for  Heilor. 

'Vljjf*  No  Trumpet  anfwers, 

Achil.  'Tis  but  early  days. 
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£»/^r  Dioinede  M^  Creffida. 
AgA.  Is't  not  young  Dtomede  with  Calchas  Daughter? 
zJlyf.  Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  Gate, 
He  rifeson  his  Toe;  that  Spirit  of  his 
In  Afpiration  lifts  him  fiom  the  Earth. 

Aj^a.  Is  this  the  Lady  CreJJidai  ,    .     . 

Dto.  Even  (he. 

Aga,  Moft  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks,  fweet.LaJy. 

JVefi»  Our  Geneilal  doth  falute  you  with  a  Kifs. 

Vljf.  Yet  is  your  Kindnefs  but  particular ;  'twere  better 
(he  were  kift  in  general. 

JVejh  And  very  courtly  Counfel :  I'll  begin.  So  much  for 
Nefior.  ^  • 

jlchil.  I'll  take  that  Winter  from  your  Lips;  fair  Lady, 
Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 

Men.  I  had  good  Argument  for  ki  fling  once. 

Patr.  But  that's  no  Argument  for  kiOing  now; 
For  thus  pop'd  Paris  in  his  Hardiment. 

Vljf.  Oh  deadly  Gall,  and  theme  of  all  our  Scorns, 
For  which  we  lofe  our  Heads  to  gild  his  Horns. 

Pdtr.  The  firft  was  AiemUmskxh^-^lhis  mine-— 
Putroclus  kiffes  you. 

Men.  O  this  is  trim. 

Patr.  Paris  and  I  kifs  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  I'll  have  my  kif$,  Sir :  Lady,  by  your  leave* 

Cri.  In  kiffing  do  you  render,  or  receive  ? 

Patr.  Both  take  and  give. 

Cre.  ril  iqake  my  match  to  give. 
The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  you  give ;  therefore  00  kift. 

Men.  I'll  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three  for  one. 

Cre.  You  arc  an  odd  Man,  give  even,  or  give  none. 
'    Men.  An  odd  Man^  Lady  ?  every  Man  is  odd, 

Cre.  No,  Paris  is  not ;  for  you  know  *tis  true. 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o*th'  head. 

Cre.  No,  I'll  be  fworn. 

Vljf.  It  were  no  match,  your  Nail  again(|  his  Horn : 
May  L  fweetj  Lady,  beg  a  kifs  of  youT 

Ore.  You  may. 

Vljf.  I  do'dcfire  it, 

Z  3  Cre^ 
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Ore.  Wbvb^then. 

Vljf.  yftny  theo>  for  Fenms  Take  gire  me  a  ki(s : 
When  Hikm  h  t  Maid  again,  and  his— — ^ 

Ore.  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due. 

Vljf.  Never's  my  Day,  and  then  a  kifs  of  yoiL 

Dip.  Lady,  a  word 111  bring  you  to  your  Ftthei^— 

Nefi.  A  Woman  of  quick  Senfe. 

[Diomedcs  kdds  o/$t  Creffida,  tbm  nim9k 

Xfljf.  Fie,  fie  upon  her : 
There's  Language  in  her  Eye,  her  Cheek,  her  Lip : 
Nay,  her  Foot  fpeaks,  her  wanton  Spirits  look  eut 
At  every  joint,  and  motive  of  her  Body  : 
Oh  thefe  Encounters,  are  fo  glib  of  Tongue, 
That  give  a  coaftine  welcome  e'er  it  comes; 
And  wide  uncbfp  the  Tables  of  their  ThougjhtSt 
To  every  tickling  Reader :  Set  them  down. 
For  fluttifli  fpoils  of  Opportunity, 
And  Daughters  of  the  Game. 
Enter  Hedor,  Paris,  Troilus,  iEneas,  Hdenus,  Mndyhtendmu 

Jill.  The  TreJMs  Trumpet. 

^ga.  Yonder  comes  the  Troop. 

^/E9^e.  Hail  aH  you  ftare  of  Greece;  what  Aiall  be  done 
To  him  that  Vi&ory  commands  ?  or  do  you  purpok^ 
A  Vi dor  (hall  be  known  :  Will  you,  the  Knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Purfue  each  other^i  or  fhall  be  divided 
By  any  Vgice,  or  order  of  the  Field:  HeS§r  bad  ask? 

^4.  Which  way  would -Hlrf?ar  have  it? 

t^ne.  He  cares  nor,  he'll  obey  Conditions. 

j^4.  *Tis  done  like  HeUor^  but  fccurely  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  defpifing 
TheKnight  oppos'd. 

t>£ne.  If  not  jlchilles^  Sir,  what  is  your  Name  ? 

jichiU  If  lK>t  Achilles^  nothing. 

ty£tte.  Therefore  Achilles  \  but  whate'cr,  know 
Is  the  extremity  of  great  and  little :        ^ 
Valour  and  Pride  excel  themfelves  in  HeBtnr; 
The  one  almoft  as  infinite  as  all. 
The  other  blank  as  nothing;  weigh  him  well; 
And  that  which  looks  like  Pride,  is  Curtefie; 
ThisAjax  is  half  made  of  Heaers  Blood, 
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In  love  whereof,  half  HcSor  ftays  at  home: 
Half  Heart*  half  Hand,  half  Hthvfj  comes  to  feek 
This  blended  Knight>  half  Ttojm  and  half  Greeks 
jichil.  A  Maiden  Battel  then  ?  O,  I  perceive  you. 
jigd.  Here  is  Sir  Diomedci  Go,  gentle  Knight, 
Stand  by  our  j^jax ;  as  you  and  Lord  %/£ncds 
Confent  upon  the  order  of  their  Fight, 
So  be  it ;  either  to  the  uttermoft. 
Or  eJfe  a  breach>  the  Combatants  being  kin. 
Hair  ftints  their  Strife  before  their  ftrokes  begin. 
Vljif.  They  are  oppos'd  already* 
jljax.  What  Trojan  is  that  fame  that  looks  (o  heavy  ? 
Vljf.  The  youngeft  Son  of  Priam^ 
And  a  true  Knight;  they  call  him  Troilmx 
Nor  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs,  firm  of  Word, 
Speaking  in  Deeds,  and  deedlefs  in  his  Tongue ; 
Not  foon  provok'd,  nor  being  provoked,  foon  calm'd. 
His  Heart  and  Hand  both  open,  and  both  free; 
For  what  he  has  he  gives,  what  thinks  he  ihews  ; 
Yet  gives  he  not  'till  Judgment  guide  his  Bounty, 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  Thought  with  Breath ; 
Manly  as  HiSor^  but  more  dangerous. 
For  HeSor  in  his  bkze  of  Wrath  fubfcribes 
To  tender  Objefts  j  but  he  in  heat  of  AAion 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  Love. 
*rhcy  call  him  TroiluSy  and  on  him  ereft 
A  fecond  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  HeUor. 
Thus  fiys  j£rteas^  one  that  knows  the  Youth, 
Even  to  his  Inches ;  and  with  private  Soul, 
Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  tranflate  him  to  me.  l^Urum. 

^ga.  They  are  in  A^ion.  [Hedor  and  A]ix fight. 

Nefi.  Now  j^jax  hold  thine  own. 
Trou  HeSlor  thou  fleep'ft,  awake  thee» 
^ga.  His  Blows  are  well  difpos'd;  there  jfjax.  [Trumpets 
Dio.  You  muft  no  more.  cca/i. 

t^»e.  Princes,  ^^Qgh,  fo  pleafe  you. 
^jax»  I  am  not  irarm  yet»  let  us  fight  again. 
Dio.  As  HcRor  pleafes.  ^    . 

HoU.  Why  then,  will  I  no  more 
Thou  art,  great  Lord,  my  Father's  Sifter's  Son ; 
A  Coufin  German  to  great  Priam's  Seed : 

Z  4  The 
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The  oblipation  of  cur  Blood  forbids 
A  gory  Lmiilacion  'twixt  us  twain; 
Were  rby  Comrnixion  Greek  and  Trojan  lb. 
That  thou  could'il;  uy,  this  Hand  is  Grecian  all. 
And  this  is  Jroj.in\  the  Sinews  of  this  Leg 
AXvUrcck^  and  this  ail  Troji  My  Mother's  Blood 
Ru  s  ofi  c  v:  d^-xtLT  C  hc.k,  and  this  Sinifter 
lJ.).;!ids  in  my  raLhtrS:  ]3y  y^'z/f  multipotent, 
Tiu>u  ihouja'll  not  b.ar  from  tncs^Greeki/b  Member 
Wh  rein  my  Sword  had  not  impreflTure  made 
i'}\'  niii  rink  feuo;  but  the  juft  Gods  gainfay, 
''  •;  •  r.-y  drop  thou  borrow'ft  from  thy  Mother, 
V' .     .  :c.i  Aii-.r,  ihould  by  my  mortal  Sword 
.<;    .  ..    'u.     i.tt  me  embrace  thee,  jijaxi 
::     i.  ;>.  .;:at  Thunders,  thou  haft  lutty  Anns; 
.  /  .w'/*  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus- 
Coufin,  all  honour  to  thee. 

.  jijax.  I  thank  thee,  He£lor : 
Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  Man  t 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  Coufin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  earned  in  thy  Death. 

IJe£l.   Not  JVeoptolemus  fo  mirablc,    , 
On  whofe  bright  Creft,  Fame  with  herloud'ft  O  yes, 
Cries,  Ths  is  he  could  promife  to  himfelf 
A  thoU;»hc  of  added  Honour  torn  from  He^or. 

c/£/;f.  Thvre  is  expectance  h;re  from  both  the  fides: 
What  further  you  will  do. 

JJc£l.  We'll  anfwcr  it: 
The  iffue  is  Umbracement :  u4J4x,  farewcl, 

^jux^  If  1  might  in  lintrcaties  find  fuccefs. 
As  (eld  I  hive  the  chance;  I  would  defire 
My  famous  Coufin  to  our  6Va7*/;;Tcnt5. 

JJio.    Tis  yigiim€mi2(;ni  v/illi,  and  preat  jichilUs 
Duth  long  to  fte  unarmed  the  valiant  Heclor. 

Hcd.  i  £o,f*u,  call  my  Biother  TroilmKQ  me: 
A".d  fif^i  ilit  i-'his  Jovinj;  Lircivicw         ^ 
To, the  c:\p.:;.*ors  oi   tho  Tr^j.-iK  part: 
Defirc  him  h -mc-   Give  me  ciiyl land,  my  Coufin: 
I  wi-i  go  v.at  v.'iih  thee,  and  fee  your  Knights. 
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Agamemnon  Md  the  refi  of  the  Greeks  comeferwurd. 
jijdx.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 
He^.  The  worthieft  of  them>  tell  me  name  by  name ; 
But  for  AchiUiSt  mine  own  fearching  Eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  (ize. 

Agd.  Worthy  of  Arms ;  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  fuch  an  Enemy.   * 
But  that's  no  welcome :  Underftand  more  clear^ 
What's  paft,  and  what's  to  come,  is  ftrew'd  with  husks 
And  formlefi  ruin  of  Oblivion  : 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias  drawing. 
Bids  thee  with  moft  divine  Integrity, 
From  Heart  of  very  Heart,  great  HeEtor,  welcome. 

HeS^  I  thank  thee,  taofk  Imperious  Agamemnon.  [ToTrou 
Aga.  My  well  fam'd  Lord  of  Tr^j,  no  Icfs  to  you. 
Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  Princely  Brother's  Greeting, 
You  brace  of  warlike  Brothers,  welcome  hither. 
HeSt.  Whom  muft  we  anfweri 
%/£ne.  The  Noble  Mcnelams. 

HeS.  O— -you  my  Lord — by  Mars  his  Gauntlet,  thanks, 
Mock  not,  that  I  affcA  th'  untraded  Oath, 
Your  qnandom  Wife  fwears  dill  by  Fenus  Glowef 
She's  well,  but  bad  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 
Men.  Name  her  not  now.  Sir,  ihe's  a  deadly  Theme. 

HeU.  O  pardon 1  offend. 

Neft.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan^  feen  thee  oft 
Labouring  for  Defiiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Creekjjb  Youth ;  and  I  have  feen  thee. 
As  hot  as  Perfeusy  fpur  thy  Phrygian  Steed, 
And  feen  thee  fcouring  Forfeits  and  Subduements, 
When  thou  haft  hung  thy  advanc'd  Sword  i'th'  Air, 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declined: 
That  I  have  faid  unto  my  Standers-by, 
Lo,  Jnpiter  is  yonder  dealing  Life. 
And  I  have  feen  thee  paufe,  and  take  thy  Breath, 
When  that  a  Ring  of  Greeks  have  hem'd  thee  in. 
Like  an  Olympian  wreftling.     Thus  I.  have  feen. 
But  this  tby  Countenance,  ftill  ftock'd  in  Steel, 
I  never  faw  'till  now.     I  knew  thy  Grandfire, 

^tii  once  fought  with  him ;  he  was  a  Soldier  goody 

•  But 
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But;by  great  Mars^  the  Capttin  of  us  all. 
Never ^li&  thee.    Let  an  old  Mao  eminrace  chte, 
And»  worthy  Warrior,  welcome  id  our  Teats. 

cy£jir.  Tis  the  old  Nif/t§r. 

Hell.  Let  me  embrace  ibee,  good  old  ChroAicJe, 
That  haft  fo  long  walk'd  Hand  in  Hand  wich  time : 
Moft  reverend  Nifi$r^  I  am  glad  to  dafp  thee^ 

Nefi»  I  would  my  Arms  couJd  fliatch  thee  in  Coaienik 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  Courtefie. 

Hea.  .1  would  they  could. 

Nefi.  Ha  {  by  this  white  Beard  Td  light  with  thee 
Morrow.    Well»  welcome,  welcome;  Ihave  feen  the  tia^ 

Vljf.  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  Ci^  ftands. 
When  we  have  here  the  Bafe  and  Pillar  by  us. 

HeQ.  I  Jcaow  your  favour.  Lord  Vlyfes^  wdl. 
Ah,  Sir,  there's  many  a  Greek^  and  Trejam  dead. 
Since  firf}  I  faw  your  felf  and  Dipmed$ 
In  .Ili0M,  on  your  Grakijb  Embaffie. 

Vljf.  Sir,  I  foretold  you  then  what  would  eiiAif, 
My  PropheHe  is  but  half  his' Journey  yet. 
For  yonder  Walls  that  partly  front  your  Town  i 
Yond  Towers,  whofe  wanton  tops  do  buls  the  Clouds, 
Muft  kifs  their  own  Feet. 

HcQ.  I  muft  not  believe  you : 
There  they  ftand  yet ;  and  modeftly  I  think. 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygian  Stone  will  coft 
A  drop  of  Grecian  Blood ;  the  end  crowns  all. 
And  that  old  common  Arbitrator,  Time, 
Will  one  Day  end  xu 

Viyf.  So  to  him  we  leave  it* 
Moft  gentle,  and  moft  valiant  HeUor^  welcome;      # 
After  the  General,  I  befeech  you  next 
Tofeaft  with  me,  and  fee  me  at  my  Tent. 

jichil.  I  (hall  foreftal  thee.  Lord  Vlyfes^  thou: 
Now  HeSorj  I  have  fed  mine  Eyes  on  thee, 
I  have  with  exad  view  perus'd  thee,  HcSlor^ 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint. 

Hea.  Is  this  jichUUs  ? 

jlchilU  I  am  jtchilUs. 

HeU.  Stand  fair,  I  prithee,  let  me  look  on  thee. 

AchiL  Behold  thy  fiU. 
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HiS.  Nav»  I  liave  dont  already. 

jkhil.  Tnon  orctoo  bnef,  I  will  the  fecond  timr. 
As  I  would  buy  thee»  view  thee*  limb  by  limb. 

HiSl.  O,  like  a  Book  of  Sport  thou -It  mdme  o'er : 
But  there's  more  in  me  thin  thou  undevfiand'ft* 
Why  doft  thou  ib'o(>pi€rs  me  with  thine  £ye  ? 

jichiL  Tell  me,  you  Heavens,  in  whi^hpart  of  his  Body 
Shall  I  deflroy  himi  Whether  there,  or  there,  or  there» 
That  I  mty  five  the  local  Wound  a  name. 
And  make  diftind  the  very  breach,  whercHouc 
HeSm^s  great  Spirit  flew.     Anfwer  me.  Heavens. 

ffiH.  It  would  diTcredttthe  bkft  Gods,  pnoud  Man, 
To  anfwer  fuch  a  Queftion :  Stand  again, 
Thiak'ft  thou  to  catch  my  Life  fo  pleaiaody. 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  CoojeAure, 
Where  thou  wile  hit  me  dead  i 

jtckL  I  tell  thee>  yea. 

HiH.  Wert  thou  the  Oracle  to  tdl  me  fo,  ^ 
rd  not  believe  thee:  Henceforth  guard  thee  well. 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there. 
But  by  the  Forge  that  fty  thied  Ainrs  his  Helm, 
I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea  d'er  and  o'er. 
You  wifeft  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
Hi^Infolence  draws  foUv  from  my  Lips, 
But  I'll  endeavour  Deeds  to  match  thefe  Words, 
Or  may  I  never* 

^jdx.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  Coufin ; 
And  you,  jichilUs^  let  thefe  Threats  alone 
*Till  accident  or  purpofe  bring  you  to't. 
You  may  have  ev'ry  day  enough  of  HeSer^ 
If  you  have  Stomach.    The  general  State,  I  fear> 
Can  fcarce  intreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

HiS.  I  pray  you,  let  us  fee  you  in  the  Field, 
We  have  had  pelting  Wan  fince  you  refus'd 
The  Greciam's  Caafe. 

jkhiL  Doft  thou  intreat  me,  IItQ$ri 
To  Morrow  do  I  meet  thee,  feU  as  Deaths 
To  Night,  all  Friends. 

HeS.  Thy  Hand  upon  that  match. 

jt^d.  Firi^  all  yoa Peers  of  Gmcegotomy  Tent^ 
There  io  the  full  convive  you ;  afterwardit 

As 
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As  He3$i^s  Leifure,  and  your  Bounties  (hall 
Concur  together,  feverally  intreat  him. 
Beat  loud  the  Taborins,  let  the  Trumpets  blow ; 
That  this  great  Soldier  may  his  welcome  know.       [^Exemu 

Afanent.  Troilus  and  Ulyfles. 

Tr0$.  My  Lord  Vlyfes,  tell  me,  I  befeech  you. 
In  what  place  of  the  Field  doth  Cdkhds  keep  2 

Vlj/l  At  MentUm  Tent,  moft  Princely  Troiims; 
There  Di$mede  doth  feaft  with  him  to  Night ; 
Who  neither  loob  on  Heav'n»  nor  on  Earth* 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  Crejjid. 

Troi.  Shall  1,  fweet  Lord,  be  bound  to  thee  fo  much, 
After  we  part  from  ^gamemHOH^s  Tent, 
To  bring  me  thither  ? 

Z'ljfi  You  (hall  command  me.  Sir : 
As  {gently  tell  me>  of  what  Honour  was 
This  CreJfuU  in  Troj\  had  (he  no  Lover  there. 
That  wails  her  abfence  ? 

Tro.  O  Sir,  to  fuchas  boafting  (hew  their  Scarsy 
A  mock  is  due:  Will  you  walk  on,  my  Lord  ? 
She  was  belov'd,  (he  lov'd  ;  (he  is,  and  doth. 
But  ftill,  fweet  Love  is  Food  for  Fortune's  tooth.     [Exuuk 


ACT     V.      SCENE     L 

SCENE  before  Achilles  7V»/ /»  the  Grecian 

Camp. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

^chiLT'LL  heat  his  Blood  with  Greekfjb  Wine  to  Night, 
X  Pairoctuss  let  us  Feaft  him  to  the  height. 
Patr.  Here  comes  Therfitcs, 

Enter  Therfices. 
jichiU  How  now,  thou  core  of  Envy  ? 
Thou  cruf^y  batch  of  Nature,  what's  the  News  ? 

TT/tT.  VViiy-  ihouPifture  of  what  thou  fecm'fl',  and  Idol 
of  Idi()t-\voiihippers,  here's  a  Letter  for  ihee. 
AckiU  From  whence.  Fragment  ? 

Tirr. 
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Thir.  Wbyt  thou  full  difli  of  Fool,  from  Tr$j. 

Fdtr.  Who  kccpi  the  Tent  now  ? 

Ther.  The  Surgeon's  Boz»  or  the  Patient's  Wound. 

Pdtr.  Well  faid,  Adverfi^ ;  and  what  need  thefe  Tricks  ? 

Ther.  Prithee  be  fiknt.  Boy,  I  profit  not  by  thy  talk, 
thou  art  thought  to  be  jichilU/s  Male-Varlet. 

Pdtr^  Malc^Vadet,/  you  Rogue?  What's  that  ? 

ThiT.  Why,  his  mafculine  Whore.  Now  the  rotten  Dif- 
eafes  of  the  South,  6uts*griping,  Ruptures,  Catarrhs,  loads 
o' Gravel  i'th*  Backs,  Lethargies,  cold  Palfies,  and  the  like, 
take  and  take  again  fuch  prepofterous  Difcoveries. 

Patr.  Why,  thou  damnable  Box  of  Envy,  thou,  what 
mean 'ft  thou  to  Curfe  thus  ? 

Ther^  Do  I  Curfe  thee  i 

Pdtr.  Why  no,  you  ruinous  Butt,  you  whorefon  ifidi- 
fiinguiihable  Cur* 

Ther.  No  ?  Why  art  thou  then  exafperate,  thou  idle  im- 
material Skein  of  (Icy'd  Silk ;  thou  green  Sarcenet  flap  for  a 
fore  Eye  ;  thou  Taflel  of  a  Prodigal's  Purfe,  thou  \  Ah, 
how  the  poor  World  is  peftred  with  fuch  Water-flies,  dimi* 
Dutives  of  Nature. 

Pdtr.  Out  Gall  I 

Ther.  Finch  Egg  ! 

Achil.  My  fwect  Patroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpofe  in  to  morrow's  Battel : 
Here  is  a  Letter  from  Queen  Hecubd^ 
A  Token  from  her  Daughter,  my  fair  Love, 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  Oath  that  I  have  fworn.    I  will  not  break  ir. 
Fall  Greeks  fail  Fame,  Honour,  or  go,  or  ftay, 
My  major  Vow  lyes  here;  this  I'll  obey  : 
Come,  come,  Therfites,  help  to  trim  my  Tent, 
This  Night  in  Banqueting  muft  all  be  fpenr. 
Away,  Pdtrocluss  [Emu 

Ther.  With  too  much  Blood,  and  too  little  Brain,  thefe 
two  may  run  mad  :  But  if  with  too  much  Brain,  and  too 
little  Blood,  they  do,  FIl  be  a  Curcr  of  Mad-men.  Here^s 
AgdmemnoH^  an  honeft  Fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves 
Quails,  but  he  has  not  fo  much  Brain  as  Ear-wax ;  and  the 
good  Transformation  of  Jupiter  there  his  Brother,  the  Bull, 
che  primitive  Statue,  and  oblique  Memorial  of  Cuckolds^ 
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a  thrifty  fhootingi^horn  in  a  Chain,  hanging  at  his  Brother's 
Leg ;  to  what  Foroo,  but  chat  he  is,  fliould  Wit  larded  whh 
Malice,  and  Malice  forced  with  Wit  turo  him  to  ?  to  ao  Afi 
were  nothing,  he  is  both  Als  and  Ox  ;  to  an  Ox  were  ootfaiogp 
he  is  both  Ox  and  Afs ;  to  he  a  Dog,  a  Mule,  a  Cat,  a 
Fitchew,  a  Toad,  a  Lizard,  an  Owl,  a  Puttock,  or  ^  Her- 
ring without  a  Roe»  I  would  not  care:  But  to  ^  Mmt^ 
Uui^  I  would  confpire  againft  Defiiny.  Ask  me  not  what 
I  would  be,  if  I  were  Thtrjiasi  for  I  care  oot  tt>  be  the 
Lowfeof  a  Lazar,  fo  I  were  not  Menclam.  Hoy^ay,&j. 
rics  and  Fires. 

Enter  Heftor,   Ajax,  Agamemnon,  Ulyflesb   Neftor,  m/ 

Dionoede,  with  Lights. 

jiga.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

jijdx.  No,  yonder 'tis,  there  where  we  fee  the  light;. 

Ue^.  I  trouble  you. 

jijax.  No,  not  i  whit. 

Enter  Achilles.    * 

Vljf.  Here  comes  himfelf  to  gujde  you. 

jichiL  Welcome  brave  HeElor,  welcome  Princes  alL 

jiga.  So,  now  fair  Prince  ofTroy^  I  bid  good  Night, 
j1J4x  commands  the  Guard  to  tend  on  you. 

He£l.  Thanks,  and  good  Night  to  the  Greei^'s  General, 

Men.  Good  Night,  my  Lord. 

HeS.  Good  Night,  fwcct  Lord  Menelans. 

Ther.  Sweet  Draught— Iwect  quoth  a-^fweet  Sink,  fwcct 
Sewer. 

jichiL  Good  Night,  and  welcome,  both  at  onc^  to  thole 
that  go  or  tarry. 

^ga.  Good  Night. 

^chiL  Old  Nefior  tarries,  and  you  too^  Diomede^  ' 
Keep  HeUor  Company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio.  I  cannot,  Lord,  I  have  important  BuHnefs^ 
The  tide  whereof  is  now;  Good  Night,  great  HcSw. 

HeS.  Give  me  your  Hand. 

Vljf.  Follow  his  Torch,  he  gaes  to  Cakhafs  Tent," 
111  keep  you  Company.  [r^  Troilus. 

Trot.  Sweet  Sir,  you  honour  me. 

He£i.  And  fo  good  Night. 

AchiU  CoitaCy  come,  enter  my  Tent.  [ExtMm. 

Ther. 
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Tk&.  Thiit  Tame  Stomedeit  falTe-hemed  Rogue,  a  moft 
unjuft  Knave  ;  I  will  no  more  troft  him  when  he  kers*  thin 
I  will  i  Sefpenc  when  Kb  hifl^  ;  He  will  fftend  his  Mdilth 
and  Promifi^  \\\k  Bftibler  the  Hoiind ;  but  when  he  per- 
forms, Aftronombhi  feifetd  it^  rhuc  it  is  ptodigiods,  mttt 
will  come  fome  change :  The  Sun  borrows  of  the'  Moon* 
when  DiomtJe  keeps  his  Word»  I  will  rather  leave  co  fee 
HeSor^  than  not  to  dog  him :  They  fay,  he  keeps  a  Tr^du 
Drab,  and  ufes  the  Traitor  Ci/c/?^/  his  Tent.  I'll  after  >  r  ■ 
Norhing^  but  Lechery ;  all  incontinent  Varlets.       {E^tm$u 

SCENE    n.     Calchas  Tent. 

lE9k&  DSomiide. 

Di:  What  are  you  up  here,  ho  {  fpeak* 

CaL  Who  cdlls  ? 

Hio.  Diomedei  Calcbss^  I  think;  Where's  yburDit^titi 

CaL  She  comes  to  yjoxx. 

Enter  Troilus  W^Ulyfles,  kfier  them  Tberittes. 

Vljf.  StjRTd  wliere  the  Tordh  may  not  difcoyer  us. 

Enter  Creffid. 

Tr$i.  Creffidy  comt  fortYi  to  him  !  ^ 

2>i^.  Hov  hoV,  my  charge  ? 

Ore.  Now  my  fweet  Guardian ;  lurk,  a  word  with  jo%- 

{yVhiffers. 

Tr$i.  Yea,  fo  familiar  ? 

Vljf.  sine  will  firrg  to  siny  Man  at  firft  Cght, 

Ther.  And  any  Man  may  find  her,  if  he  can  ,take  her 
life :  (he's  noted. 

Dio.  Will  you  remember? 

Ore.  Remember  i  yes. 

Dio.  l4ay»  but  do  theta  ;  and  let  your  mind  be  cotipled 
with  your  words. 

Troi.  What  &ould  (he  remember  i 

Vljf.  Lift. 

Cre..  Sweety  Hony  Greeks  tempt  me  no  mote  to  foOy. 

7Ur.  Rognery-— 

Die.  Nay,  then. 

Cre.  I'll  tell  you  what. 

h.  Fo^  fo^  come  tell  a  dixl  yoa  ale  i  fafwopi  ■  ■  ■ 

Cru 


7>w.  Hold,  P>tience 

Vljf.  How  now,  TroiM  f 

Ore.  Diomide, 

Vio.  No,  no,  good  Night:  I'll  be  your  Fool  no 

Troi.  Thy  better  muft. 

Cre.  Hark,  one  word  in  your  Ear. 

Trot.  O  Plague  and  Madnefs  I 

Zfljf.  You  aremov'd,  Prince;  letus  depart,  I  pr 
Left  your  difpleifure  (houM  enlarge  it  felf 
To  wrathful  Temis:  this  place  is  dangerous; 
The  time  rightdeadly:  I  befeech  you  go. 

Troi.  Behold,  I  pray  you 

Vlyf.  Nay,  good  my  Lord  go  off : 
You  Row  to  great  dillradion  :  Come,  my  Lord. 

Trci.  I  pray  thceftay? 

Vtjff.  You  have  not  patience;  come. 

Trti.  I  pray  you  flay;  by  Hell,  and  all  Hell'i  T 
I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Dio.  And  fo  good  Night. 

Cre.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  "anger. 

Tr«i.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  i  O  wither'd  truth  I 

Vljf.  Why,  how  now,  Lord? 

Trai.  By  Jove,  I  will  be  patient, 

Cre.  Guardian^— why,  Grti^ ■ 

Dio.  Fo,  fo,  adieu,  you  palter. 

Cre.  In  Faith,  I  do  not :  come  hither  once  again! 

Vl^.  You  (hate,  my  Lord,  at  fomethingj  will ; 
You  will  break  out. 
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7iir»  Hov  the  Devil  Luxury  with  bis  fat  Rump,  and 
Potato  Finger,  tickles  thefe  together :  Fry»  Letchery,  fry. 

Di0.  But  will  you  then  ? 

Cre.  In  Faith  I  will  come ;  never  truft  me  elfe. 

Di9.  Give  me  fome  token  for  the  furety  of  it. 

Cre.  I'll  fetch  you  one*  [  Exk. 

Vljf.  You  have  fwom  patience. 

Trou  Fear  me  not,  fweet  Lord» 
I  will  not  be  my  fel^  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel :  I  am  all  Patience. 

Emer  Creflida. 

Thcr.  Now  the  Pledge*  now,  now»  now. 

Ore.  Here,  Diomedcj  keep  this  Sleeve. 

Trof.  O  Beauty  1  where  is  thy  Faith  { 

Vljf.  My  Lord. 

Troi.  I  will  be  paticntf  outwardly  I  will. 
•    Cre.  You  look  upon  that  Sleeve  ;  behold  it  well  :••• 
He  lov'd  me :— O  falfe  Wench :— — Give't  me  again. 

Die.  Whofewas'ti 
-    Ore.  It  is  no  matter  now  I  have't  again, 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to  morrow  Night : 
I  pritheei  Diomedef  vifit  me  no  more. 

Tier.  Now  (he  fharpens :  well  faid  Whetftone. 

Die.  I  (hall  have  it. 

Ore.  What,  this  i 

Di§.  Ay,  that. 

Cre.  OallyouGods— — -OprettytprettjrPledge; 
Thy  Mafter  now  lyes  thinking  in  his  Bed, 
Of  thee  and  me,  and  fighs,  ami  takes  my  Gk)ve, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  Kiflestoit: 
As  I  kifi  thee. 

Die.  Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  n^<»\3 

Ore.  He  that  takes  that,  takes  my  Heart  withal. 

Die.  I  had  your  Heart  before^  this  follows  it. 

Trei.  I  did  fwear  Patience^ 

Cre.  You  fliall  not  have  i^  Diemede:  *Faith  you  (hall  not^ 
ril  give  you  fomething  elfe. 

Die.  I  will  have  this :  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Cre.  It  is  no  matter. 
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Die,  Come  tell  me  whofe  it  wis  { 

Cre.  *Twas  one  that  lov*d  me  better  than  you  wilL 
But  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio.  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Oe.  By  all  Dial's  Waiting*women  yonder. 
And  by  her  felf»  I  will  not  tell  you  whofe* 

Dio.  To  morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  Helm, 
And  grieve  his  Spirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Troi.  Wert  thou  the  Devil,  and  wor*ft  it  on  thy  Horo^ 
It  (hould  be  challenged. 

Cre.  Well,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  paft ;  and  yet  it  is  ooc— 
I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then  farewel. 
Thou  never  ihalt  mock  Diomede  again* 

Cre.  You  (hall  not  go ;  ---^one  cannot  fpeak  t  word* 
But  it  ftreight  ftarcs  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Ther.  Nor  I,  by  ?lmo  :  But  that  that  likes  oot  iMj  pka- 
fes  me  befl. 

Dio.  What,  ihall  I  come  ?  the  hour. 

Cre.  Ay,come:-— 03^tfvtf/— do,con)e:— I  Ihall  bepl^U 

Dio.  Farewel  'till  then.  [£m 

O^e.  Good  Night :  I  prithee  come  : 
Troilms^  farewel ;  one  Eye  yet  looks  on  thee. 
But  with  my  Heart,  the  other  Eye  doth  fee 
Ah  poor  our  Sex;  this  fault  in  us  I  find. 
The  error  of  our  Eye,  direfts  our  Mind. 
What  Error  leads,  mufterr :  O  then  conclude^ 
Minds  fway'd  by  Eyes,  are  full  of  turpitude.  [£rJ^ 

Thcr^  A  proof  of  ftrength  ihe  could  not  publiih  morci 
Unlefs  (he  fay,  my  Mind  is  now  turn'd  Whore« 

Vljf.  Airs  done,  my  Lord. 

Trot.  It  is. 

Vljf,  Why  ftay  we  then  ? 

TroL  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  Soul, 
Of  every  Syllable  that  here  was  fpoke : 
But  if  I  tell  how  thefe  two  did  co-aft. 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publilhing  a  Truth? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  Hearty 
An  efperancc  fo  obftinately  ftrong, 

Tiuc 
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That  doth  invert  that  tcft  of  Eyes  and  Ears; 
As  if  thofe  Organs  had  deceptions  FunSions^ 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Crejfid  here  ? 

Vljf.  I  cannot  conjure,  Trajan. 
Trot.  She  was  not  furc. 
Vljf.  Moft  fure  (he  was. 

Troi.  Why,  my  Negation  hath  no  tafte  of  Madnefs. 
Vljf.  Nor  mine,  my  Lord :  CreJJid  was  here  but  now. 
Troi.  Let  it  not  be  oeliev*d  for  Woman-hood  2 
Think  we  had  Mothers;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  ftubborn  Criticks,  apt  without  a  Theme 
For  depravation,  to  fquare  the  general  Sex 
By  CreJJkts  Rule.     Rather  think  this  not  Creffld. 

Vljf  What  hath  (he  done*  Prince,  that  can  foil  our  Mo*' 
thers  ? 
Troi.  Nothing  at  all,  unlefs  that  this  were  (he. 
Ther.  Will  ht  fwagger  himfelf  out  bn*s  own  Eyes  ? 
Troi.  This  (he?  no^  this  is  Diomedi^^  CreJ^  : 
If  Beauty  have  a  Soul,  this  is  not  (he : 
If  Souls  guide  Vows,  if  Vows  are  Sandimony, 
If  Sandimony  be  the  Gods  delight, 
If  there  be  Rule  in  Unity  itfelf, 
T^is  is  not  (he.    O  madnefs  of  Difcourfe ! 
Tnat  Caufe  fetsup,  with  and  againft  thy  felf* 
By  foul  Authority ;  where  Reafon  can  revolt 
Without  Perdition,  and  Lofs  alfume  all  Reafon, 
Without  Revolt.    This  is>  and  is  not  CrefflJ^ 
Within  my  Soul,  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  ftrange  Nature*  that  a  thing  infeparate 
Divides  more  wider  than  the  Sky  and  Earth, 
And  yet  the  fpacious  breadth  of  this  Divi(ion 
Admits  no  Orifice  for  a  point,  as  fubtle 
As  jiridcbiufs  broken  woof*  to  enter  ; 
Inftance,  O  inftance  I  (Irong  as  Pluttl's  Gates; 
Creffid  is  mine,  tied  with  the  Bonds  of  Heav'o; 
Inftance  O  inftance  I  ftroag  as  Heav'n  it  felf ; 
The  Bonds  of  Heav'n  are  flip*d,  dilTolv'd  and  loosjd; 
And  with  another  Knot  five  finger'd  tied: 
The  fraftioos  of  her  Faith,  orts  of  her  Love» 
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The  fragments,  fcraps,  the  bits,  andgreaGe  R.eliqaes# 
Of  her  o'er-eaten  Faith,  are  bound  to  Diomedc. 

Vljf.  May  worthy  Treilus  be  half  attach^ 
With  that  which  here  his  pafTion  doth  exprefs  ? 

Troi.  Ay,  Greel^  and  that  ihall  be  divulged  weU. 
In  Charaders,  as  red  as  Mars  his  Heart 

I.  flam'd  with  f^cnus never  did  young  Man  fancy 

With  lo  Eternal,  and  fo  fix'd  a  Soul— — 

Hark,  Greekf  as  much  as  I  do  Crefjida  love. 

So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomedc : 

That  Sleeve  is  mine,  that  hell  bear  in  his  Helm  : 

Were  it  a  Cask  ccmpos'd  by  rulcans  Skill, 

My  Sword  fhould  bite  it:  Not  the  dreadful  Spout^ 

Wnich  Ship-men  do  the  Hurricano  call, 

Conflring'd  in  Mafs  by  the  Almighty  Finger 

Shall  dizzy  with  more  Clamour  Neptun^s  Ear 

In  his  defcent,  than  fliali  my  prompted  Sword 

Falling  on  Diomcde. 

Ther.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  Concupy. 
Troi.  QCreJfid!  OhXkCreJfid!  falfe,  falfe,  falfc  I 
Let  all  Untruths  (land  by  thy  flained  Name, 
And  they'll  fecm  glorious. 

Vljf.  O  contain  your  felf  : 
Your  Pallion  draws  Ears  hither. 

Enter  ^neas» 
ty£ne.  I  have  been  fceking  you  this  hour,  my  Lord: 
HfElor  by  this  is  arming  him  m  Iroj. 
jljaxj  your  Guard,  ftays  to  Conduft  you  home* 

Troi.   Have    with  you.   Prince;  my  courteous  Loid, 
adieu. 

Farcwel;  revolted  fair :  and,  Diomfde, 
Stand  faft,  and  wear  a  Caftle  on  thy  Head. 

Vhf.  I'll  bring  you  to  the  Gates. 

TroL  Accept  diftraftcd  Thanks. 

lExcunt  Troilus,  -fineas,  amd  UlyiTes. 

TTjer.  Would  I  could  meet  that  Rogue  Diomede^  I  would 
croak  like  a  Raven  :  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode :  futn- 
cl/n  will  give  me  any  thing  for  the  intelligence  of  this 

Whore: 
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Whore :  The  Parrot  will  not  do  ^more  for  an  Almond, 
than  he  for  a  commodious  Drab  :  Letchery>  Letchery>  flill 
Wars  and  Letchery,  nothing  elfe  holds  fa(hion.  A  burning 
Devil  take  them.  [Exit. 

SCENE   III.     Trey. 

Enter  YitGtox  and  Andromache. 

jtnd.  When  was  my  Lord  fo  much  ungently  temper'd. 
To  flop  his  Ears  againft  admoniihment? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  Hghc  to  day. 

HeS.  You  train  me  to  offend  you ;  get  yon  gone. 
By  the  everlafting  Gods,  Til  go. 

^ndr.  My  Dreams  will  fure  prove  ominous  to  i^be  day. 

HeSt.  No  more,  I  fay. 

Enter  Caffandra. 

Cdf.  Where  is  my  Brother  HeSlor  ? 

jindr.  Here  Sifler^  arm'd>  and  bloody  in  intent ; 
Confort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  Petition ; 
Purfue  we  him  on  Knees ;  for  I  have  dreamt 
Of  bloody  turbulence;  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nething  been  but  (h  apes  and  forms  of  Slaughter. 

Caf.  O,  'tis  true. 

HeS.  Ho !  bid  my  Trumpet  found. 

Cdf.  No  Notes  of  fally,  for  the  Heavens,  fweet  Brother. 

HeSl.  Be  gone,  I  fay :  The  Gods  have  heard  me  fwear» 

Caf.  The  Gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevifli  Vows; 
They  are  polluted  Offerings,  more  abhorred 
Than  fpotted  Livers  in  the  Sacrifice. 

jindr.  O,  be  perfwaded,  do  not  count  it  holy. 
To  hurt  by  being  juft ;  it  were  as  lawful 
For  us  tO|  count  we  give  what's  gain*d  by  Thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  Charity. 

Cajf.  It  is  the  purpofe  that  makes  ftrong  the  Vow ; 
But  Vows  to  every  purpofe  muft  not  hold : 
Unarm,  fweet  HeQor. 

HeEt.  Hold  you  ftill,  I  (^y ; 
Mine  Honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  Fate: 
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Life  every  Man  holds  dear,  but  the  dear  Man 
BMds  Honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  Life. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Mow  now,  young  man ;  mcan'ft  tbou  to  fight  to  day  ? 

Andr.  Caffkndra,  call  my  Father  toperfwade. 

^  ^  L^xi/ CaflTandn. 

flffif.  No  Faith,young  rrw/nw;  doff  thy  Hamcfe,  Youth: 
I  am  to  day  i*th*  vein  of  Chivalry  : 
Let  grow  thy  Sinews  till  their  knots  be  ftrong. 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brulhes  of  the  War. 
Unarm  thee,  go ;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  Boy, 
rU  ftand  to  day,  for  thee,  and  roe,  and  Troy. 

Troi.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  Mercy  in  you  ; 
Which  better  fits  a  Lion,  than  a  Man,  , 

flffif.  What  Vice  is  that  ?  Good  Troilmh  chide  me  lor  K. 
Troi.  When  many  times  the  Captive  Gireciam  faH, 
Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  Sword, 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  live. 
HeU.  0»  'tis  fair  play. 
Troi.  Fools  Play,  by  Heaven,  HcSor. 
Hell.  Mow  now  ?  how  now  ? 
Troi.  For  th'  love  of  all  the  Gods, 
Let's  leave  the  Hermit  Pity  with  our  Mothers  s 
And  when  we  have  our  Armours  buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  Vengeance  ride  upon  our  Swords, 
Spur  them  to  ruful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth. 
IfeS.  Fie,  Savage,  fie. 
Troi.  HehoTf  then  'tis  Wars. 
HeU.  Troilus^  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to  day. 
Troi.  Who  (hould  with- hold  me  / 
Not  Fate,  Obedience,  nor  the  Hand  of  Aiars^ 
Beckning  with  fiery  Truncheon  my  retire: 
Not  Priamus  and  Hecnba  on  Knees 
Their  Eyes  o'er-gallcd  wifh  rccourfe  of  Tears; 
Nor  you,  my  Brother,  with  your  true  Sword  drawn. 
Opposed  to  hinder  me,  (hould  ftop  my  way ; 
But  by  my  Ruin. 
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Emer  Priam  smd  CaiTandra 

Cdf.  Lay  hold  upon  him»  Priam,  hold  him  faft : 
He  is  thy  Crutch  ;  now  if  thou  loofe  thy  ftay, 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee  ; 
Pall  all  together. 

Priami  Come,  HtSor^  come,  go  back : 
Thy  Wife  hath  Dreamt ;  thy  Mother  hath  had  Vifions ; 
Caffandrd  doth  forefee  ;  and  I  my  felf. 
Am  like  a  Prophet,  fuddenly  enrapr, 
To  tell  thee  that  this  day  is  Ominous  : 
Therefore  come  back. 

Ne£l»  t/£neas  is  a-field. 
And  I  do  ftand  engag'd  to  many  Gruks^ 
Bven  in  the  faith  of  Valour,  to  appear 
This  Morning  to  them. 

Priam.  Ay,  but  thou  (halt  not  go. 

He^.  I  muft  not  break  my  Faith : 
You  know  me  Dutiful,  therefore,  dear  Sir, 
Let  me  not  Ihamerefped;  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  courfe  by  your  Confent  and  Voice, 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me.  Royal  Priam. 

Caf.  O,  Priamj  yield  not  to  him. 

^nJr.  Do  not,  dear  Father. 

He£i,  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you : 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me;  get  you  in. 

[Exit  Andromache. 

Troi.  This  foolifli,  dreaming*  fuperfiitious  Girl, 
Makes  all  thefe  bodcments. 

Cafi  O  farewcl,  dear  HeSor  : 
Look  how  thou  died ;  look  how  thy  Eyes  turn  pale; 
Look  how  thy  Wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents; 
Hark  how  Troy  roars;  how  Hecuba  cries  out; 
How  poor  jindromache  (brills  her  Dolour  forth; 
Behold  Diftradion,  Frenzy  and  Amazement, 
Like  witlefs  Anticks,  one  another  meet. 
And  all  cry,  HeUory  NeSor'sd^Sid:  O  Heaorl 

Troim  Away, 

Caf,  Farcwel:  Yet,foft:  HeEior^  I  take  my  leave; 
Thou  do*ft  thy  felf,  and  all  our  Troj  deceive.  [Exit. 
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Hatb  D^i9fs  Prifoner, 

And  ftahdsy  OkJTt^  wife,  waving  his  Beaniy 
Upon  the  pilhed  coaries  of  the  Kings, 
Epffirofus  and  Cedm :  Paljxines  is  flaia; 
Amfhimdciim  and  Th^ms  deadly  hurt; 
p4tr0cU$s  ta*en  or  (lain,  and  Palamtdes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruifed ;  the  dreadful  Sagittiry 
Appals  our  Numbers,  hafte  we^  Di^mede, 
To  Reinforcement*  or  wc  peri(h  all. 

Enttr  Neftor, 

Neft.  Go  bear  PatrocU$is  Body  to  AchMes^ 
And  bid  the  Snail-pac'd  jijax  arm  for  ihame^ 
There  are  a  thoufand  HeSors  in  the  Field  : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galatht  his  Horfe, 
And  there  lacks  work ;  anon  he*s  there  a-foot. 
And  there  they  fly  or  dye,  like  fealed  Sculb» 
Before  the  belching  Whale :  Then  is  he  yonder^ 
And  there  the  ftraying  Greeki^  ripe  for  his  edge. 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  Mower's  Swtch ; 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  he  leaves  and  takes  i 
Dexterity  fo  obeying  Appetite, 
That  what  he  will,  ne  does,  and  does  fo  much. 
That  Proof  is  call'd  Impoflibility. 

Enter  Ulyffef. 
Vlyf.  Oh,  Courage,  G)urage,  Princes;  %r  tit  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curfing,  vowing  Vengeance  ; 
Patroclus's  Wounds  have  rou2*d  his  drowde  Blood, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons^ 
Thar  nofelefs,  handlefs,  hackt  and  chipt,  come  to  bim^ 
Crying  on  HeUor.     jijax  hath  loft  a  Friend, 
And  foams  at  Mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it. 
Roaring  for  Troilus,  who  hath  done  to  Day 
Mad  and  fantaftick  Execution, 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf. 
With  fuch  a  carelefs  Force,  and  forcelefs  Care, 
As  if  that  Luck,  in  very  fpight  of  Cunning,  bad  hini  win  al^ 

Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Troilnsj  thou  Coward,  Treilus^  [Exit. 

Vio.  Ay,  there,  there. 

Neji.  So,  fo,  we  draw  together.  [Exemm. 

Emer 
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Enter  Achilles. 
jicbil.  Where  is  this  Heamr^ 
Come,  come,  thou  Boy-kilter»  (hew  thy  Face: 
]^now  what  it  is  to  meet  AchilUs  angry. 
^  ffeUoVy  Where's  Heilori  I  will  none  but  HtHor.  [^ExU. 

Enter  Ajax. 
jijax.  Troilus^  thou  Coward  TroiUtSj  fliew  thy  Head. 

Enter  Diomede. 
17/#.  Troilus^  I  fay,  where's  Troilus  i 
Ajax.  What  would*ft  thou  ? 
Dio.  I  would  corred  him. 
u4jax.  Were  I  the  General, 
Thou  ihould'ft  have  my  Office, 
£*er  that  Corredion:  Treilm^  I  fay,  what>  Treilusl 

Enter  Troilus. 
Trei.  Oh  Traitor  Diomede  I 
Turn  thy  falfe  Face,  thou  Traitor, 
And  pay  thy  Life,  thou  owed  me  for  my  Horfe. 
Die.  Ha>  art  thou  there? 
jijax.  ril  fight  with  him  alone,  ftand,  Dhmede. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon. 
Troi.  Come,  both  you  cogging  Greeks j  have  at  you  both. 

[Exennt  fighting. 
Enter  Hedor. 
Hell.  Yea,  Troilnsi  O  well  fought,  my  youngeft  Brother. 

Enter  Achilles. 
j^chiL  Now  do  I  fee  thee ;  have  at  thee,  HeSor. 
HeU.  Paufe,  \i  thou  wik.  [^'jfAr. 

Achil.  I  do  dtfdaki  thy  Courtefie»  proud  Trojdn, 
Be  happy  that  my  Arms  are  out  of  me : 
My  reft  and  negligence  befriend  thee  now« 
But  thou  anon  £hait  hear  of  me  again  : 
Till  when,  go  feek  thy  Fortune. 

ffeU.  Fare  thee  well ; 
I  would  have  been  much  more  a  frefher  Man, 
Had  I  expeded-thee;  how  nowt  my  Brother? 

Enter  Troilus. 
Troi.  J^jdx  hsith  t9L*cn  tineas ;  (hall  it  be? 
No,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  Heaven 
He  (hall  not  carry  him :  I'll  be  taken  too. 

Or 
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Or  bring  him  off:  Fate,  hear  me  what  I  (ay ; 
I  wreak  not,  though  thou  end  my  Life  to  Day.  [£«//, 

Enter  one  in  Arn$9r. 
HtSt.  Stand,  ftand,  thou  Greeks 
Thou  art  a  goodly  Mark  : 
No  ?  wilt  thou  not  \  I  like  thy  Armour  well, 
I'll  fru(h  it»  and  unlock  the  Rivets  all. 
But  ril  be  Mafter  of  it ;  wilt  thou  not»  Beaft»  abide? 
Why  then  fly  on,  I'll  hunt  thee  for  thy  Hide.  [£w. 

Enter  Achilles  with  Myrmidons. 
AchiU  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  AfjrmuUm : 
Mark  what  I  fay,  attend  me  where  I  wheel; 
Strike  not  a  ftroke,  but  keep  your  felves  in  Breath; 
And  when  I  have  the  bloody  HeSor  found. 
Empale  him  with  your  Weapons  round  about : 
In  felleft  manner  execute  your  Arms> 
Follow  me.  Sirs,  and  my  proceeding  Eye; 
It  is  decreed— —flifflf^r  the  Great  muft  die.  lExitL 

Enter  TherHtes,  Menelaus  and  Paris. 
Ther.  The  Cuckold,  and  the  Cuckold-maker  are  at  h: 
Now  Bull,  now  Dog;  ^ooj  Pari s/loo;  nowmydonblehenTd 
Sparrow;  *loo,  Paris,   'loo;  the  Bull  has  the  Game:  'ware 
Hornsj  ho.  lExit  Paris  and  Meoehos. 

Enter  Bajfard. 
Bdfi.  Turn,  Slave,  and  fight. 
Ther.  What  art  thou  ? 
Bafi.  A  Baftard  Son  of  Priam's. 
Ther.  I  am  a  Baftard  too,  I  love  Baftards>   I  am  a  Ba- 
ftard begot,   Baftard  inftrufted,  Baftard  in  Mind,    Baftard 
in  Valour,  in  every  thing  Illegitimate :  One  Bear  wiU  not 
bite  another,    and  wherefore  (hould  one   Baftard  ?  Take 
heed,  the  Quarrel's  moft  ominous  to  us :  If  the  Son  of  a 
Whore  fight  for  a  Whore,   he  tempts  Judgment:  Farewfl, 
Baftard. 

Bafi.  The  Devil  take  the  Coward.  lExennt. 

Enter  Hedor. 
HeU.  Moft  putrified  Core  !   fo  fair  without ; 
'"hy  goodly  Armor  thus  hath  coft  thy  Life. 
^ow  is  my  day's  work  done;  I'll  take  good  Breath  : 
left  Sword,  thou  haft  thy  fill  of  Blood  and  Death. 

Etffer 


Troilus  and  Creflida.  1901 

E$Uir  Achilles,  and  his  My rmidoo& 

jichiL  Looki  HeS^r^  how  the  Sun  begins  to  fet ; 
How  ugly  Night  comes  breathing  at  his  Heels: 
Even  with  the  veil  and  darking  of  the  Sun, 
To  clofe  the  Day  up,  HeUors  Life  is  done. 

\Thej  fall  upon  HeAor  and  kiU  tim. 

HiH.  I  am  unarm'd,  forego  this  vantage,  Crak. 

jichil. .  Strike,  Fellows,  ftrike,  this  is  the  Man  I  feek* 
So^  Ilion^  fall  thou:  Now,  Troj^  fink  down: 
Here  lies  thy  Heart,  thy  Sinews  and  thy  Bone. 
On,  Aijrmidons^  cry  you  all  amain, 
j^hilUs  hath  the  mignty  He£lor  flain.  [Retreai. 

Hark,  a  Retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Mjr.  The  Trajan  Trumpets  found  the  like,  my  Lord. 

^hiL  The  dragon  Wing  of  Night  o*er(preads  the  Earth, 
And,  Stickler-like,  the  Armies  feparates ; 
My  half  fupt  Sword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed. 
Pleased  with  this  dainty  Bit,  thus  goes  to  Bed. 
Come,  tye  his  Body  to  my  Horfe's  Tail : 
Along  the  Fidd,  I  will  the  Tr§jan  trail.  [Exeunt. 

[Sound  Retreau      Shout. 

£;v/fr  Agamemnon,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  Neftor,  Diomede, 

and  the  refi  marching, 

Aga.  Hark,  hark,  what  ftiout  is  that  ? 

Nefi.  Peace,  Drums. 

SoU  AchiUe$\AchilUs\  HeElors  Hain,  Achilles  I 

Dio.  The  Bruit  is,  HeUor^s  flain,  and  by  Achilles. 

Ajax.  If  it  be  (o^  yet  braglefs  let  it  be : 
Great  HeQer  was  as  good  a  Man  as  he. 

Aga.  March  patiently  along;  let  one  befent 
To  pray  Achiltes  fee  us  at  our  Tent. 
If  in  his  Death  the  Gods  have  us  befriended. 
Great  Tray  is  ours,  and  our  (harp  Wars  are  ended. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  iEneas,  Paris,  Antenor^n^  Deiphobus. 

v^ne.  Stand  ho,  yet  are  we  Mafters  of  the  Field, 
Never  go  home,  here  ftarve  we  out  the  Night. 

Enter  Troilus. 

7ro$.  HeSlar  is  flain. 

All.  HeSerl the  Gods  forbid  I 

Trei. 
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Troi.  He*s  detd,  tnd  at  the  Murtherer's  Horfe'sTaiU 
In  bcaftly  fort  dragg*d  through  the  (hameful  Fidd. 
Frown  on^  you  Heavens,  effed  your  rage  with  (peed : 
Sit  Gods  upon  your  ThroaeSj  and  ffnile  at  Tr0j. 
I  fav  at  once,  let  your  brief  Plagues  be  Mercy, 
AndJinger  notour  fure  Deftruftions on. 

ty£ne.  My  Lord,  you  do  difcomfort  all  the  Hoft. 

TroL  You  underftand  me  nor.  that  tell  me  fo : 
I  do  not  rpeak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  Death, 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  Gods  and  Men 
Addrefs  their  Dangers  in.    HeUor  is  gone : 
Who  (hall  tell  Priam  fo  ?  or  Hecuba  ? 
Let  him  that  will  a  Scrietch-Owl  ay  be  caird. 
Go  in  CO  Trej^  and  fay  there,  He£lor*$  dead : 
There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  Stone ; 
Make  Wells,  and  Nidbes  of  the  Maids  and  Wives; 
Cool  Statues  of  the  Youth;  and,  in  a  Word, 
Scare  Tr^j  out  of  felf.     But  march  away, 
Ne3or  is  dead  :  There  is  no  more  to  fay. 
Stay  yetj  you  vile  abominable  Tents, 
Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  Plains: 
Let  Titan  rife*  as  early  as  he  dare, 

ril  through  and  through  you.   And  thou  great  fiz'd  Coward 
No  fpace  of  Earth  (hall  funder  our  two  Hates, 
I'll  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  Confcience  ftill. 
That  mouldeth  Goblins  fwift  as  Frenfies  thoughts. 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Trey^  with  comfort  go : 
Hope  of  revenge  (hall  hide  our  inward  Woe. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  But  hear  you,  hear  you? 

Troi.  Hence,  Brothel,  Lacky,  Ignominy  and  Shame 

IStrikes  him. 
Purfue  thy  Life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  Name.  [^Exet$nt. 
Pan.  A  goodly  medicine  for  mine  aking  Bones :  04 
World !  World  I  World !  thus  is  the  poor  Agent  defpis'd  . 
Ob,  Traitors  and  Bawds;  howearneftly  areyou  fet  atWork^' 
and  how  ill  requited  ?  why  ihould  our  Endeavour  be  {6  de- 
fir'd,  and  the  Performance  fo  loath'd  ?  What  Verfe  for  it  f 
what  inftance  for  it  ? — —Let  me  fee- 

FuU 
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Full  merrily  the  Humble  Bee  doth  (ing, 

'Till  he  hath  loft  his  Hony  and  his  Sting  ;  ' 

But  being  once  fubdu'd  in  irmed  Tail, 

Sweet  Hony  and  fweet  Notes  together  fail. 

Good  Traders  in  theFlelh.  fet  this  in  your  painted  Cloatba; 

As  many  as  be  here  of  PdmUr^s  Hall, 

Your  Eyes  half  out*  weep  out  at  Pindar's  Fall ; 

Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  fome  groans. 

Though  not  for  me*  yet  for  your  aking  Bones. 

Brethren  and  Sifters  of  the  hold-floor  Trade, 

Some  two  Months  hence,  my  Will  fhall  here  be  made  : 

It  Ihould  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this. 

Some  galled  Goofe  of  Winchejier  would  hifs ; 

'Till  tnen,  I'll  fwear,  and  feck  about  for  Eafes, 

And  at  that  time  bequeath  you  my  Difeifes.  [fxnwtf. 
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TRAGEDY 


Printed  in  the  Yea  R  1709. 


Dramatis  Perfonas. 


MEN. 

C/\ius  Martius  Corialanus>  a  Noble  Roman, 
hated  by  the  Common  People. 

Titus  LartiusACfw^ri^/j'  againft  the  Vol/cians^  and 
Cominius,      J      Friends  to  Coriolanus. 

Mcnenius  Agrippa,  Friend  to  Coriolanus. 

Sicinius  Velucus,^  Tribunes  of  the  Veople^  andE- 
Junius  BrutuS)    ^  nemies  to  Coriolanus. 

TuUus  Aufidius,  General  of  the  Volfciant . 

Lieutenant  to  Aufidius. 

Toung  Martius,  Son  to  Coriolanus. 

WOMEN. 

Volumnia,  Mother  to  Coriolanus. 
Virgilia,  fVife  to  Coriolanus. 
Valeria,  Friend  to  Virgilia. 

Roman  and  Volfcian  Senators^  t^/Ediles^  LiB(Kn% 
Soldiers^  Common  Teople^  Servants  to  Aufidius; 
and  other  Attendants. 

The  SCENE   is  partly  in  Rome  and  partly 
in  the  Territory  of  the  Volfcians. 
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ACT   I.    SCENE    L 

Entfr  a  Company  of  Mutinous  Citizens  t  with  Sta-jet» 
Clubs,  and  other  WeaponSi 

\    C  IT  I  Z  E  N. 

E  F  O  R.  E  we  proceed  any  further,  hear  ffie 
fpeak. 
jm.  Speak,  fpeak. 

I  O/.  You  arc  alt  refolv'd  rather  M  die  than 
to  familh  % 
All.  Refolv'd,  refolv'd. 
I  CV/.  Firlt,  you  know.  Cuw  AUrtiut  is  chief  Enemy  to 
the  People. 
-J/i  We  know'r. 

i  Ot.  L«  us  kill  hihi,  and  well  have  Corn  at  our  o«a 
Price.     IrtaVerdifti 
Ail.  No  more  talking  on't,  let  it  be  done,  away,  away* 
1  Cit.  One  word,  good  Citizens. 

I  Cit.  We  ate  accounted  poor  Ciiirens*  the  Patricianl 
Rood:  What  Autboriiyfurfeits  on, would  relievem:  If  ihey 
would  yield  us  but  the  fuperfluity,  while  it  were  wholfomei 
we  might  guefs  they  reJifivtd  us  humanly  :  Bur  they  think 
■  We  aretoo  dear;  thelMnnefs  that-afflifts  us,  the  nbjeftof  our 
Mifery,  is  ai  an  Inventory  to  Particularize  their  Abundance! 
yot  IV.  Bb  »  our 
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our  fufFerance  is  a  gain  to  them.  Let  us  revenge  this  with 
our  Pikes,  e'er  we  become  Rakes  :  For  the  Gods  Itnow»  I 
fpeak  this  in  hunger  for  Bread,  not  in  thirft  fer  Revenge. 

2  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  efpecially  againft  Cairn  Mmt* 
tins  f 

jiU.  Againft  him  firfl  :  He's  a  very .  Dog  to  the  Com- 
monalty. 

1  Ch.  Confider  you  what  Services  he  has  done  for  his 
Country  { 

I  Ciu  Very  well :  and  could  be  content  to  give  htm  good 
Re  )ort  for*t;  but  that  he  pays  himfelf  with  being  proud. 

jilL  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  malicioufly. 

r  Cit.  I  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  famoufly^  he 
did  it  to  that  end ;  though  foft  confcienc'd  Men  can  be  coo- 
tent  to  fay  it  was  for  his  Country^  he  did  it  to  plea/e  his 
Mpther,  and  to  be  partly  proud,  which  he  is>  even  to  the 
afticude  of  his  Virtue. 

iCit.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  Nature,   you  account  a 
Vice  in  him :  You  muft  in  no  way  fay,  he  is  Covetous. 

I  Cit.  If  I  muft  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  Accufatioos; 
he  hath  Faults,  with  furplus,  to  tire  in  Repetition. 

\ShoMts  vnthiih 
What  Shouts  are  thofe  ?  The  other  (ide  o'th'  City  is  rifiw, 
'  why  ftay  we  prating  here  ?  To  th'  Capitol 

jilL  Come,  come. 

I  Cit.  Soft-— .^ who  comes  here? 

Enter  Menenius  Agrippa. 

iCit.  Worthy  Menenius  ji^ripp4\  one  tbat  hath,  dwiys 
lov'd  the  People. 

1  Cit.  He's  one  honeft  enough,  would  all  the  reft  were  k. 
Men.  What  work's,  my  Countrymen,  in  hand^ 

Where  go  you  with  your  Bats  and  Clubs?  The  Matter- 
Speak,  I  pray  you. 

2  Cit.  Our  Bufinefs  is  not  unknown  to  the  Senate,  th^ 
have  had  inkling,  this  Fortnight,  what  we  intend  to  d^ 
which  now  we'll  ihew  'em  in  Deeds :  They  fay,  poor  Sait- 
ers  have  ftrong  Breaths,  they  (hall  know  we  have  ftkt)i% 
Arms  too. 

Men.  Why  Mafters»  my  good  Friends,  mine  honeft 
Neighbours,  will  you  undo  your  fclves  ? 

zCii. 
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2  0>.  We  cannot*  Sir>  we  are  undone  already. 
Afen.  I  tell  you.  Friends,  moft  charitable  care 
Have  the  Patricians  of  you:  for  your  Wants, 
Your  fufFering  in  this  Dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  Heaven  with  your  Staves,  as  lift  them 
Againft  the  Roman  State;  whofe  courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes>  cracking  ten  thoufand  Curbs 
Of  more  flrong  link'd  afunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  Impediment.     For  the  Dearth ; 
The  Gods,  not  the  Patricians,  make  it ;  and 
Your  Knees  to  them,  not  Arms,  mufl  help.  Alack, 
You  are  tranfported  by  Calamity 
Thither,  where  more  attends  you;  and  you  flander 
The  Helms  o*th'  State,  who  care  for  you,  like  Fathers, 
When  you  curfe  them  as  Enemies. 

2  G/.  Care  for  us /-—True  indeed,  they  ne'er  cared  for  us 
yet.  Suffer  us  to  fami(h,  and  their  Store-houfes  cramm'd 
with  Grain :  Make  £di&s  for  Ufury,  to  fupport  Ufurers  ; 
repeal  daily  any  wholfom  A6t  eftablifhed  againft  the  Rich, 
and  provide  more  piercing  Statutes  daily,  to  chain  up  and 
reftrain  the  Poor."  If  the  Wars  eat  us  not  up,  they  will,  and 
there's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 

Afen,  Either  you  muft 
Confefsyour  felves  wond'rous  malicious. 
Or  be  accus'd  of  Folly.    I  fhall  tell  you 
A  pretty  Tale,  it  may  be  you  have  heard  ir. 
But  (ince  it  ferves  my  purpofe,  I  will  venture 
To  fcale't  a  little  more. 

iCh.  Well, 
Fll  heir  it.  Sir— yet  you  muft  not  think 
To  fob  offour  Dr/grace  with  a  Tale: 
But,  and'c  pleafe  you,  deli ver. 

Mem.  There  was  a  time  when  all  the  Bodies  Members 
Rcbeird  againft  the  Belly ;  thus  accus'd  it-- 
That  only  like  a  Gulf  it  did  remain 
I'ch'  midft  o'th'  Body,  idle  and  unadive. 
Still  cubbording  the  Viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labour  with  the  reft :  where  th*  other  Inftruments 
Did  fee,  and  hear,  devife,  inftrud,  walk,  feel, 
And  mutually  participate,  did  minifter 
Unto  the  Appetite^  and  AffcGtion  common 
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Of  the  whole  Body.   The  Belly  anfwcr'd.— — ^ 
zQr.  Well,  Sir,  what  anfwer  made  the  Belly? 
McH.  Sir,  I  (hall  tdl  you  with  a  kind  of  fmile. 

Which  ne'er  came  from  the  Lungs,  but  even  thus 

(For  look  you,  I  may  make  the  Belly  fmile 

As  well  asfpeak)  itftauntingly  reply'd 

To  the  drfcontented  Members,  the  mutinous  Parts 

That  envied  his  Rcceit  j  even  fo  moft  fitly, 

As  you  malign  our  Senators,  for  that 

1  hey  are  not  fuch  as  you 

1  Ctt.  Your  Belly's  anfwer What 

The  Kingly  crown  d  Head,  the  vigilant  Eyf, 
The  Counicllor  Heart,  the  Arm  our  Soldier, 
Our  Steed  the  Leg,  the  Tongue  our  Trumpeter  ; 
With  other  Muniments  and  petty  Helps 
In  this  our  Fabrick,  if  that  they— — - 

Mfftf  What  then? For  me  this  Fellow  (peaks. 

What  then  ?  what  then  f 

2  Cit^  Should  by  the  Cormorant  Belly  be  reftrain'Jy 
Who  is  the  fink  o'th*  Pody —  ■ 

Men.  Well,— -what  then  f 

2  G/.  The  former  Agents,  if  they  did  com^dain^ 
What  could  the  Belly  ^nfwer  ? 

Men.  I  will  tell  ypu, 
If  you'll  beflow  afmall  (of  what  you  have  little) 
Patience,  a  while;  you'ft  hear  ^he  Belly's  anfwer, 

2  Ciu  Y'are  long  about  iu 

Men.  Note  me  thif,  good  Friend; 
Your  moft  grave  Belly  was  deliberate^ 
Not  rafii,  like  his  Accufers,  and  thus  anfwer*d; 
True  is  ir,  my  incorporate  Friends,  qupth  hej^ 
That  I  rccf ive  the  general  Food  at  firft 
Which  you  do  live  upon ;  and  fit  it  is, 
Bccaufe  I  am  the  Store-hoqfe,  and  the  Shop 
Of  the  whole  Bodv.     But  if  you  do  remember^ 
I  fend  it  through  the  Rivers  of  your  Blood 
Even  to  thf  Coyrr,  th'Hear,  to  th'  feat  o'th*  Brain,^ 
And  through  the  Cranjcs  and  Offices  of  Man, 
The  ftrongtft  Nerves,  and  fmall  inferior  Veins 
From  me  receive  th^t  natural  copipetency 
Whveby  they  live,    And  thpugjj  th?t  all  jt  oncf, 
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Tou,  my  good  Friends,  ^chis  fay  s  the  Belly)  mark 
•    2  Gf.  Ay,  Sir,  well,  well. 

Men.  Though  all  at  once,  cannot 
See,  What  I  do  deliver  out  to  each. 
Vet  I  can  make  my  Audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  Flow'r  of  all, 
And  leave  me  but  the  Bran.     What  fay  you  to't  ? 

1  G>.  It  was  an  anfwer-— -how  apply  you  this? 
Afen.  The  Senators  of  Ror»e  are  this  good  Belly,* 

And  you  the  mutinous  Members;  for  examine 
Their  Counfcis,  and  their  Care;  digeft  things  rightly. 
Touching  the  Weal  o'th*  Common,  you  ftiall  find 
No  publick  Benefit  which  you  receive. 
But  it  proceeds  or  comes  from  them  to  you, 
^  And  no  way  from  your  felves.    What  do  you  think  / 
You,  the  great  Top  of  this  Aflcmbly? 

2  O/.  I  the  great  Toe  I  Why  the  great  Toe  ? 
Afe^f.  For  that  being  one  o'ch'  lowed,  bafeft,  pooreft 

Of  this  moft  wife  Rebellion,  ihou  goeft  formoft: 
Thou  Rafcalj  that  art  worft  in  Blood  to  run, 
Lead'ft  firft  to  win  fome  vantage. 
But  make  you  ready  your  ftifF  Bats  and  CluSj, 
Rome  and  her  Rats  are  at  the  point  of  Battel : 
The  one  fide  mud  have  Bail. 

Enter  Caius  Martius. 
Hail,  Noble  Martius. 

Afar.  Thanks.  What's  the  Matter,  you  diffentious  Rogues? 
That  robbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  Opinion, 
Make  your  felves  Scabs.) 

2  C/>,  We  have  ever  your  good  Word. 
Mar.  He  that  will  qive  good  Words  to  thee,  will  flatter 
^Beneath  abhorring.    What  would  you  have,  ye  Curs, 
That  like  not  Peace,  nor  War  ?  The  one  affrightsyou. 
The  other  makes  you  proud.     He  that  trufts  to  you. 
Where  he  (hould  find  you  Lions,  finds  you  Hares : 
Where  Foxes,  Gcefe  you  are :  No  furer,  no. 
Than  is  the  coal  of  Fire  upon  the  Ice, 
Or  Hailfltone  in  the  Sun*     Your  Virtue  \s^ 
To  make  him  worthy,  whofe  Offence  fubdues  him. 
And  curfe  that  Juflice,  did  it.    Who  deferves  Greatnefs, 
D^fervcs  your  Hate;  and  your  Affcdions  are 
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A  fick  MiD*s  Appetite*  who  defires  moft  that^ 

Which  would  encreafe  his  Evil.     He  that  depends 

Upon  your  Favours9  fwims  with  fins  of  Lead» 

And  hews  down  Oaks  with  Ru(hes.    Han^  ye— -«cnifi  je 

With  every  Minute  you  do  change  a  Mind, 

And  ctU  him  Noble*  that  was  now  your  Hate* 

Him  vile*  that  was  your  Garland.     What's  the  Matter* 

That  in  the  feveral  Places  of  the  Cicvj 

You  cry  againft  the  Noble  Senate,  who 

(Under  the  Gods)  keep  you  in  awe,  which  elfe 

Would  feed  on  one  another?  What's  their  feeking? 

Men.  For  Corn  at  their  own  Rates,  whereof  they  fay* 
The  City  is  well  ftor'd. 

Mat.  Hang  *em :  They  fay ! 

They'll  fit  by  th'Pirc,  and  prefume  to  know 

What's  done  i*th'  Capitol;  who's  like  to  rife,   - 

Who  thrives,  and  who  declines :  SideFadions,  and  give  ou 

Conjedural  Marriages ;  making  Parties  ftrong. 

And  feebling  fiich  as  ftand  not  in  their  liking. 

Below  their  cobled  Shooes.    They  fay,  there's  Grain  enough 

Would  the  Nobility  lay  afide  their  Ruth, 

And  let  me  ufe  a  Sword,  I'd  make  a  Quarry 

With  thoufands  of  thefe  quarter'd  Slaves,  as  high 

As  I  could  pitch  my  Lance. 

Men.  Nay,  thefe  are  almoft  throughly  perfuaded : 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  Difcretion, 
Yet  are  they  paffing  cowardly.     But,  I  befeech  you. 
What  fays  the  other  Troop? 

May.  They  are  difTolv'd ;  hang  'em. 
They  faid  they  were  an  hungry,  figh'd  forth  Proverbs; 

That  Hmger  brokg  Stone  WaUs thdt  Degs  mufi  esu^—^ 

That  Meat  was  made  for  Aiemhs  that  the  Godsfcmt  mm 

Corn  for  the  Rich  Men  only With  thefe  ihreds 

They  vented  their  Complainings;  which  being  anfwerVf^ 

And  a  Petition  granted  them,  a  ft  range  one* 

To  break  the  Heart  of  Gcn^rofity, 

And  make  bold  Power  lock  pale ;  they  threw  their  Caps 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  Horns  o'th'  Mood, 

Shooting  their  Emulation. 

Men.  What  is  granted  them? 
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3^r.  Five  Tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  Wifdomsj^ 
Of  their  own  choice.     One's  Jnniui  Brmms^ 
Sicinius  ytlutus^  and  I  know  not.     S'death, 
The  Rabble  (hould  have  firft  unrooft  the  City 
E'er  fo  prevaird  with  me;  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  Power«  and  throw  forth  greater  Themes 
ipor  Infurreftions  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange. 
'  AUr.  Go  get  you  home,  you  Fragments. 
*  Enter  a  Mejfengirm 

Mtf.  Wture's  Ouus  MsLnim\ 

Mar.  Here— —what's  the  Matter? 

Mef.  The  News  is.  Sir,  the  Folfiies  are  in  Arms. 

Mior.  I  am  glad  on't,  then  we  (hall  have  means  to  verit 
Our  mufty  fuperfluity.  Sec,  our  beft  Elders---^* 
*  Enter  Sicinius  Velutu$>  Junius  Brutus,  Cominius,  Titus 

Lartius,  with  other  Senators. 

I  Sen.  Martms^  'tis  true»  that  you  have  lately  told  us. 
The  Folfiies  are  in  Arnos. 

Aidr.  They  have  a  Leader, 
TnUut  AtifidiHS^  that  will  put  you  to't. 
I  fin  in  envying-his  Nobility : 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I  could  wiih  me  only  he. 

Cam.  You  have  fought  togethei^ 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  World  by  th'  Ears*  and  he 
Upon  my  Party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  Wars  with  him.    He  is  a  Lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

I  Sen.  Then  worthy  Martitss^ 
Attend  upon  Cominitts  to  thefe  Wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promife. 

Afar.  Sir,  it  is ; 
And  I  am  conftant:  Titm  Lartitu^  thou 
Shalt  fee  mc  once  more  ftrike  at  TmUttis  Face. 
What,  art  thou  ftiflF  {  Stand'ft  out  ? 

Tit.  No»  Qum  A4artims$ 
V\\  lean  upon  one  Crutch,  and  fight  with  tfother; 
E'er  ftay  behind  this  Bufinefs. 

Men.  Oh  true  bred» 

I  Seih 
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I  Sen.  Your  Company  to  th'  Capitol ;  where  I  koo  v 

Our  greateft  Friends  attend  us. 

Tit.  Lead  you  on ;  follow  Comimms^  we  miift  follow  yooj 
right  worthy  your  Priority. 
Com.  Noble  Mdrtius. 

I  Sen.  Hence  to  your  Homes begone.  [Te  the  Gtium. 

Mar.  Let  them  follow, 
The  Filfiies  have  much  Corn ;  take  the(e  Kats  thiiher 
To  gnaw  their  Garners.    WorfliipfulMutineers,  , 

Your  Valour  puts  well  forth ;  pray  follopr.  [Exemu 

[GtMns fiedUwsj.    Mument Sicinitis  smiEnami 
Sic.  Was  ever  Man  fo  proud  as  is  this  Af^timA  f 
Brm.  He  has  no  equal. 

Sic.  When  we  were  chofen  Tribunes  for  the  Bco[4e— ^ 
Bru.  Mark*d  you  his  Lip  and  £yes{ 
Sic.  Nay,  but  his  Taunts. 

Bru.  Being  mov'd,  he  will  not  (pare  to  gird  the  Gocb. 
Sic.  Be-mock  the  modeft  Moon. 
Brm.  The  prcfent  Wars  devour  him^  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a  N  ture,  tickled  with  goo4  Succef%  diidaiai 
the  Shadow  which  he  treads  on  at  Noon,  but  I  do  wandcfi 
his  Infolence  can  brook  to  be  commar  4e4  under  Ctfweimm} 

Brm.  Fame>  at  the  which  he  aims. 
In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd,  cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attained  ihan  by 
A  place  below  thefi  ft,-  for  what  mifcarrics 
Shall  be  the  Generars  fault,  tho'  he  perform 
To  the  utmoftof  a  Man;  and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Martius:  Oh,  if  he 
Had  born  the  Bufinefs 

Sic.  Befides,  if  things  go  well, 
Opinion,  that  fo  fticks  on  Martins^  fhall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius, 

Bru.  Come;  half  all  Cominius's  Honours  are  to  Afanim^ 
Though  Martius  earn'd  them  not;  and  all  his  Faults 
To  Martins  (hall  be  Honours,  though  indeed 
In  ought  he  merit  nor. 

Sic.  Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  difpatch  is  made,  and  in  what  fafliion. 
More  than  his  Angularity,  he  gois  t 

Upon  this  prefent  Ai^ion.  2    fr^k 
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Brth  Let's  along.  [Extim, 

SCENE    II.     Coriolus. 

Enter  Tullus  Aufidius  mth  SttiMort  «f  Coridas. 

I 

I  Sen.  So,  your. Opinion  is,  jiufidius. 

That  they  of  Rome  are  entred  in  our  Counfels^ 
.  And  know  how  we  proceed. 
jiirf.  Is  it  not  yours  ? 

WThat  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  State# 
'  That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  ad,  e'er  Rom$ 
'  Had  Circumvention  i  'tis  not  four  Days  gone 

Since  I  heard  thence-— thefe  are  the  Words—- 1  think 

I  have  the  Letter  here*  yes       "^  here  it  is ; 

They  have  preft  a  Power,  but  it  is  not  known 

Whether  for  Eaft  or  Weft ;  the  Dearth  is  great^ 

The  People  Mutinous;  and  it  is  rumour'd 

CSnwMriVvi,  Miortius  your  old  Enemy, 

(Who  is  of  Rome  worfe  hated  than  of  you) 

And  TitHs  LartsMS^  a  moft  valiant  Romnn^ 
*•  Thefe  three  lead  on  this  Preparation. 

Whither  'tis  bent  moft  likely,  'tis  for  you  : 

Confider  of  ir» 

I  Sen.  Our  Army's  in  the  Field  : 

We  never  yet  made  doubt,  but  Rome  was  ready 

To  anfwer  us. 

jimf.  Nor  did  you  think  it  foUy 
.  To  keep  your  great  pretences  veira»  till  when 

They  needs  muft  fliew  themfeives,  which  in  the  hatching 

It  feem'd  appear'd  to  Rome.    By  the  difcovery. 

We  fliall  be  ihortned  in  our  aim,  which  was 

To  take  in  many  Towns,  e'er  (almoft^  Rome 
•  Siould  know  we  are  a-foot. 

Take  your  Commilfion,  hie  you  to  your  Bands, 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Cariolms^ 
If  they  fet  down  before^s  :  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  Army :  But,  I  think,  youll  find 
They've  not  preparM  for  us. 
jimf.  0»  doubt  not  that, 
I  fpeak  from  Certainties.    Nay  more, 
^kac  pvgels  of  their  Powfr  ve  forth  ahtadyt  And 
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And  only  hitherwird.    I  leave  your  Honours. 
If  we  and  Csius  Mdrtius  chance  to  meer, 
'Tis  fworo  between  us,  nee  Aidl  ever  ftrike. 
Till  one  can  do  no  more* 

jm.  The  Gods  affift  you. 

Auf.  And  keep  your  Honours  fafe. 

1  Sen.  Farewel. 

2  Sen.  FarewcU 
AIL  Farewel.  [£ 

SCENE   III.   Rome. 

Enter  Volumnia  dmd  Virgiiia,  Thejfet  thtm  dewm  m  tw  Im 

SfmflSj  and  Sew. 

FoL  I  pray  you.  Daughter,  Sing,  or  ezprefi  your  felf  ia 
a  more  comfortable  fort :  If  my  Son  were  my  Husbamii  I 
would  freelier  rejoice  in  that  abfence  wherein  he  mroe  Homoi^ 
than  in  the  Embracements  of  his  Bed,  where  he  fliouU.ihev 
mofl  love.  When  yet  he  was  but  tender»bodied»  and  At 
only  Son  of  my  Womb;  when  Youth  with  Condinefs plnct 
ed  all  gaze  his  way ;  when  for  a  Day  of  Kings  Entrettiai 
a  Mother  (hould  not  fell  him  an  hour  from  her  behoUio^ 
L  confidering  how  Honour  would  become  fiich  a  PerliMii 
that  it  was  no  better  than  PiAure*Iike  to  hang  by  th'  WalL 
if  Renown  made  it  not  ftir,  was  pleas'd  to  let  him  feck  Dio* 
ger  where  he  was  like  to  find  Fame:  To  a  cruel  War  I  fett 
him,  from  whence  he  return'd,  his  Brows  bound  with  Oak. 
I  tell  thee.  Daughter,  I  fprang  no  more  in  Joy  at  firft  hear- 
ing he  was  ii  Min-chi]d>  than  now  in  firft  feeing  he  had  pio* 
ved  himfelf  a  Man. 

Fir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  Bufincfs,  Madanii  how 
then  ? 

VoU  Then  his  good  Report  (hould  have  been  tny  Sod;  I 
therein  would  have  found  Iffue.  Hear  me  profefs  fiocen- 
ly  :  had  I  a  dozen  Sons  each  in  my  love  alike,  and  none  k6 
dear  than  thine,  and  my  good  Martim,  I  had  rather  eleveo 
dye  nobly  for  their  Country,  than  one  voluptuoufly  furftit 
out  of  Adion* 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman. 
Cent.  Madam,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  vifit  you* 
Vir.  Befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  my  felf» 
VkL  Indeed  tnou  (halt  not:  f Ai 
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Methinks  I  hear  hither  your  Husband's  Drum  : 

I  fee  him  pluck  Amfidius  down  by  th'  Hair : 

(As  Children  from  a  Bear)  the^{/ri>/(hunninghim : 

Mtthinks  I  fee  him  ftarop  thus and  call  thus— -« 

Come  on,  ye  Cowards,  ye  were  got  in  fear 
Though  you  were  born  in  Romt\  his  bloody  Brow# 
With  his  mail'd  Hand,  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes 
Like  to  a  Harveft-Man,  that's  taik'd  to  mow. 
Or  all;  or  lofe  his  hire. 
•    Fir.  His  bloody  Brow !  Oh  Jfifiter^  no  Blood. 

yoU  Away,  you  Fool ;  it  more  becomes  a  Man 
Than  gilt  his  Trophy.     The  Bread  of  HecubM^ 
When  (he  did  fuckie  HeSlor^  lookM  not  lovelier 
Than  He^or's  Forehead^  when  it  fpit  forth  Blood 
At  Grecian  Swords  contending;  tell  Valeria 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  Welcome.  [^Exit  Gent^ 

Fir.  Heavens  blefs  my  Lord  from  fell  jinfi'dius. 
rU.  Hell  beat  Anfidiuih  Head  below  his  Knee, 
And  tread  upon  his  Neck. 

Enter  Valeria  with  an  Vjher,  and  a  Gentlewoman. 
Vdl.  My  Ladies  both,  good  Day  to  you. 
V6U  Sweet  Madam— 
Vtr.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Ladiftiip— -* 
Fal.   How  do  you  both  i  You  are  manifeft  Houfe^keep- 
crs.    What  are  you  fewing  here  ?  A  fine  fpot  in  good  faith. 
How  does  your  little  Son  f 

Fir.  I  thank  your  Ladifliip:  Well,  good  Madam. 
FoU  He  had  rather  fee  the  Swords,  and  hear  a  Drum,  than 
Took  upon  his  School-mafler. 

^  FaL  A  my  Word,  the  Father's  Son  :  TU  fwcar  'tis  a  very 
pretty  Boy.     A  my  troth  I  look'd  on  him  a  Wedmjdaj  halip 
an  hour  together-—  h'as  fuch  a  confin'd  Countenance.    I  iaw 
him  run  after  a  gilded  Butterfly,  and  when  he  caught  it>  he 
let  it  go  again«  and  after  it  again,  and  over  and  over  he 
tomes,  and  up  again,  and  caught  it  again ;  or  whether  his 
fall  enrag*d  him,   or  how  'twas,  he  did  fo  fet  his  Teeth 
and  did  tear  it.    Oh,  I  wanant  how  he  mammockc  jr. 
Fol.  One  o's  Father's  Moods* 
FuL  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  Noble  Child: 
Fir.  A  Crack,  Madam. 
. ,  Fal.  Comet  lay  afide  your  ftitcheij»  I  muft  jbive  jroa 
play  the  idle  Hufwife  with  me  this  Ancnoon^  ^    '^     Fir. 
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Vir.  No,  good  Madam, 
I  will  not  out  of  Doors. 

FkL  Not  out  of  Doon  ? 

VoL  She  ihall,  ihe  flialK 

y$r.  Indeed  no,  by  your  patience;  rilnot  over  the  Thrf 
hold,  'till  my  Lord  return  from  the  Wars. 

FkL  Fie,  you  confine  your  felf  moft  unreafboably: 
Come,  you  muft  go  vifit  the  good  Lady  that  lyes  in. 

Fir.  I  will  wi(h  her  fpeedy  Strength,  and  vifit  her  wA 
my  Prayers,  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

PiL  Why,  I  pray  you  i 

Fir.  Tis  not  to  lave  Labour,  oor  that  I  mrant  Love. 

FdL  You  would  be  another  Penelope ;  yet  they  (ay,  it 
the  Yarn  (he  fpun  in  Vljfes^s  abfence,  did  but  BU/thicdffA 
of  Moths.  Come,  I  would  your  Cambridc  were  feofibks 
your  Finger,  that  you  might  leave  pricking  it  for  pity.  Comc^ 
you  (hall  go  with  us. 

Fir.  No,  good  Madam>  pardon  me,  indeed  I  will  not 
forth. 

FkL  In  truth  la,  go  with  me,  and  I'll  tell  yoa  ezcdkoc 
News  of  your  Husband. 

Fir.  Oh,  good  Madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

FH.  Verily  I  do  not  jeft  with  you;  there  came  News  from 
him  laft  Night. 

Fir.  Indeed  Madam 

Fal.  In  earneft  it's  true,  I  heard  a  Senator  fpeak  it. 
Thus  it  is — the  Folfiies  have  an  Army  forth,  againft  whom 
Cominius  the  General  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our  Remm 
Power.  Your  Lord,  and  Tttus  Lartitis  are  (et  down  befbie 
their  City  Coriolusj  they  nothing  doubt  prevailing,  and  co 
make  it  brief  Wars.  This  is  true,  on  my  Honour,  and  h^ 
I  pray,  go  with  us. 

Ftr.  Give  me  excufe,  good  Madam,  I  will  obey  yoo  in 
every  thing  hereafter. 

FiL  Let  her  alone,  Lady,  as  (he  is  now* 
She  will  but  difeafe  our  better  Mirth. 

Fdl.  In  troth,  I  think  (he  would : 
Fare  you  well  then.    Come,  good  fweet  Lady, 
Prithee,  Firgilia^  turn  thy  folemnefs  out  a  Door, 
And  go  along  with  us. 

yir. 
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firg.  No: 
At  a  word^  Madam ;  indeed  I  muft  not, 
I  wiih  you  Mirth. 

Val.  Well,  then  FareweL  [Exenm. 

SCENE    IV.     The  Walls  of  ConoXm: 

Enter  Marcius,  Titus  Lartius*  with  Drum  Md  CoUtnrs^  with 
Cap  tains  and  Soldiers:  To  them  a  Miffengir. 

Mar.  Yonder  comes  News : 
A  Wager  they  have  met. 

iMtt.  My  Horfe  to  youn,  no. 

Mar.  'tis  done. 

l»art.  Agreed. 

Mar.  Say,  Has  our  General  met  the  Enemy  \ 

Mif.  They  lye  in  view ;  but  have  not  fpoke  as  yet. 

Lart.  So»  the  good  Horfe  is  mine. 

Mart. .  ril  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart.  No,  Til  not  fell»  nor  give  him :  Lend  him  you,  I  will» 
For  half  an  hundred  Years :  Summon  the  Town. 

Mar.  How  far  off  lye  thefe  Armies  ? 

Mef.  Within  a  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  ihall  we  hear  their  Larum,  and  they  Ours. 
Now  Marsy  I  prithee  make  us  quick  in  work; 
That  we  with  frooaking  Swords  may  march  from  hence. 
To  help  our  fielded  Friends.    Come,  bk>w  the  blaft. 
Thij  found  a  Parley.  Enter  two  Senators  with  others  on  theWalk. 
Tmllus  jinfidim  is  he  within  vour  walls  ? 

I  Senas.  No,  nor  a  Man  that  fears  you  lefs  than  he* 
That's  leffer  than  a  little :  [Drnm  afar  of. 

Hark*  our  Drums 

Are  bringing  fonh  our  Youth  :  Well  break  our  Walls 
Rather  than  they  (hall  pound  us  up ;  our  Gates, 
Which  yet  feem  (hut*  we  have  butpinn'd  with  Ru(he^ 
They*ll  open  of  themfelves.    Hark  you  far  off. 

[^Alartsm  far  of 
There  is  jlmfUius.    Lift,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongft  your  cloven  Army. 

Mar.  Oh,  they  are  at  it. 

Lart.  Their  noife  be  our  infirudtion.  Ladders,  hot* 

Enter 
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Enter  the  Volfcies. 

Msr.  They  fear  us  not,  but  iffue  forth  their  CityJ 
Now  put  your  Shields  before  your  Hearts,  and  fight 
With  Hearts  more  proof  than  Shields. 
Advance,  brave  Tttus, 

They  do  difdain  us  much  beyond  our  Thoughts^ 
Which  Aakes  me  fweat  with  Wrath.  Come  on>  my  Fellovs; 
He  that  retires,  I'll  take  him  for  a  Folfcie^ 
And  he  (hall  feel  mine  Edge. 

AUrumi  the  Romans  are  beat  backjc  their  Tremcbeu 

Enter  Martius. 

Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  South,  light  on  you. 
You  (hames  of  Rome ;  you  Herd  of  Biles  and  Plagues, 
Plaifter  you  o*er,  that  you  mav  be  abhorr*d 
Farther  than  feen,  and  one  iofea  another 
Againft  the  Wind  a  Mile:  You  Souls  of  Geeie, 
That  bear  the  (hapes  of  Men>  how  have  you  run 
From  Slaves,  that  Apes  would  beat  ?  Pluto  and  Hell ! 
All  hurt  behind,  Backs  red>  and  Faces  pale 
With  flight  and  agued  fear  i  mend,and  charge  home. 
Or  by  the  Fires  of  Heaven,  Y\\  leave  the  Foe, 
And  make  my  Wars  on  you:  Lookto't,  come  on  ; 
If  you'll  (land  faft,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  Wives, 
As  they  us  to  our  Trenches  followed, 

jinother  Alarum^  and  Martius  folUnvs  them  to 
the  Gates,  and  is  fimt  in. 
So,  now  the  Gates  are  ope :  Now  prove  good  Seconds, 
Tis  for  the  Followers,  Fortune  widens  them. 
Not  for  the  Fliers:  Mark  me^  and  do  the  like. 

{He  Enters  the  Gaits: 

1  SoL  Fool-hardinefs,  not  I. 

2  SoL  Nor  !• 

I  SoL  See,  they  have  (hut  him  in;         [AUram^  centismes. 

AIL  To  th'  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius. 

Lart.  What  is  become  of  Martins  ? 

^//.Slain»  Sir,  doubtlefs. 

1  SoL  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  Heels, 
With  them  he  enters;  who  upon  the  fudden 
Clapt  to  their  Gates :  He  is  himfelf  alone. 
To  anfwer  all  the  City. 
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LdTt.  oh  noble  Fellow  I 
Who  fenfibly  buf-dares  his  fenfelefs  Sword, 

And  when  it  bows.  Hands  up :  Thou  art  left,  Martims 

A  Carbuncle  incire,  as  big  as  thou  art. 
Were  not  fo  rich  a  Jewel.     Thou  waft  a  Soldier 
Even  to  Culvus  wifh,  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  ftroaks,  but  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  Thunder-like  percuflion  of  the  Sounds, 
Thou  mad'ft  thine  Enemies  (hake,  as  if  the  World 
Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble. 

Enter  Martius  bUeding,  ajfaultidhj  the  Enemy. 

I  SoU  Look,  Sir. 

Lart.  O,  'tis  Mstrtius. 
Let's  fetch  him  o£F,  or  make  remain  alike. 

\Thi]  fight^  and  all  enter  the  Gtj^ 
Enter  certain  Romans  with  SpoiU. 

1  Rom.  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome. 

2  Rom.  And  I  this, 

3  Rom.  A  Murrain  on't,  I  took  this  for  Silver.    [ExetentJ 

^       [jtlarum  continttes  fiiU  afar  offi 
Enter  Martius  and  Titus  Lartius,  v/ith  a  Trumfet. 

Mar.  See  here  thefe  Movers,  that  do  prize  their  Hours 
.  At  a  crack'd  Drachm :  Cufliions,  leaden  Spoons, 
.Irons  of  a  Doit,  Doublets  that  Hangmen  would 
Bury  with  thofe  that  wore  them,  thele  bafe  Slaves,^ 
E'er  yet  the  Fight  be  done,pack  up;  down  with  themJ 
And  liark,  what  noife  the  General  makes !   To  him. 
There  is  the  Man  of  my  Soul's  hate,  Attfiditts, 
Piercing  our  Romans :  Then  Valiant  TUtus  take 
Cbnvenient  Numbers  to  make  good  the  City, 
Whilft  I,  with  thofe  that  have  the  Spirit,  will  hafie 
To  help  Commius. 

Lart.  Worthy  Sir,  thou  bleed'ft  ; 
Thy  Exercife  hath  been  too  violent* 
For  a  fecond  G>urfe  of  Fight. 

M^.  Sir,  praife  me  not: 
My  Work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me.    Fare  yoa  wells 
The  Blood  I  drop,  is  rather  Phyfical 
.Than  dangerous  to  me.      To  jimfidius^  thus  I  will  ^H^car 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  Goddefs  Fortune,  ("and^hc 

Fall  deep  in  Love  with  thee,and  her  great  Charms 
.   Vol.  IV.  Cc  Mif- 
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Mifguide  thy  Oppofers  Swords :  bold  Gentleman  I 
Prolpcrity  be  thy  Page. 

Mdr.  Thy  Friend  no  lefs. 
Than  thofc  (he  placeth  higheft :  So  fareweh 

Ldrt.  Thou  worthieft  Martius, 
Go  found  thy  Trumpet  in  the  Market-place, 
Call  thither  all  the  Officers  o'ch*  Town, 
Where  they  (hall  know  our  Mind.     Away.  [fjcflat 

Enter  Cominius  Retreating^  with  Soldiers. 

Com.  Breath  you,  my  Friends,  well  fought^we  arc  cone 
Like  Ronidns,  neither  foolifti  in  our  Stands  (of 

Nor  cowardly  in  Retire:  Believe  me.  Sirs, 
We  /hall  be  charg'd  again.     Whiles  we  have  ftruck* 
By  interims  and  conveying  gulls,  we  have  heard 
The  Charges  of  our  Friends.    The  Roman  Gods 
Lead  their  Succcffes,  as  we  wifli  our  own^ 
That  both  our  Powers,  with  fmiiing  Fronts  encountring, 
May  give  you  thankful  Sacrifice.    Thy  News  ? 

Enter  a  Aiejfenger. 

Mef.  The  Citizens  of  Ooriolm  have  liTuedy 
And  given  to  Ldrtius  and  to  Martins  Battel. 
I  faw  our  Party  to  their  Trenches  driven. 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com.  Tho*  thou  fpeakcft  Truth, 
Methinks  thou  fpeak'ft  not  well.  How  long  is't  fince  ? 

Afef.  Above  an  Hour,  my  Lord 

G?w.TisnotaMile:  Briefly  we  heard  their  Drums. 
How  could'ft  thou  in  a  Mile  confound  an  Hour, 
And  bring  the  News  fo  late  ? 

Mef.  Spies  of  the  yblfcies 
Held  me  in  chafe,  that  I  was  forced  to  wheel 
Thrceor  four  Miles  about,  elfe  had  I,  Sir, 
Half  an  Hour  fince  brought  my  Report. 

Enter  Martius. 

Com.  Who's  yonder. 
That  does  appear  as  he  were  FIea*d  ?   O  Gods, 
He  has  the  flamp  of  Martius,  asd  I  have 
Before  time  fcen  him  thus. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Om.  The  Shepherd  knows  not  Thunder  from  a  TabCt 
More  than  I  know  the  Sound  of  Martins^s  Tongue 

Frofl 
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From  every  meaner  Man. 

M^r.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  BlooJof  othcrSs 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  Oh  !  kt  me  clip  ye 
In  Arms  as  found,  as  when  I  woo'd  in  Heart; 
As  merry,  as  when  our  Nuptial  Day  was  doney 
And  Tapers  burnt  to  Bedward. 

Com.  Flower  of  Warriors,  how  is't  with  Tuui  L4irt$0S  f 

Afar.  As  with  a  Man  bulled  about  Decrees; 
Condemning  fome  to  Death,  and  fome  to  Exile^ 
Ranfominghim,  or  pitying,  threatning  th*  other; 
Holding  Coriolms  in  the  name  of  R^me^ 
Even  like  a  fawning  Grey-hound  in  theLea(ht 
To  let  him  flip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  that  Slave 
Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  Trenches  ? 
Where  is  he?  Call  him  hither. 

Mar.  Let  him  alone, 
tie  did  inform  the  truth:  But  for  our  Gentlemen^ 
The  common  file,  (a  PlagucI  Tribunes  for  themi^ 
The  Moufe  ne'er  fhunn'dthe  Cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  Rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Cofp$.  But  how  prevaird  you{ 

Mar.  Will  the  time  ferve  totelU  I  do  not  think-— ^ 
Where  is  the  Enemy  ?  Are  you  Lords  o'th*  Fiddt 
If  nor,  why  ceafe  you  till  you  are  fo  ? 

Com.  Martins^  we  have  at  difadvantage  fought^' 
And  did  retire  to  win  our  purpofe. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  Battel?  Know  you  on  what  fide  thej 
have  placed  their  Men  of  truft. 

Com.  As  I  guefs,  Martins^ 
Their  Bands  i^h'  Vaward  are  the  Ancients 
Of  their  beft  truft :  O'er  thena  jiufidim^ 
Their  very  heart  of  Hope. 

Mar.  I  do  befeech  you» 
By  all  the  Battels  wherein  we  have  fougfatt 
By  th*  Blood  w#have  flied  together. 
By  th*  Vows  we  ^ve  made 
To  endure  Friends,  tbtt  you  diredly  fee  me 
Againft  At^tu,  and  his  jimims  ; 
Am  that  you  not  delay  the  prefentt  but 

Ct  a         "  Fining 
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Filling  the  Air  with  Swords  advanc'd,   and  Darts, 
Wc  prove  this  very  hour.— — 

Com.  Though  I  could  wifli 
You  were  conduded  to  a  gentle  Bath^ 
And  Balms  applied  to  you>  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  asking ;  take  your  choice  of  thofe' 
That  bed  can  aid  your  Adion. 

Mar*  Thofe  are  they 
That  moft  are  willing;  if  any  fuch  be  here, 
YAs  it  were  (in  to  doubt)  that  love  this  Pzinting 
Wherein  you  fee  me  fmear'd;  if  any  fear 
Lefs  for  his  Perfon,  than  an  ill  Report : 
If  any  think,  brave  Death  out-weighs  bad  Lifey 
And  that  his  Country's  dearer  than  himfelf. 
Let  him  alone,  (or,  fo  many  fo  minded) 
Wave  thus  to  exprefs  his  difpofition. 
And  follow  MuTtius. 
Thej  all  Shorn  and  wave  their  Sw&rdt^  tal^  him  mf  w  their 

jirms,  and  cafi  up  their  Caps. 
Oh  I  me  alone,  make  you  a  Sword  of  me  : 
If  thefe  (hews  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Fblfcies  ?  None  of  you,  but  is 
Able  to  bear  againft  the  great  jinfidins^ 
A  Shield  as  hard  as  his.  A  certain  number, 
( Tho'  thanks  to  all)  muft  I  feleft  from  all : 
The  reft  (hall  bear  the  bufincfs  in  fome  other  Fight 
As  caufe  will  be  obey'd:  Pleafe  you  to  March, 
And  four  ftiall  quickly  draw  out  my  Command, 
Which  Men  are  beft  inclined. 

Com.  March  on  my  Fellows : 
Make  good  this  oftentatiop,  and  you  (hall 
Divide  in  all,  with  us.  [ExeMtt. 

Titus  Lartius  having  /it  a  Guard  upon  Coriolus,  rinf 
with  Drum  and  Trumpet  toward  Cominius ,  aud  Cliu 
Martius,  Enters  with  a  Lieutenant,  other  ScUiers^  aaii 
Scouts 

Lart.  So,  let  the  Ports  be  guarded ;  keep  your  Duties 
As  I  have  fet  them  down.     If  I  do  fend,  difpatch 
Thofe  Centuries  to  our  aid,  the  reft  will  fcrve 
For  a  (hort  holding  ;  if  we  lofe  the  Field, 
We  cannot  keep  the  Town. 
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Ueu.  Fear  not  our  Carc»  Sir* 

luirt.  Hence,  and  (hut  your  Gates  upon's : 
Our  Guider  come,  to  th'  Roman  Camp  condud  us.    [Exit. 

[jAlarum  us  in  Battel. 
Enter  Martius  and  Aufidius,  atfeveral  Doors. 

Mar.  I'll  fight  with  none  but  thee,  for  I  do  hate  thee 
WorTe  than  a  Promife-breaker, 

jimf.  We  hate  alike : 
Not  Africk^  owns  a  Serpent  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  Fame  and  Envy ;  Fix  thy  Foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  firft  Budt^er  die  the  other's  Slavet 
And  the  Gods  doom  him  after. 

jiuf.  If  I  fly,  Mdrtins,  hollow  me  like  a  Hare. 

Msr.  Within  thefe  three  Hours,  Tmllus^ 
Alone  I  fought  in  your  Coriolm  Walls, 
And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd :  'Tis  not  my  Blood, 
Wherein  thou  fee'ft  me  mask*d;for  thy  Revenge 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  th'  higheft. 

jiuf.  Wert  thou  the  HcHor^ 
That  was  the  Whip  of  your  bragg'd  Progeny, 
Thou  fliould'ft  not  'fcape  me  here. 

[Here  tBey  fight ^  and  certain  Volfcies   come    to  the  aid  of 
Aufid.  Martius  7^i&/i  Uillthejbe  driven  in  breathlefs. 

Officious  and  not  Valiant! you  have  fliam'd  me 

In  your  condemned  Seconds* 

Fhurifhm  Alarum.  A  Retreat  is  fitinded.  Enter  at  one 
Door  Cominius,  with  the  Romans  .*  At  anther  Door 
Martius,  with  his  Arm  in  a  Scarf. 

Com.  If  I  (hould  tell  thee  o'er,this  thy' day's  work, 
Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  Deeds :  But  111  reporfit. 
Where  Senators  fhall  mingle  Tears  with  Smiles ; 
Where  great  Patricians  fliall  attend,  and  ihrug ; 
I'th'  end  admire  ;  where  Ladies  (hall  be  frighted* 
And  gladly  quak'd,  hear  more;  where  the  dull  Tribunes, 
That  with  the  fufty  Plebeians,  hate  thine  Honours, 
Shall  fay  againft  their  Hearts*  we  thank  the  Gods 
Our  Rome  hath  fuch  a  Soldier* 
Yet  cam'ft  thou  to  a  Morfel  of  this  Fea(^ 
Having  fully  Dip'd  before. 

Cc  J  Emor 
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iMiT  TitusLinias  with  bis  PHfUr^fr^m  $h$  Hrfik. 

Hm  is  the  Steed»  n^  di«  CiptrtfiMn : 
Hidft  thoa  behdd 

Jf4r.  Pny  now,  no  mote : 
My  Mother,  who  hist  Chtrter  toextol  her  Bloody 
Wben  flie  does  pnife  me,  grieves  me : 
I  hive  done  is  you  hive  done,  that's  what  I  can^ 
Induced  IS  you  nive  been,  thif  s  for  my  Country : 
He  tbit  htt  but  efikded  his  good  Will, 
Hith  overti'eo  mine  A6L 

Cmm.  You  fliill  not  be  the  Grave  of  your  ddenriag, 
IL^mt  muftknow  the  value  of  her  own  : 
'Twere  a  Conceilment  worfe  than  i  Thefr,^ 
No  left  than  i  Tnducemenr, 
To  hide  your  doings,  and  to  filence  thit. 
Which  to  die  fpire  and  tot>  of  Praifes  vouch'd. 
Would  feem  but  modeft :  Therefore,  I  befeeck  yon> 
In  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done,  before  our  Army  hear  me* 

Mmt.  I  have  feme  Wounds  upon  me,  and  they  fnui^ 
To  heir  themfelves  remembred. 

Chip.  Should  they  nof« 
Well  might  thqr  fefter  'giinft  Ingratitude, 
And  tent  themitlves  with  Death:  Of  all  the  Horfes^ 
Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  (lore.  Of  all 
The  Treafure  in  the  Field  acchiev  a*  and  City* 
We  render  you  the  tenth,  to  be  ta'en  forth. 
Before  the  common  diftribution^ 
At  your  only  choice* 

Mar.  *  I  tn<nk  youi  General : 
But  cannot  make  my  Heart  confent  to  take 
A  Bribe,  to  pay  my  Sword  :  I  do  refufe  it. 
And  ftand  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe» 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 
Aliiug  FloHriJb.    They  all  crj^  Martius  I' Martius  {  C4^  ajp 

their    Caps  and   Lannce^  :  Cominius  amd  Liartius  fiatU 

bare. 

Mar.  May  thefe  fame  Inftruments,  which  you  prophan^ 
Never  found  more:  When  Drums  and  Trumpets  fliill 
Tth'  Field  prove  Flatterers,  let  Courts  aivi  Cities  be 
Mide  all  of  falfe-fac'd  foothing : 

Whee 
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When  Steel  grows  foft,  as  the  ParaHtes  Sillr^ 
Let  him  be  made  an  Overture  for  th'  Wars  t 
No  more,  I  fay>  for  that  I  have  not  walh'd 
My  Nore  that  bled,  or  foii'd  fome  debile  Wretch. 
Which  without  note,  here's  many  elfe  have  done* 
You  Ihout  me  forth  in  Acclamations  hyperbolical^ 
Asif  f  lov'd  my  little  (hould  be  dieted 
In  Praifesj,  fauc'd  with  Lies. 

Com.  Too  modeft  are  you : 
More  cruel  to  your  good  Report,  than  grateful 
To  us,  that  give  you  truly  :  By  your  Patience, 
If  againft  your  felf  you  be  incens'd,  we'll  put  you 
^Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm)  in  Manacles, 
ThenReafonfafely  with  you:  Therefore  be  it  known,' 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  World,  that  Cains  Manins 
Wears  this  War's  Garland :  In  token  of  the  which. 
My  noble  Steed,  known  to  the  Camp,  I  give  to  him, 
Wichall  his  trim  belonging,  and  from  this  time. 
For  what  he  did  before  Conolns,  call  him> 
With  all  th*  applaufe  and  clamour  of  the  Hoft, 
Ctius  Afsnius  Coriolanus.  Bear  th'  addition  Nobly  c^^r* 
Flourijh.     Trumpets  founds  and  Drums  ^ 

Omnes.  ^ius  Atartim  Coriolanus ! 

Mar,  I  will  go  wafli : 
And  when  my  Face  is  fair,  you  (hall  perceive 
Whether  I  blufh,  or  no.  Howbeir,  I  thank  you. 
I  mean  to  ftride  your  Steed,  ind  at  all  times 
To  under-creft  your  good  Addition, 
To  th*  fairnefs  of  my  Power. 

Com.  So,  to  our  Tent : 
Where,  e'er  we  do  repofe  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  Succefs :  You  Titus  Lartiui 
Mud  to  Coriolus  back ;  fend  us  to  Rome 
The  beft,  with  whom  we  may  articulate. 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

Lart.  I  (hall,  my  Lord. 

Mar.  The  Gods  begin  to  mock  me; 
I  that  but  now  refus*d  moft  Princely  Gifti, 
Am  bound  to  beg  of  my  Lord  General* 

Cc  4  C$m. 
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Cm.  Tik^  *cb  yours  ;  What  i^c  ? 

Mdr^  I  rometime  la^  here  in  C$r0l$Ms^ 
At  a  poor  Man's  Houfe  :  He  us*d  me  kifldly. 
He  cry*d  to  me:  I  faw  him  Prifoner: 
But  then  AmpUm  was  in  my  view» 
And  Wrath  o'er-wbelm'd  my  Pity :  I  requeft  you 
To  give  my  poor  Hoft  freedom. 

Cmw.  O  well  begg'd : 
Were  he  the  Butcher  of  my  Son,  he  ihould 
Be  free  as  is  the  Wind  :  Deliverhim*  Titms. 

Laru  MiirtiHSy  his  Name. 

Mar.  By  ympUer,  forgot : 
I  am  weary ;  yea,  my  Mtmr'y  is  tir'd : 
Have  we  no  wine  here  i 

Com.  Go  we  to  our  Tent: 
The  Blood  upon  your  Vifage  dries ;  'tis  time 
It  (hould  be  look'd  to:  Come.  [^Exemtt. 

^ji  Flomrijb.  Cornets.     Enter  Tullus  Aufidius  ilcodj^  jpith 

two  or  three  Soldiers. 

Aisf.  The  Town  is  ta'en. 

SoU  'Twill  be  deliver'd  back  on  good  Condition. 

Auf.  Condition  / 
I  would  I  were  a  Romany  for  I  cannot^ 
Being  a  yilfiie^  be,  that  I  am.    Condition  i 
What  good  Condition  can  a  Treaty  find 
Teh'  part  that  is  at  Mercy  i  Five  times,  Martims^ 
I  have  foucht  with  thee;  fo  often  haft  thou  beat  me: 
And  woulcrft  do  fo,  I  think,  (hould  we  encounter 
As  often  as  we  Eat.     By  the  Elements, 
If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  Beard  to  Beard, 
He's  mii\e>  or  I  am  his:  Mine  Emulation 
Hath  not  that  Honour  in't  it  had  :  For  where 
I  thought  to  cruih  him  in  an  equal  Force, 
True  Sword  to  Sword ;  Til  potch  at  him  fome  way. 
Or  Wrath,  or  Craft  may  get  him. 

Sol.  He's  the  Devil. 

Amf.  Bolder,  tho\  not  fo  fubtle :  My  Valour's  poifon'd. 
With  only  fuffering  Stain  by  him :  For  him 
Shall  flie  out  of  it  felf;  nor  Sleep,  nor  Sanftuary, 
Being  Naked,  Sick,    nt)r  Fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  Prayers  of  Priefts,  nor  time  of  Sacrifice : 

Embark« 


■\ 
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Embarkments  all  of  fury,  (hall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  Privil^e,  and  Cuftom  *gainft 
My  hate  to  Murtim.    Where  I  find  him,  were  it 
At  home,  upon  my  Brother's  Guards  even  there 
Againft  the  Hofpitable  Canon,  would  I 
Waih  my  fierce  Hand  in's  Heart.  Go  you  to  the  City, 
Learn  how  *tis  held,  and  what  they  are  that  muft 
Be  Hoftages  for  Rome. 

SoL  Will  not  you  go  ? 

Auf.  I  am  attended  it  the  Cyprefs  Grove.    I  pray  you 
('Tis  South  the  Ciry  W\\)  bring  me  word  thither 
How  the  World  goes,  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  fpur  on  my  Journey. 

SoU  I  (hall.  Sir.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    II.     SCENE    I. 
SCENE  Rome. 

Emer  Menenius  with  Sicinius. 

ilitfUt^T^HE  Augurer  tells  me»  we  flitll  have  News  to 
1    Night. 

Bru.  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  Prayer  of  the  People,  for  they 
love  not  Martius. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  Beafts  to  know  their  Friends. 

Men.  Pray  you,  who  does  the  Wolf  love  { 

Stc.  The  Lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him,  as  the  hungry  Pleteians  would 
the  noble  Martins. 

Brn.  He's  a  Lamb  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  Bear* 

Men.  He's  a  Bear  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  Lamb. 
You  two  are  old  Men,  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  (hall  ask 
you. 

Beth.  Well,  Sir. 

AAnm  In  what  Enormity  is  Martins  poor  in,  that  you  two 
have  not  in  abundance  i 

Brm  He's  poor  in  00  one  Fault,  but  ftor'd  with  all. 

^ic.  Efpedally  Pride. . 
.  "  '  Brn 
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Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boalh 

Men.  This  is  ftrange  now !  Do  you  two  know  how  joa 
are  cenfured  here  in  tneCity,  I  mean  of  us  o'th'^righciuDJ 
File,  do  you? 

Brtt.  why— -how  are  we  cenfur*d? 

Jim.  Becaure  you  talk  of  Pride  aow»  will  you  not  be 
angry? 

Bath.  Weill  well*  Sir,  well. 

Men.  Why,  'tis  no  great  matter;  for  a  very  litde  Thirf 
of  Occafion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  Patience  >—' 
Give  your  Difpofitions  the  Reins,  and  be  angry  at  your 
pleafures,  ^at  the  leaft^  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleafure  to  yoii»  m 
being  fo you  blame  Msrum  for  being  proud* 

Brn.  We  do  it  not  alone.  Sir* 

^Men.  I  know  you  can  do  very  litde  alone,  for  your  kelps 
are  many,  or  elfc  your  A  Aions  would  grow  wondrous  fio^; 
your  Abilities  are  too  Infant-like,  for  doing  much  afeoei 

You  talk  of  Pride Oh,  that  you  could  turn  your  Eyes 

towards  the  Napes  of  your  Necks,  and  make  but  an  interior 
furvey  of  your  good  felves^    Oh  that  you  could  I 

Bru.  What  then.  Sir? 

Men.  Why  then  you  fliould  difcover  a  brace  )q£  as  wk 
meriting,  proud,  violet,  tefty  Magiftrates,  mUms  Foo1%  is 
any  in  Rame. 

Sic.  MeneninSy  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  Patrician,  and  one 
that  loves  a  Cup  of  hot  Wine  with  not  a  drop  of  allaying 
Titer  in't :  Said  to  be  fomething  imperfed  in  hivouring  the 
firft  Complaint,  hafly  and  Tinder-like,  upon  to  trivial  Mo» 
tion :  One  that  converfcs  more  with  the  Buttock  of  the 
Night,  than  with  the  Forehead  of  the  Morning.  What  I 
think  I  utter,  and  fpend  my  Malice  in  ray  Breath.  Meet- 
ting  two  fuch  Weals-men  as  you  are  ( 1  cannot  call  you  Lj- 
curguffes)  if  the  Drink  you  give  me  touch  my  Palate  adver- 
fly,  I  make  a  crooked  Face  at  it.  1  can  fay,  your  Worfliips 
have  delivered  the  Matter  well,  when  I  Hnd  the  Afs  inccMD* 
pound  with  the  Major  part  of  your  Syllables.  And  tho'  I 
muft  be  content  to  bear  with  thofe  that  fay  you  are  Reve- 
rend Grave,  yet  they  lye  deadly  that  tell  you  have  good 
Faces ;  if  you  fee  this  in  the  Map  of  my  Microcofm,  fol- 
lows it  that  I  am  known  well  enough  too  ?  What  harm  an 

your 
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your  Befom  Conrpeduitics  glean  out  of  this  Charader,  if  I 
be  known  well  enough  too  ? 

BrM.  Come,  Sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Mem.  You  know  neither  me,  your  felves,  nor  any  thing; 
you  are  ambitious  for  poor  Knaves  Caps  and  Legs :  You 
wear  out  a  good  wholfom  Forenoon,  in  hearing  a  Caufe  be- 
tween an  Orange-wife  and  a  Faufiet-fcller,  and  then  re- 
journ  the  Controverfie  of  Three  Pence  to  a  fecond  Day 

of  Audience. When  you  are  hearing  a  Matter  between 

a  Party  and  Party,  if  you  chance  to  be  pinch'd  with  the 
Cholick,  you  make  Faces  like  Mummers,  fet  up  the  bloody 
Flag  againft  all  Patience— —and  in  roaring  for  a  Chamber- 
pot, difmifs  the  Controverfie  Bleeding,  the  more  intang- 
led  by  your  hearing :  All  the  Peace  you  make  in  their 
Caufc,  is  calling  both  the  Paities  Knaves.  You  are  a  pair 
of  ftrange  Ones. 

BrH.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  underftood  to  be  a  per- 
fefter  Gyber  for  the  Table,  than  a  neceffary  Bencher  in  the 

Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  Priefts  muft  become  Mockers,  if  they 
(hall  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  Subjeds  as  you  are;  when 
you  fpeak  beft  unto  the  Purpofe,  it  is  not  worth  the  wag- 
ging of  your  Beards,  and  your  Beards  deferve  not  fo  ho- 
nourable a  Grave,  as  to  fluff  a  Botcher's  Cufhion,  or  to 
be  intomb'd  in  an  Affes  Pack-faddle.  Yet  you  mufl  be  fay- 
ing, Martims  is  proud  ;  who  in  a  cheap  Eflimation,  is 
worth  all  your  Prodeceffors  fince  Deucalioffy  though  perad- 
venture  fome  of  the  beft  of  *em  were  hereditary  Hangmen. 
Good-e'en  to  your  Worfhips  ;  more  of  your  Converfation 
would  infed  my  Brain,  being  the  Herdfmen  of  the  beaftly 
Tkbeidns*    I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 

\[Exe$int  Brutus  ^ir^  Sicinius. 
Enter  Volumnia»  Virgilia  and  Valeria. 
How  now  (my  as  fair  as  noble)  Ladies,  and  the  Moon  were 
ihe  Earthly,  no  Nobler ;  whither  do  you  follow  your  Eyes 

fo  faft? 

ybL  Honourable  Menenius^  my  Boy  Martins  approaches; 
for  the  love  of  Jttnc  let's  go. 

Men.  Ha!  Mnrtim  coming  home? 

VeU  Ayf  ^onhj  Mineniut^  and  with  mofl  profperous  Ap^ 

probation. 

Men. 
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Mm$.  Tike  my  Cap»  Jt^ker^  and  I  thank  tht 
Mdrfim  coining  home  ? 

Both,  Nay»  *cis  true* 

^A  Look,  here's  a  Letter  from  him,  the  State  hath  aoth 
ther»  his  Wife  another*  and,  I  think,  there's  one  at  hooe 
for  you* 

Mtm.  I  will  make  my  very  Houfe  reel  to  Night : 
A  Letter  for  me  ? 

f^ir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  Letter  for  you,  I  iawt. 

Men.  A  Letter  for  me{  it  gives  me  an  Eftate  of  ftvci 
Years  health;  in  which  time  I  will  make  a  Lip  at  thePfay- 
fician :  The  mod  Sovereign  Prefcription  in  GmUm  is  but  Eo- 
periflick,  and  to  this  Prefcrvative,  of  no  better  report  thin 
a  Horfe-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded?  he  was  wont  to  cooie 
home  wounded  i 

Fir.  Oh  no,  no,  no.  * 

FoU  Oh,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  Gods  for>« 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  he  be  not  too  much;  brings  a  Vi"* 
dory  in  his  Pocket?  the  Wounds  become  him. 

FoL  On's  Brows ;  MeneniHs^  he  comes  the  third  time 
home  with  the  Oaken  Garland. 

Mepu  Has  he  difciplin'd  jlufidius  foundly? 

FoU  Titm  Ldriims  writes,  they  fought  together^  bat  jit' 
fidims  got  offf 

Aieu.  J^t\A  'twas  time  for  him  too.  Til  Warrant  him  that; 
and  he  had  (laid  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been  (b  fiddiou- 
fed  for  all  the  Chcfls  in  Coriolns,  and  the  Gold  that's  in  them. 
Is  the  Senate  poffcft  of  this  ? 

f^oL  Good  Ladies,  let's  go.  Yes,  yes,  yes :  The  Senate 
has  Letters  from  the  General,  wherein  he  gives  my  Son  the 
whole  Name  of  the  War,  he  hath  in  this  Adion  out-done 
his  former  Deeds  doubly. 

Fal.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  fpokeof  him. 

McM.  Wondrous !  Ay,  I  warrant  you»  and  not  without 
his  true  Purchafing. 

Ftr.  The  Gods  grant  them  true. 

FoL  True  ?  pow  waw. 

Men.  True  /  Til  be  fworn  they  are  true,  where  is  he 
wounded,  God  fave  your  good  Wor(hips  ?  Mdrtim  is  co- 
ming home ;  he  has  more  caufe  to  be  proud :  Where  i$  he 
wounded? 
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Fol.  VtW  shoulder,  and  VtW  left  Arm,  there  wUl  be 
large  Cicatrices  to  (hew  the  People,  when  he  ihall  ftand  for 
his  place;  he  received  in  the  Repulfeof  Tarqmin  feven  hurts 
i'lh'  Body. 

Men.  One  i'th'  Neck,  and  two  i'th*  Thigh  j  there's  nine 
that  I  know. 

Fhl.  He  had,  before  his  laft  Expedition,  twenty  five 
Wotuids  upon  him. 

Me9t.  Now  it's  twenty  feven,  every  ga(h  was  an  Ene- 
my's Grave.     Hark,  the  Trumpets,   [ji  Shorn  imd  Flomrijb. 

f^oL  Thefe  are  the  Ulhers  of  Afanims; 
Before  him  he  carries  Noife, 
And  behind  him  he  leaves  Teari : 
Death,  chat  dark  Spirit,  in's  nervy  Arm  doth  Iye» 
Which  being  advanced,  declines,  and  then  Men  dye. 

j4  Sonnet.  Trumpets  found.  Enter  Cominitts  the  General^  and 
Titus  Lartius  ;  between  them  Coriolanus,  crewn'd  with  dn 
Oaken  Giftlandy  with  Caf  tains  and  Soldiers,  and  a  Herald. 

Her.  Know,  Rome^  that  all  alone  Martins  did  fight 
Within  Coriolus  Gates,  where  he  hath  won. 
With  Fame,  a  Name  to  Caius  Martins. 
Thefe  in  Honour  follows,  Caius  Martins^  Coriolanus. 
Welcome  to  Rome^  renowned  Coriolanus. 

[Sound.         Flourijb. 

AIL  Welcome  to  Rome^  renowned  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  No  more  of  this«  it  does  offend  my  Heart ;  pray 
DOW  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  Sir,  your  Mother. 

Cor.  Oh  [  you  have,  I  know,  petition*d  all  the  Gods  for 
my  Profpcrity.  [Kuals. 

KoU  Nay,  my  good  Soldier,  up: 
My  gentle  Martins^  worthy  Caius^ 
And  by  dced-atchieving  Honour  newly  nam*d» 
What  is  it,  Coriolanus,  muft  I  call  thee  { 
But  oh,  thy  Wife, 

Cvr.  My  gracious  filence,  hail : 
Would'ft  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  come  co£Gio*d  homCy 
That  weep'ft  to  fee  me  Triumph  ?  Ah,  my  Dear, 
Such  Eyes  the  Widows  in  Cori^lm  weart 
And  Mothers  that  lack  Sons. 
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Men.  Now  the  Gods  crown  thee. 

Com.  And  live  you  yet  ?  Oh  my  fwcet  Lady,  pardon. 

VoL  I  know  not  where  to  turn. 
Oh  welcome  home;  and  welcome  General^ 
And  y^are  welcome  all. 

Men.  A  hundred  thoufand  welcomes : 
I  could  weep,  and  I  could  laugh, 
I  am  light  and  heavy ;  welcome : 
A  Curk  begin  at  the  verv  root  on*s  Heart 
That  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee. 
You  are  three  that  Rome  (hould  dote  on  : 
Yet  by  the  Faith  of  Men,  we  have 
Some  old  Crab-trees  here  at  home, 
That  will  not  be  grafted  to  your  Reliih* 
Yet  welcome  Warriors ; 
We  call  a  Nettle,  but  a  Nettle, 
And  the  fauks  of  Fools,  but  Folly. 

Com.  Ever  right.  .      -^ 

Cor.  Mcncniusy  ever,  ever. 

Her.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 

Cor*  Your  Hand*  and  yours. 
£*er  in  our  own  Houfe  I  do  (hade  my  Head, 
The  good  Patricians  muft  be  vifited. 
From  whom  I  have  received  not  only  Greetings, 
But  with  them,  change  of  Honours. 

Fol.  I  have  lived, 
To  fee  inherited  my  very  Wifhes, 
And  the  Buildings  of  my  Fancy  f 
Only  there's  one  thing  wanting. 
Which,  I  doubt  not  but  our  Rome 
Will  caft  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  Mother, 
I  had  rather  be  their  Servant  in  my  way^ 
Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol,  [Flomrijh:  C^rmfs. 

[Exennt  in  Static  as  bcfirt. 
Enter  Brutus  and  Sicinius. 

Bru.  All  Tongues  fpeak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  fights 
Are  fpedacled  to  fee  him.    Your  pratling  Nurfc 
Into  a  Rapture  lets  her  Baby  cry. 
While  (he  chats  him :  The  Kitchin  Maukin  pins 

Her 
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Her  richeft  Loclaram  'bout  her  reechy  Neck, 

Clambrtng  the  Walls  to  eye  him; 

Sulls,  Bulks,  Windows,  are  fmother'd  up. 

Leads  filN,  and  Ridges  hors'd 

With  variable  Complexions  ;  all  agreeing 

In  earneftnefs  to  fee  him  :  Seld-(hown  Flamins 

Do  prefs  among  the  popular  Throngs,  and  pufiF 

To  win  a  vulgar  Station ;  our  veil'd  Dames 

Conunit  the  War  of  White  and  Damask 

In  their  nicely  gawded  Cheeks,  to  th'  wanton  Spoil 

Of  Phmhm  burning  KifTes;  fuch  a  pother. 

As  if  that*  whatfoever,  God,  who  leads  hifflj 

Were  flily  crept  into  his  human  Powen, 

And  gave  him  graceful  pofture. 

Sic.  On  the  fudden,  I  warrant  him  Conful. 

Bru.  Then  our  Office  may,  during  his  Power,  go  fleep* 

Sic.  He  cannot  temp'rately  tranfport  his  Honours, 
From  where  he  (hould  begin  and  end,  but  will 
Lofe  thofe  he  hath  won. 

Bru.  In  that  there's  Comfort. 

Sic.  Doubt  not. 
The  Commoners,  for  whom  we  ftand,  but  they 
Upon  their  ancient  Malice,  will  forget. 
With  the  leaft  Caufe,  thefe  his  new  Honours; 
Which  that  he  will  give  them*  make  I  as  Httle  quefiion 
As  he  is  proud  to  doV. 

Bru.  I  heard  him  fwear 
Were  he  to  ftand  for  ConfuL  never  would  he 
Appear  i'th'  Market-place,  oor  on  him  put 
The  Napkfs  Vefture  of  humility. 
Nor  ihewing,  as  the  manner  is,  his  Wounds 
To  th'  People,  beg  their  ftinking  Breaths* 

Sic.  *Tis  right. 

Bru.  It  was  his  word : 
Oh  he  would  mifs  it,  rather  than  cany  it. 
But  by  the  fuitof  the  Gentry  to  him, 
And  the  defire  of  the  Nobles. 

Sic.  I  wifli  no  bettei;  thaa  have  him  hoU  tint  pOfpof^ 
tlid  to  put  it  in  Execution. 

Bri$.  'Tis  moft  like  he  will 


And  <UiproiK«ipi^««jr,rflf)jnflBi,,fl^^ 

In  hiumn  A^,.Wft,S"P*f*7»  ■  V"w"^i'f'-;"*-I 
Of  no  more  Soul  aor  ntatn  for  theWorld*  ^ 
Than  Camels  in  their  War,  who  ,have  tl^  Proriiiaf 
Only  for  bearing  Burthens,  and  fote  Bbwi, 
For  finking  under  [hem.  .  ^  ,    .j 

i«.  Thii,  as  yoii  fay,  fuggefled,       <        ,ij.^  ■' . 
At  fome  time,  when  his  foaring  Infolnice  .-. ,  ^ 
Shall  teach  the  fepple;  ^^^^  '^^  ^'^  oot  ^VN^  - 
If  he  be  put  i^on^i^' ai^  tbat^  81  ,e«^^ 
As  to  (et  Do^  on  'Shetp;  well  ^'j^,§ 
To  kindle  their  dry  Stubble;,  aoip.t^eir  I 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever.  ■•    '  ■  ■  ■    - 

Eitter  a  Mejfengtr, 

Brm,  What's  the  Matter  f 

Mff,  You  are  fent  for  to  the  CapitoJ : 
*Tii  thought  that  Martim^iW  be  Conru]: 
I  havefeen  the  dumb  Men  throng  to  fee  him. 
And  the  blind  to  hear  him  Tpeak;  Matrons  flung  Glovei 
Ladies  and  Maids  their  Scarfs  and  Handkerchiefs, 
Upon  him,  as  he  pafs'd;  the  Nobles  bended  i 

As  to  ypvc'i  Statue,  and  the  Commons  made 
A  Shower  and  Thunder,  with  their  Caps  and  Shouts 
I  never  faw  the  like,  ,..-..<  ,r^ 

fnv,  Let*s  to  the  Ctpitol,  .    »,..,  v      .-.    ,j 

And  cairy  with  us  Ears  and  E  jes  for  th'  tiis^ 

Tint  MmpM  (nir  fK*  Pomi* 
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1.  Of.  That's  a  brave  Fellow,  but  he's  vengeance  proud, 
ind  loves  not  the  Common  People. 

2.  Of.  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  Men  that  have 
flitter'd  the  People,  wha  ne'er  lov'd  them,  and  there  be 
many  thatthey  have  loved,  they  know  not  wherefore;  fo  that 
if  they  love  they  know  not  why,  they  hate  upon  no  better 
ft  Ground.  Therefore,  for  C»r/a/i(tii*j  neither  to  Care  whe- 
ther they  love,  or  hate  him,  manifefts  the  true  Knowledge  he 
has  in  cr.eir  DirpoHlion,  and  out  of  his  noble  CarelefTnefs  lets 
them  plainly  fee'r. 

1.  O/.  If  hedid  not  carewhetherhchid  their  lovcorno, 
ke  waved  indifferently,  'tWixt  doing  them  neither  Good, 
nor  Harm:  Bit  he  f^cbs  iheir  Hmc  with  greater  Devotion, 
chin  they  can  render  it  him ;  :ind  leaves  nothing  undone,  that 
miy  fully  difcovcr  him  their  Opp^fitr.  Now  to  feem  t9 
afficA  the  Malice  andDifpleafure  of  the  People,  is  as  bad  as 
thjt  which  he  dinikcs.  to  flatter  them  for  theirlove. 

2.  Of.  He  hith  deferv'd  worthily  of  his  Country:  And 
his  Afcent  is  not  by  fuch  eafie  Degrees  as  thofe,  who  have 
been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  People,  Bonnetted,  with- 
out  any  further  Deed,  to  have  them  at  all  into  their  Efti- 
m^tion  and  Kepori:  But  h^  hath  fo  planted  his  Honours  in 
their  Eyes,  and  his  A£lions  in  their  Hearts,  that  for  their 
Tongues  to  be  filent,  and  not  confefs  fo  much,  were  a 
kind  of  ingrateftil  Injury;  to  report  otherwife,  were  a 
Malice,  that  giving  it  felf  the  Lie,  would  pluck  Reproof 
and  Rebuke  from  ev'ry  Ear  that  heard  it. 

1.  Of.  No  mo;e  of  him,  he  is  a  worthy  Man :  Make 
way.  they  arc  coming. 

A  Soiuttt.     Enter  the  PatriciMm,  dnd  the  TrikuHtt  of  thePeo- 
pie,  LiSort  before  them;  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Comini- 
us  the  Crnfitl:    Sicinius  ami  Brutus  take  their  Pldcet  hj 
themfelves. 
Men.  Having  determin'd  of  the  fil/ciet. 

And  to  fend  for  TitMs  Ldriimsi  it  remains. 

As  the  main  Point  of  this  our  after-meetiog^ 

To  gratifie  hii  noble  Service,  that  bath 

Thus  flood  for  his  Country.    Therefore,  pleafe  youf 

Moft  Reverend  tnd  Grave  Elden.  to  dcGrc 

The  {vefent  ConTuJi  and  lift  General, 
VoL  IV.  D  d  IB 


1 


J  5)  5  S  Coriolanusp 

In  onr  well-found  Succcffe?,  to  report 

A  liitlc  of  that  worthy  Work  perferm'd 

By  Cams  Martins  Coriplanus;  whom 

We  met  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 

With  Honours  like  himfelf.  ^ 

I  Se».  Speak,  good  Cominims : 
Lea^e  nothing  out  for  Lngth»  and  make  us  think 
K  ^^licr  our  State's  defeftive  for  Requital, 
Than  we  to  ftretch  it  out.    Mafters  o*  th'  People, 
Wc  do  rcqueft  your  kindeft  Ear,  and  after« 
Your  loving  Motion  toward  the  common  Body, 
To  yield  what  paifes  here. 

Sc^  We  are  convented  upon  a  pleafing  Treaty,  and 
have  Hearts  inclinable  to  Honour,  and  advance  the  Theim 
of  our  AflTembly. 

Br$i.  Which  the  rather  we  (hall  be  bleft  to  do,  if  he  re- 
member  a  kinder  Value  of  the  People,  than  he  hath  hither- 
to pr;2*d  them  ar. 

Men.  That's  oflF,  that'^s  off:  I  wou'd  you  rather  had  been 
/jJent :  Pleafe  you  to  hear  Cominms  fpeak/ 

Bra.  Moft  willingly :  But  yet  my  Caution  was  more  par-, 
fhent  than  the  Rebuke  you  give  it. 

A<fe}f.  He  loves  your  People,  but  tye  hioa  not  to  hf  their 
Dcdfellow:  \M oilhy  Cominius^  fpeak. 

LCoriolanus  rifis^  and  offers  to  go  rfiwjf. 
Niv,  keep  your  Place. 

I  Sen.  Sir  Coriolanns,  never  (hame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor,  Your  Honour's  Pardon: 
I  lud  rather  lia^  e  my  Wounds  to  heal  again* 
Than  hear  fay  hiw  I  got  them. 

7)V/i,  Sir,  I  hope  my  Words  dif-bench*d  you  not? 

Cor.  No,  Sir;  yet  ofr, 
Wh.n  Biovvs  have  made  me  ftay,  I  fled  from  Words. 
You  footh'd  nor,  therefore  hurt  not:  But  your  People^ 
1  I  vc  tluni  as  they  weigh 

y;  en.  Pray  now,  fit  down.  , 

Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  Head  i'th'  Sui^ 
When  the  Alarum  were  ftruck,  than  idly  fit 
To  hear  my  Nothings  monfter'd  [£xi>.  CoiioltfNis. 

Mm. 
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Me.  Matters  of  the  People, 
Your  multiplying  Spawn  how  can  he  flatter. 
That's  thoufand  to  one  good  one?  when  you  now   fee 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  Limbs  for  Honouff 
Than  one  of 's  Ears  to  hear  it.     Proceed,  Cominius. 
Com.  Iftiall  lack  Voice:  The  Deeds  of  CwVAwiri 
Should  not  be  uttered  feebly.  It  is  held 
That  Valour  is  the  chicfcft  Virtue,  and 
Moft  dignifies  the  Haver:  If  it  be, 
The  Man  I  fpcak  of  cannot  in  the  AVorld 
Be  fingly  counrer-pois'd.     At  fixtecn  Yej^rs, 
When  Tartpiin  made  a  Head  for  Rome^  he  fought 
Beyond  the  Mark  of  others:  Our  then  Dictator, 
Whom  with  all  Praife  I  point  at,  faw  him  fight, 
When  with  his  Amaz^oman  Chin  he  drove 
The  bridled  Lips  before  him:  He  bedrid 
An  o'er-preft  ^fl;w4«,  and  i't^'Conful's  view 
Slew  three  Oppofers:  Tarquin^s  fclf  he  met, 
And  ftruck  him  on  his  K  ec:  In  that  Day's  Feats, 
When  he  might  aft  the  Woman  in  the  Scene, 
He  prov*<l  beft  Man  i*ch'  Field,  and  for  his  Meed 
Wftf  Brow-bound  with  the  Oak.    His  Pupil-age 
Man-enter'd  thus,  he  waited  like  a  Sea, 
And  in  the  Brunt  of  fcventecn  Battels  Hnce, 
He  lurcht  all  Swords  o'th'  Garlanc^   For  this  lad, 
Before,  and  in  Coriolusy  let  me  fay 
I  cannot  fpeak  him  home:  He  ftopt  the  Fliers, 
And  by  his  rare  Example,  made  the  Coward 
Turn  Terror  into  Sport :  As  Waves  before 
A  Vcflcl  under  Sail,  fo  Men  obeyed. 
And  fell  below  his  Stem :  His  Sword  (Deaths  Stamp) 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  from  Face  to  Foot: 
He  was  a  thing  of  Blood,  whofe  every  Mocion 
Was  trimm*d  with  dying  Cries:  Alone  he  entred 
The  mortal  Gate  o'tii'  City,  which  he  painted 
With  Ihunlefs  Defamy :  Aidlefs  came  ofl^ 
And  with  a  fuddcn  Re-enforcement  ft  ruck 
Cofiolasj  like  a  Planer.  Nor  all's  this; 
For  by  and  by  the  Din  of  War  *gan  pierce 
HisTleady  Senfe,  when  ftreight  his  doubled  Spirit 
*^      lickn'd  what  in  Flcfli  was  fatigate, 
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And  CO  the  Battel  came  he;  vchere  he  did 
Run  reeking  o*er  the  Lives  of  Men,  as  if 
•  Twerc  a  Perpetual  Spoil;  and  *till  we  calFd 
B  »th  Field  and  City  ours,  he  never  flood 
l^o  eafe  bis  Breaft  with  panting. 

Afen.  Worthy  Man! 

I  Scft.  He  cannot  but  with  meafur."  fit  the  HonouFS 
Which  we  devife  him. 

Com.  Our  Spoils  he  kick'd  at, 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  Muck  o'ch'  World :  He  covets  lefs 
Than  Mifery  it  felf  would  give,  rewards  his  Deeds 
With  doine  them,  and  is  content 
To  fpend  nis  Time  to  end  ir. 

Meff.  He*s  right  Noble,  let  him  be  cali'd  for. 

Sen.  Cz\l  Coriolanus. 

Of.  He  doth  appear. 

Enter  Coriolanus. 

Afen.  The  Senate,  Coriolanus^  are  well  picas'd  to  make  thee 
Conful. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  flill  my  Life,  and  Services. 

Meu.  It  then  remains  that  you  do  fpeak  to  the  Fh>- 
plf. 

Cor.  I  do  bcftCch  you. 
Let  me  o'erlcap  that  Cuftom ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  Gown,  (land  naked,  and  entreat  them 
For  my  Wounds  fake,  to  give  their  Suffrages: 
M.afeyou  that  I  may  pafs  this  doing. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  People  muft  have  their  Voices* 
Neither  will  they  Bate  one  jot  of  Ceremony. 

Men.  Put  th(m  not  to't: 
Pray  you  go  fit  you  to  the  Cuftom, 
And  take  to  you,  as  your  Predeceflbrs  have. 
Your  Honour  with  your  Form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  Part  that  I  fhall  blufti  in  Ading, 
And  might  well  be  taken  from  the  People. 

Bru.  Mark  you  that. 

Cor.  To  brag  unto  them,  thus  I  did,  and  thus. 
Shew  them  th'  unaking  Scars,  which  I  would  hide. 
As  if  I  had  received  them  for  the  Hire 
Of  their  Breath  only. 

Men* 
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Mtn.  Do  not  (land  upon't: 
Werecommehd  to  you,  Tribunes  of  the  People, 
Our  purpofe  to  thetti,  and  to  our  noble  Confui 
Wilh  we  all  Joy  and  Honour. 

Sen.  To  C^r/W^/wi  come  all  Joy  and  Honour. 

[Fhurifb  Cornets.  Titen  Exwnt. 
Manent  Sicinius  Mnd  Brutus. 

Brm.  You  fee  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  People. 

Sic.  May  tfiey  perceive*s  Intent :  He  will  require  them 
As  if  he  did  contemn,  what  he  requefted. 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  Come,  >ve')l  inform  them 
Of  our  proceedings  here  on  th*  Market*phce» 
I  know  they  do  attend  us.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  feven  §r  right  QtMns. 

•    1  Cit.  Once  if  he  do  require  our  Voices,  wc  ought  not 
to  deny  him. 

2  Cit.  We  may,  Sir,  if  we  will. 

v>*  5  Pf*  ^^  ^^^  power  in  our  felvesto  do  it,  but  it  \s  a 
power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do:  For,  if  he  (hew  us  his 
Wounds^  and  tell  us  his  Deeds,  we  are  to  put  our  Tongues 

.  iqto.,Uiofe  Wounds,  and  fpeak  for  them:  So,  if  he  tells  us 
his  noble  Deeds,  we  muft  alio  tell  him  of  our  noble  Accep-< 
tance  of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monftrous,  and  for  the  Muf* 
titude  to  be  ingratef  ul,  were  to  make  a  Monfter  of  the  Mul- 
titude; of  the  which,  we  being  Members,  fliould  bring  our 
felves  to  be  monftrous  Members. 

I  Qt.  And  to  make  m  no  better  thought  of,  a  little  help 
will  ferve:  For  one?  when  we  ftood  up  about  the  Corn, 
he  himfelf  ftuck  not  to  call  us  the  many-headed  Multitude. 

1  Gt.  We  have  been  caird  fo  of  many,  not  that  our  Heads 
are  fome  Brown,  fome  Black,  fome  Auburn»  (bme  Bald; 
but  that  our  Wits  are  fo  diverfly  Coloured;  and  truly,  I 
think,  if  all  our  Wits  were  to  iflue  out  of  one  Scull,  they 
would  five  Eaft,  Weft,  Nonh,  South,  and  their  Confent 
6f  one  aired  Way,  would  be  at  once  to  all  Points  o'lh* 
Compafs. 

2  Cit.  Think  you  fo?  Which  Way  do  you  judge  my 
Wi$  would  flye  ? 
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3  Cit.  Nay»  your  Wit  >irijl  not  fo  ibon  out  as  icothcr 
Man's  willf  'tis  ftrongly  wcdg'd  up  in  a  Block-head:  But 
if  it  were  at  Liberty,   'twould  fure  Southward. 

i  G>,  Why  that  way  ? 

3  Cit.  To  lofe  it  felf  in  a  t^og,  where  being  three  pvts 
milted  away  with  rorten  Dews,  the  fourth  wouU  return 
for  Confcience  fake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  Wife. 

2  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  Tricks^'  you  may, 
y0U  may.— — 

3  Cit.  Are  you  all  refolved  to  give  your  Voices?  Bm 
that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it,  I  (ay.  If  he 
would  incline  to  the  People,  there  was  never  a  worthier  Man. 

Enter  Coriolanus  in  a  Gmm  of  HnmUitj^  isnib  Meaeniiis. 
Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  Gown  of  Humility,  mark  lyi. 
behaviour :  We  are  not  to  ftay  all  together,  but  to  come  faj 
him  where  he  ftand^,  by  ones,  by  twos,  and  by  threei 
He's  to  make  his  requefls  by  Particulars,  where  every  one 
of  us  has  a  Hngle  Honour,  in  giving  hind  our  own  Voices 
with  our  own  Tongues :  therefore  follow  me,  and  Pil  diiid 
you   how  you  fhall  go  by  him. 

jIU.  Cr)ntenr,  content.  [^Exemtt. 

Mm.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  not  right;  have  you  not  knowd 
The  worthieft  Men  have  done't? 

Cqt.  What  muft  I  fay,  I  pray.  Sir  ? 
Plague  upon'r,  I  cannot  bring 

My  Tongue  to  fuch  a  pace.  Look,  Sir——  my  Wounds—^ 
I  got  them  in  my  Country's  Service,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  Brethren  roar'd,  and  rafi 
From  the  noife  of  our  own  Drums. 

Men^  Oh  me  the  Gods !  you  muft  not  fpcak  of  that* 
You  muft  de(ire  them  to  think  upon  you. 

C^r.  Think  upon  me?  Hang  *em. 

I  wou'd  they  wou'd  forget  mc,  like  the  Virtues 
Which  our  Divines  lofe  by  *em. 

Mm.  You'll  mar  all. 
I'll  leave  you :  Pray  you  fpcak  to  *em,  I  pray  you, 

I I  wh  )lefome  manner.  [Exk. 

Enter  two  of  the  Otiz^ens. 
Cor.  Bid  them  waQi  their  Faces, 

And  keep  th^ir  Teeth  ckan Si,  here  comes  a  braces 

You  know  the  Caufe,  Sirs,  of  my  ftandiTig  here. 

I  Cit. 
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1  Cii.  We  do,  Sir;  tell  us  what  bath  brought  you  to't. 
Or.  Mine  own  Deferr* 

2  G>.  Your  own  Dcfert  ? 
Cor.  Av»  not  mine  own  Defire. 

I  C/>«  How,  not  your  own  Dtfire  f 

Cor.  No,  Sir,  'twas  never  my  deiirc  yet  .to  trouble  the 
Poor  with  Begging. 

I  Gf.  You  muft  think,  if  we  give  you  any  thin^,  we  hope 
to  gam  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then  I  pray>  your  Price  o'th'  Coafulfhip? 

I  Gt.  The  Price  is,  to  ask  it  kindly. 

Cor.  Kindly,  Sir,  I  pray  let  me  hi't :  I  have  Wounds  to 
(hew  you,  which  (hall  be  yours  in  private:  Your  good  Voice, 
Sir ;  what  fay  you  ? 

z  Gt.  You  (hall  ha'r»  worthy  Sir. 

Cor.  A  Match,  Sir;  there's  in  all  two  worthy  Voices 
begg'd  :  I  have  your  Alms,  Adieu. 

1  Gt.  But  this  is  fomething  odd. 

2  Gt.  And  'twere  to  give  again: But  'tis  no  matter. 

[Exemnt. 
Enter  two  othor  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  m-y  ftand  with  the  tunc  of  your 
Voices,  that  I  may  be  Conful,  I  have  here  the  cuftcmtry 
Gown. 

I  Ci>.  You  have  defcrved  Nobly  of  your  Country,  and  you 
have  not  deferved  Nobly. 

Gr.  Your  ^Enigma  ? 

iCit.  You  have  been  a  Scourge  to  her  Enemies;  you  have 
been  a  Rod  to  her  Friends  ;  you  have  not  indeed  loved  the 
Common  People. 

Cor.  You  (hould  account  me  the  more  Virtuous,  that  I 
have  not  been  common  in  my  Love ;  I  will.  Sir,  flatter  my 
fworn  Brother,  thf  People,  to  earn  a  dearer  eftimation  of  them, 
'tis  a  condition  they  account  gentle  :  And  fince  the  wirdom 
of  their  Choice,  is  rather  to  have  my  Hat,  than  my  Heart,  I 
will  pradife  the  inHnuating  Nod,and  be  o£F  to  them  moft  coun* 
terfettly ;  that  is.  Sir,  I  will  counterfeit  the  bewitchment 
of  feme  popular  Man,  and  give  it  bountiful  to  the  defireis: 
Therefore,  befeech  you  I  may  be  Conful. 

iCit.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  Friend;  and  therefore  give 
you  our  Voices  heartily. 
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I  Ciu  You  have  received  many  Wounds,  fcHPWOtiQcmii- 

try.  '  '• '■    ^^ 

Car.  I  will  not  feal  your  Knowledge  with  fliewfiig  thdn. 
I  will  make  much  of  your  Voices,  and  fo  cfouble  yoi^  no 
further. 

Both.  The  Gods  give  you  Joy,  Sir,  heartilv.    '    [^ExeMMt. 

Cor.  Moft  fwect  Voices • 

Better  it  is  to  die,    better  to  ftarve,  / 

Than  crave  the  Hire,  which  firft  we  do  deferve. 
Why  in  this  Woolviih  Gown  (hould  I  (land  herc^.  > 
To  beg  of  Holf  and  Z>/^  that  do  Kppear, 
Their  needlefs  Voucher  ?  Cuftom  calls  me  to'c  — ^  : 
What  Cuftom  wills  in  all  things,  ihould  we  do't  i 
The  Duft  on  antique  Time  would  lye  unfwepr. 
And  mountainous  Error  be  too  highly  heapr. 
For  Truth  to  o'cr-peer.     Rather  thaafoql  it  fo^    f 
Let  the  high  Office  and  the  Honour  go».  .  ' 

To  one  that  would  do  thus.  I  am  halfthrough*  *  ^^^ 

The  one  pare  fuffer'd,  the  other  wiH  I  do. 

EMter  ihric  Citizens  man. 
Here  come  more  Voices. 

Your  Voices— "  For  your  Voices  I  *have  fougbf , 
Watch*d  for  your  Voices ;  for  your  Voices,  bear 
Of  Wounds,  two  dozen  and  odd  :  Battels,  thrice 
I  have  feen,  and  heard  of:  For  your  Voices* 
Have  done  many  things,  fome  lefs,  fome  more  : 
Your  Voices : For  indeed  I  would  be  ConfuL 

1  Gt.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without  any 
honeft  Man's  Voice. 

2  Gt.  Therefore  let  him  be  Conful :  The  Gods  give  htm 
Joy,  and  make  him  a  good  Friend  to  the  People* 

jIU.  Amen,  Amen.  God  fave  thec,Noble  Confah[£xeMf. 

Cor.  Worthy  Voices 

Eftter  Meneniuss  with  Brutus,  ^W  Sicinius. 

Afcft.  You  have  ftood  your  Limitation  : 
And  the  Tribunes  endue  you  with  the  Peoples  Voice* 
Remains,  that  in  th'  Official  Marks  invefled. 
You  anon  do  meet  the  Senate. 

Or.  Is  this  done  { 

Sic.  The  Cuftom  of  Requeft  you  have  difchai^'d: 
The  People  do  admit  youj  and  are  fummoo'd 

To 


C<»:iolanus.  1945 

Toiileetino»\ip6n  your  Approbation 

Cor.  Where?  at  the  Senate-hou(e? 
.   Sic.  Tbere»  Cari^Ufpib, 
1   Cor.  May  I  change  thefe  Gumtrdt  ?      ' 

Sic.  You  may.  Sir. 

Cor.  That  FU  (Irak  do :  And  koowiog   my  felf  again. 
Repair  to  th'  Senate- Houfe* 

Men.  I'll  keep  you  company*    Will  you  along? 
.  Bru.  We  ftay  here  for  the  Peopitf« 

Sic.  FarewdU  <  [Excmtft  CbrioL  dnd  Men. 

He  has  it  now,  and  by  his  Looks,  .med^aks 
'Tis  wa«n  at's  Heart.}  J. 

Bru.  With  a  proud  Heart  he  woec  his  humbk  Weeds : 
Will  you  difinifsthe  People  \      <>i 

.Enter  the-PUhiansi  . 

iSiV.  Hov  now,  my  Mafters,  have  you  chofe  this  Man  ? 

1  Cit.  He  has  our  Voices,  Sir. 

Bru.  We  pray  the  Gods  he  may  deftrve  your  Loves.  , 

2  Cit.  Amen,  Sir  :  To  my  poor  unworthy  noticet 
He  mock'd  us,  when  ho  begg'd  our  Voices. 

3  Cit.  Certainly  he  flouted  us  dowo-righr, 

I  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  Speech,  he  did  not  mock  us» 

%  Gt.  Not  one  amongft  us,  fave  your  felf,  but  (ays 
He  us'd  us  fcomfully :  He  fliou'd  have  fliew'd  u% 
His  Marks  of  Merit,  Wounds  received  fof*s  Country. 

Sic.  Why  fo  he  didt  I  am  fure* 

jiU.  No,  00;  no  Man  faw  'em. 
.     ;  Gt.  He  faid  he  bad  Wounds, 
Which  he  could  fhew  in  private  : 
And  with  his  Hat,  thus  waving  it  in  Scorn, 
I  would  be  ConfuS,  (ays  he:  Aged  Cuftom, 
But  by  your  Voices,  will  not  (b  permit  me ; 
Your  Voices  therefore :  When  we  granted  that. 
Here  was—  I  thank  you  for  your  Voices—  thank  you— 
Your  moft  fweet  Voices— Now  you  have  left  your  V<Mces, 
I  have  nothing  funher  with  you.    Was  not  thil  Mixkery? 

Sic.  Wh]^,  either  were  you  ignorant  to  fee'ti 
Or  feeing  it  of  fuch  childifii  FriendIine(St 
To  yield  your  Voices  ? 

Bri$.  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 
As  you  were  le(roo'd ;  when  he  had  no  Power. 
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Bit  was  a  petty  Servant  to  the  State, 

He  was  your  Enemy,  ever  fpake  againft 

Your  Liberties,  and  the  Charters  that  you  bear 

I'th*  Body  of  the  Weal :  And  now  arriving 

At  place  of  Potency,  and  fway  o^ch*  State^ 

If  he  fhould  ftill  malignantly  remain 

Faft  Foe  to  th*  Plebeians,  your  Voices  might 

Be  Curfes  to  your  felycs.     You  (hould  havefaidji 

That  as  his  worthy  Deeds  did  claim  no  lefs 

Than  what  he  flood  for;  fo  his  gracious  Natcirp 

Would  think  upon  you  for  your  Voices^  and 

TranHate  his  Malice  towards  you«  into  Love. 

Standing  your  friendly  Lord. 

Sic.  Thus  to  have  faid. 
As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  touched  his  Spirit, 
And  try'd  his  Inclinacion  ;  from  him  pluckt. 
Either  his  gracious  Promife,  which  you  mighty 
As  caufehad  cah'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to  ; 
Or  elfe  it  would  have  gall'd  his  furly  Nature  5 
Which  eafily  endures  not  Article, 
Tying  him  to  ought;  fo  putting  him  to  Kage» 
You  fliould  have  ta'en  th'  advantage  of  his  ChoIer> 
And  pafs'd  him  uneleded. 

Brti.  Did  you  perceive, 
He  did  follicit  you  in  free  Conrempr, 
When  he  did  need  yonr  Lovts?   And  do  you  think 
That  his  Contempt  fliall  not  be  bruifing  to  you. 
When  he  harh  power  to  crufh  ?  Why  had  your  Bodies 
No  Heart  among  you  f  Or  had  you  Tongues,to  cry 
Againft  the  ReftorQiip  of  Judgment? 

Sic.  Have  you,  e'er  now,  deny'd  the  Asker  ; 
And,  now  again  of  him  that  did  not  ask,  but  mocW 
Beftow  your  fu'd-for  Tongues  ? 

3   Cit.  He's  not  confirmed,  we  may  deny  him  y«t. 

1  Cit.  And  will  deny  him  : 
I'll  have  five  hundred  Voices  of  that  Sound. 

I  Qt.  Ay,twice  five  hundred,  and  their  Friends  to  piece 'effi« 

Bra.  Get  you  hence  inftantly,  and  tell  thofe  Friends^ 
They  have  chofe  a  Conful  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  Liberties   make  them  of  no  more  Voice 
Than  Dogs,  tha:  are  as  often  beat  for  Barking, 
As  thci  eforc  kept  to  do  fo.  Sic. 
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Sic.  Let  them  aflfemble;  and  on  a  fa&r  Judgment 
All  revoke  your  ignorant  Eledion :  Enforce  his  Pride, 
And  his  old  Hate  unto  you ;  befides,  forgtt  noir> 
With  what  Contempt  be  wore  the  humble  Weed, 
How  in  his  Suit  he  (corned  you  :  But  your  Lo7e5> 
Thinking  upon  bis  Services,  took  from  you 
Th'  Apprehenfion  of  his  prefent  portance. 
Which  mod  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  fafhion 
After  the  inveterate  Hate  he  bears  you. 

Brt$.  Lay  a  hxAt  on  us»  your  Tribunes, 
That  we  laboured  (no  impediment  between^ 
But  that  you  muft  caft  your  Eledion  on  bim« 

Sic.  Say>  you  chofe  him,  more  after  our  Commandment, 
Than  as  guided  by  your  own  true  Affedions,  and  that 
Your  Minds>  pre«occupied  with  what  you  rather  muft  do, 
Than  what  you  fliould,  made  you  againft  the  grain 
To  \6yct  hira  CoofuL     Lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Bth.  Ay,  fpare  us  not :  Say,  we  read  Leftures  to  you. 
How  youngly  he  began  to  ferve  his  Country, 
How  long  continued,  and  what  Stock  he  fprings  cyf. 
The  Noble  Houfe  o'th'  Msrtuan ;  from  w  hence  came 
That  Ancm  Mdrtiusj  Nums's  Daughter's  Son, 
Who  after  great  Hpfiilius  here  was  Kmg ; 
Of  the  fame  Houfe  PuhliMS  and  Qmimtm  were. 
That  our  beft  Water  brought  by  Conduits  hither, 
Anda  nobly  nam'd  AiartiMS,  fo,  twice  being  Cenfor, 
Was  his  great  Anceftor. 

Sic.  One  thus  defcended. 
That  hath  befide  well  in  his  Perfon  wroughr. 
To  be  fet  high  in  Place,  we  did  commend 
To  vour  remembrances  ;  but  you  have  found, 
Scalmg  his  pref(mt  bearing  with  his  paft. 
That  he's  your  fixed  Enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  fudden  Approbation. 

BrM.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  don't, 
(Harp  on  that  ftill^  but  by  our  putting  on ; 
And  prefeotly,  when  yoa  have  drawn  your  Number, 
Repair  to  th' Capitol. 

.AIL  We  will  foialmoft  all  rq)ent  in  their  Eledion. 

[Exmm  fliieidm. 

Bru. 
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Brm.  Let  them  go  on  : 
This  Mutiny  were  better  put  in  hamd, ' 
Than  (by  pad  doubt  for  greater  t  '  *       , 

If,  as  his  Nature  is,  lie  fall  in  ra^e 
With  their  refufaly  both  obferve  and  anfwer  '--     ' 

The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

5ir.  To  th' Capitol,  come : 
We  will  be  there  before  the  ftream  o'th'  People :  v 

And  this  fhall  feem,  as  partly  *cis,  their  own. 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward*  [^Exemit. 


ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  Roqe. 

Corntts.    Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenia^  CominiuSf  Tims 

Lartius,  and  9ther  Semuors. 

Cor.  ^^^r^Urns  Aufidims  then  had  made  new  Head? 

X  Ljtrr.  lie  had>myLord»  and  that  it  was  which  aus'd 
Our  fwifter  Compofition. 

C#r.  So  then  the  y^lfcits  ftand  but  as  at  firft» 
Ready  when  time  (hall  prompt  chem,  to  makeRoad 
Upon's  again. 

Com.  They  are  worn*  Lord  Conful,  fo» 
That  we  (hall  hardly  in  our  Ages  fee 
Their  Banners  wave  again. 
Cor.  Saw  you  jiufidius  f 

Lart.  On  fafe-guard  he  came  to  me,  and  did  curie 
Againft  the  Fhlfeios,  for  they  had  (b  vilely 
Yielded  the  Town ;  he  is  retired  to  jintium. 
Cor.  Spoke  he  of  mc  ? 
Lart.  He  did,  my  Lord. 
Cor.  How!— what!— —. 
Lart.  How  often  he  had  met  you  Sword  to  Sword : 
That  of  all  things  upon  the  Earth  he  hated 
Your  Perfon  moft :  That  he  would  pawn  his  Fortunes 
To  hoplefs  Reftitution,  fo  he  might 
Be  call'd  your  VanquMien 
Cor%  At  Antium  lives  he? 
Lurt.  At  jimmm. 

Cor. 
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Cor.  I  wifh  I  had  a  caufe  to  feck  hiur  tliere» 
To  oppofe  his  Hatred  fully.    Welcome  home. 

Enter  Sicinius  smd  Brutus. 
Behold/  thefe  are  the  Tribunes  of  the  People, 
The  Toogues  o*th*  Common  Mouth,  I  do  defpife  them : 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  Authority, 
Againft  all  noble  Su£ferance« 

Sic.  Pafs  no  further. 

Ctr.  Hah! what  is  that?*  i 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  cogo  on— —*No  further* 

Cor*  What  makes  this  Change  ? 

Min.  The  Matter? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pafs^d  the  Nobles,  md  the  Comawnsi 

Brti.  ComimMSf  no« 

Cor.  Have  I  had  Childrens  Voices  ? 

ScHi  Tribunes,  give  way;  he  (ball  to  th*  Marketplace* 

Bru.  The  People  are  incens'd  agaioft  him. 

Sic.  Stop,  or  all  will  fall  in  Broil. 

Cer.  Are  thefe  your  Herd? 
Muft  thefe  have  Voices,  that  tan  yield  them  now. 
And  ftraight  difclaim  their  Tongues?  What  are  your  Offices? 
You  being  their  Mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  Teeth? 
Have  you  not  fet  them  on  ? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Car.  It  is  a  purposed  thing,  and  grows  by  Plot. 
To  curb  the  Will  of  the  Nobility : 
SufFer't,  and  live  with  fuch  as  cannot  Rule, 
Nor  ever  will  be  ruled. 

Bru.  CalFt  not  a  Plot : 
The  People  cry  you  mocked  them ;  and  of  late. 
When  Corn  was  given  them,  jp^dHs,  you  repin'd, 
Scandal'd  the  Suppliants  for  the  People,  calrd  them    ^ 
Time-pleafen,  Flatterers,  Foes  to  Nobknefi* 

Cor.  Why  this  was  known  before. 

BrM.  Not  to  them  all. 

Or.  Have  you  informed  them  fitfaeoce? 

Brtt.  How  I  I  mferm  them  { 

Com.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  Bafinelf. 

Brm.  Not  unlike,  each  way,  to  htttwt  fcm£ 

Cor.  Why  then  (hould  I  MCoofiili  By  yoQil  CloQdf 

-  -       "*   Let 
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Let  me  deferve  fe  ill  as  you,  and  nake  ime 
Your  fellow  Tribune* 

Sic.  You  (hew  too  much  of  thar» 
For  which  the  People  ftir;  if  you  will  pafs 
To  where  you  are  bounds  you  muft  enquire  your  way  ^ 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  Spirits 
Or  never  be  fo  Noble  as  a  Conful, 
Nor  yoak  with  him  for  Tribune. 

Men.  Lci's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  People  are  abus'd,  fet  on ;  this  paltrihg 
Becomes  not  Rome :  Nor  has  Carioldnms 
Dcferv'd  this  fo  diHionour'd  Rub,  laid  falfly 
I'tb*  plain  way  of  bis  Merit, 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  Corn  1  this  was  my  Speech, 
And  I  will  fpeak*t  again 

Meu.  Not  now,  not  now. 

Sen.  Not  in  this  Heat,  Sir,  now. 

Cor.  Now«  as  I  live,  I  will- 


My  Nobler  Friends,  I  crave  their  Pardons; 

For  the  mutable  raok^fcented  Many, 

Let  them  regard  me,  as  I  do  not  flatter. 

And  therein  behold  tbemfelves :  I  fay  again. 

In  foothing  them,  we  nourifh  *gainft  our  Senate 

The  Cockle  of  Rebellion,  Infolence,  Sedition, 

Which  we  our  felves  have  plow'd  for,  fow'd  and  fcatter'dj 

By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honour'd  Number, 

Who  lack  not  Virtue,  no,  nor  Power,  but  that 

Which  they  have  given  to  Beggars. 

Men.  Well,  no  more 

Sen.  No  more  Words,  we  befeech  you 

Cor.  How  I— —.no  more ! 
As  for  my  Country  I  have  ftied  my  Blood, 
Not  fearirg  outward  force  ;  fo  (hall  my  Lungs 
Coin  Words  'till  their  decay,  againft  thofeMeafles 
Which  we  difdain  fliould  Tetter  us,  yet  feck 
The  very  way  to  catch  tbem« 

BrM.  You  fpeak  o'r h'  People,  as  if  you  were  a  God 
To  puni(h,  not  a  Man  of  their  Infirmity. 

Sic.  'T  were  well,  we  let  the  People  know 't. 

JUin.  What,  what  I  his  Choler? 

Cor^ 
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C0r»  Choler!  were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  Sleepi 
By  Jovcj  'twould  be  my  Mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a  Mind  that  (I^all  remain  a  Poifoa 
Where  it  is,  not  poifon  any  further. 

C^r.  Shall  remaio  ? 
Hear  you  this  TrifoM  of  the  Minnoues  ?  Mark  you 
His  abfolute  Shall? 

Com.  *Twas  from  the  Canon. 

Cor.  Shall !-— O  God !— -but  moft  unvife Patricians;  why 
You  Grave,  but  wreaklefs  Senators,  have  you  thus    . 
Given  HjJrd  here  to  chufe  an  Officer, 
That  with  his  peremptory  Shall,  being  but 
The  Horn  and  Noife  o'th'  Monfters,  wants  not  Spirit 
To  fay,  he'll  turn  your  Current  in  a  Dirch, 
And  make  your  Channel  his?  If  he  have  Power, 
Then  vail  your  Ignorance :  If  non^,  awake 
Your  dangerous  Lenity :  If  you  are  Learned, 
Be  not  as  common  Fools ;  if  you  are  ooc. 
Let  them  have  Cuihions  by  you.     You  are  PUbeians, 
If  they  be  Senators  ;  and  they  are.no  Icfi^ 
When  both  your  Voices  blended ;  the  greateft  Tafte 
Moft  palates  theirs.*    They  chufe  their  Magiftrate^ 
And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  in  his  Shall, 
His  popular  Shall,  againfl  a  graver  Bench 
Than  ever  firown'd  in  Greta.    By  Jovt  himfelfy 
It  makes  the  Confuls  bafe ;  and  my  Saul  akes 
To  know  when  two  Authorities  are  up. 
Neither  Supream,  how  foon  Confufion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  th*  other. 

Otm.  Well— on  to  th*  Market-place. 

C^r.  Who  ever  gave  that  Counfel,  to  give  forth 
The  Com  o*ch'  Storehoufe,  gratis^  as  *twas  us'd 
Sometime  in  GrciCi  ■ 

Men.  WelU  well,  no  more  of  that. 

Cor.  Though  there  the  People  had  more  abfolute  Power; 
I  fay,  they  nouriih'd  Difobediencet  fed  the  ruin  of  the 
State. 

Bru.  Why  ihall  the  People  give,  - 
One  that  fpeaks  thus,  their  Voice  i 

Cer. 
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Cor.  ni  give  my  R^cafons,  .  .,.  i  ... 

More  worthy  than  their  Voices.  They  ^iibw  tlic^'\t<|f^"* 
Was  not  our  recommence,  refting  veil  aiflur'd  ^*r**^*  .'*'-V 
They  ne'er  did  Service  foft,  being  preft  to  tli'tfar;  . '  / 
Even  when  the  Navel  of  the  State  w^s  couch*d»'*  *  r'  ^'\ 
They  would  not  thred  the  Gates:  Thisjcindof  Senr|ce*'  , 
Did  not  defervc  Corn  gratis.     Being  iW  War,  j* 

Their  Mutinies  and  Revolts,  wherein  thjcy  ihewM      '.''***. 
Moft  Valour,  fpoke  not  for  them.    ^n^'AccufatiiiQ 

Which  they  have  often' made  ag^iif ft  tlfe^enate^ 
All  caufe  unborn^  could  never  beth^'^ative  ' 

Of  our  fo  frank  Donation.    Welly"  what  then  ? 
How  (hall  this  Borom^nfiultJ(>licd,"afgcft  '"         ^    - 

The  Senate's  courtcfi^*? '  Let  pecrfs  rictfrefi*'    '        '  '  '  ' 

What's  like  to  be  their  Word^^. We  c^cf Vcqucft  ie-^   y' " . 
We  are  the  greater  Poll,  and  fa  true  (eaf  "'^^  '^ 

They  gave  us  our  Demands.  —   Thus  .4ri5  dejbkfe  '  '^    *  " 
The  Nature  of  our  Seats>  apd.make  the.k3(^Ie         '      i    ' 
Call  our  Cares,  Fears ;  whiph  will  ib  f ijbe    .  ^ 
Break  open  the  Locks  o"th*  Setfafc/  ixA  bfiojf  ift  *  ''    v    ' ! 
The  Crows  to  peck  the  Eagles——    '^    '     J^      ';      <^  . 
ii/fir.  Come,  enough.  '"   ,.'1       %^  '  ■  "  ' 

Brn.  Enough*  with over-meafure/  /.'/'  \      '    '  . /,' 
Cw^.  No,  take  more.  ''  *  * 

What  may  be  fworn  by,  both  Divine  and  Human* 
Seal  what  I  end  withal.     This  double  worfliip. 
Where  one  part  docs  difdain  with  caufe*  the  other 
Infult  without  all  feafon;  where  Gentry,  Title,  Wifdott, 
Cannot  conclude,  but  by  the  Yea  and  No 
Of  general  Ignorance,  it  mud  omit 
Real  Ncceflities,  and  give  way  the  while 
To  unftablc  Slightnefs:  Purpofe  fobarr'd»  itfollows. 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe.  Therefore,  befeech  you. 
You  that  will  be  lefs  fearful  than  difcreet, 
That  love  the  Fundamental  part  of  State 
More  than  you  doubt  the  change  oft;  that  prefer 
A  noble  Life  before  a  long,  and  with 
To  jump  a  Body  with  a  dangerous  Phyfick, 
That's  fure  of  Death  without  it ;  at  once  pluck  out 
The  Multitudinous  Tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  fweet  which  is  their  Poifon.    Your  difhonour 

Mangles 
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Mangles  true  Judginent«  tnd  bereaves  the  St^te 
Of  that  lotqsriiy  which  (hould  become  it : 
h}ot  having  we  rower  to  do  the  good  it  would 
For  th'  ill  which  doth  controul  it« 

BrM.  H*as  faid  enoughi 

Sic.  H'as  fpokeo  like  a  Traitori  and  (hall  anfwer 
AsTraiton  dol 

Cmt.  Thou  Wretch  f  defpight  o'er^whdm  thee  /-« 
What  fliould  the  People  do  with  thefe  bSdd  Tribunes  I 
On  whom  depending^  their  Obedience  fails 
To  th'  greater  Bench^  in  a  Rebellion  : 
When  what's  notmeer«  but  what  muftbe,  was  Law, 
Then  were  they  chofen  t  in  a  better  ^our» 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  faidt  it  muft  be  meer. 
And  throw  their  Power  i'th*-  Duft« 

Brm.  Manifeft  Treafon 

Sic.  This  a  ConfuU  No. 

E$$i€r  urn  Adile.  ^"^"^ 

Brm.  The  M/£diliSt  ho;  1^  him  be  appreherded. 

Sic.  Go  call  the  People,  in  whofe  Name  my  felf 
Attach  thee  as  a  Traiterous  Innovator : 
A  Foe  to  th'  Publick  Weak     Obey,  I  charge  thee. 
And  follow  to  thine  anfwer.       L^J^£  ^^^  ^^  CorioIanus»* 

Cvr.  Hence,  old  Goat. 

AIL  We'U  furety  him. 

Qm.  Aged  Sir,  Hands  off. 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  (h  alKhake  thy  Bones 
Out  of  thy  Garments. 

Sic.  Hblp  me*  Citizens. 

Enter  4  RsbbU  of  Plebeians  wi$b  the  iEdiles. 

Men.  On  both  fides  more  refped. 

Sic.  Here's   he,  that  would  take  from  you  all  your 
Power. 

Brm.  Seize  him«  ty£diles. 

AIL  Down  with  him«  down  with  him* 

z  Sen.  Weapons^  Weapons,  Weapons  ; 

iThej  alt  bmfile  ahotu  Coriolaous. 

Tribunes,  Patricianii^  Citizens what  hoe— » 

Sicinim^  Brmus^  CerieUnus,  Citizens. 

All.  Peace,  peace,  peace,  fiay,  hjld,  peace. 
Vol.  IV.  "  Ee  Me^/ 
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Mtn.  Wliat  is  about  to  be  ? 1  am  out  of  Breath . 

ConfuHon's  near 1  cannot  fpeak. You*—— ^Tribunes 

To  th'Peopi€-—C0ri0/!«ir«ii—.  patience— -fpeak,  good  SicimMS. 

Sic.  Hear  me,  People^ peace 

^IL  Let's  hear  our  Tribune- Pea^ce;  fpeak^  (peak, 

fpeak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lofe  your  Liberties: 
Martins  would  have  all  from  you ;  Mathhs^ 
Whom  late  you  have  nam'd  for  Conful. 

MiH.  Fie,  fie,  fie»   this  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to 
quench. 
Sen.  To  unbuild  the  City,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 
Sic.  WHat  is  the  City,  but  the  People.! 
uiil.  True,  the  People  are  the  City. 
Bru.  By  the  confent  of  all,  we  were  eftablilhed  the  Peo- 
ples Ma^iftrates. 
All.  You  fo  remain. 
Men.  And  fo  are  like  to. do. 
Com.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  City  flat, 
To  bring  the  Roof  to  the  Foundation, 
And  bury  a]]«  which  yet  diftindly  ranges. 
In  h'^aps  and  piles  of  Ruin. 
S^c.  This  dcferves  Death. 
'Bru.  Or  let  us  ftand  to  onr  Authority, 
Or  let  us  lofe  it;  we  do  here  pronounce. 
Upon  the  part  o'th*  People,  in  whofe  Power 
We  were  elefted  theirs,  Martins  is  worthy 
Of  prefent  Death, 

Sic.  Therefore  lay  hold  on  him; 
Bear  him  to  th'Rock  Tarpeiany  and  from  thence 
Into  Deftriiftion  caft  him. 
Bru.  %/£MUsy  feize  him. 
All  Pic.  Yield,  Martius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  a  word,   *befeech  you  Tribunes,  hear  me 
but  a  word 
v/£diles.  Peace,  peace. 

Men.   Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  Country's  Friends, 
And  tempVately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redrefs. 

Bru.  Sir,  thofe  cold  ways, 
Tluc  feem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poyfonoui, 

Where 
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Where^the  difeafe  isf  violent.    Lay  hands  upon  hiro» 

And  bear  him  to  the  Rock.  '  [Cor.  kraws  his  Sword. 

Cor.  No,  PlI  dye  here ; 
Tbrn*^  tomt  Mitsti^  you  have  beheld  nne  fightings 
Come  try  upon  your  felves,  what  you  have  fccn  me. 

Men.    I^o'frli  with  that  Sword,   Tribunes  withdraw  a 
while. 

Brm.  Lay  Hands  updn  him. 

Mem.  HtX^Mdriiust  hel^ — yoa  that  be  noble,  hel|t  him 
young  and  old. 

Att.  Down  with  him,'doVn  with  hinu  [Exeunt, 

[fn  this  Mutinjs  the  Tribunes,  the  JEdiles,  and  the 
People  dre  beat  in.  *    •  ' 

Mem.  Go,  get  you  to  your  Houfc ;  be  gone,  away, 
All  will  be  naught  elfe. 

2  Sen.  Get  you  gone. 

Com^.  Stand  faft>  we  have  as  many  Friends  1%  Enemies. 

Mem.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that? 

Sen.  The  Gods  forbid : 
I  prithee,  noble  Friertd;  ho(neto  thy  Houfe, 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  Caufe. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  Sore  upon  us, 
You  cannot  Tent  your  felf ;  begone,,  'befecch  you. 

Com.  Come,  Sir,  along  with  us. 

Men.  I  would  they  were  Barbarians^  as  they  are. 
Though  in  Rome  littered  ;  not  Romans,  as  they  are  nofj 
lliough  calved  in  the  Porch  o'th*  Capitol: 
Begone,  put  not  your  worthy  Rage  into  your  Tongue* 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Com.  On  fair  Ground  I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Mem.  I  could  ipy  felf  take  up  a  Brace  o^th'  beft  of  tbeDf 
yea,  the  two  Tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  Arithmetick, 
And  Mmhood  is  ^all*d  FooI*ry  when  it  flands 
Againfl:  a  falling  Pabrick.    Will  you  hence, 
Bef  jre  the  Tat  return,  whofe  Rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  Waters,  and  o'er-bcar 
What  they  arc  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone : 
I'll  try  whether  my  old  Wit  be  in  reqncft 

Eel  With 


With  thofc  that  have  but  little ;  thif^  mutf  AC  p^cbt    ,   .^^ . 
With  Cloth  of  any  Colour.  *./    t.^      r  .^?     t 

Oni.  Nay,  comeaway,  ,    -   w.^^.  i,      ■  ■   ,-.    .=• 

.  [£MiKiitf  CorioJ^yqlllS  f^ 

J  5^j«.  This  Man  has  marr'd  his  Fcftuqr^     ;    -     ,  ,      /.v 
wl/fjf.  His  Nature  is  too  noUe  for  the  World :  .        .  r 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  Tridenc^  •      :    J^ 

Or  Jove,  fdr's  power  to  Thunders  His  Heart's  his  Moi^th: 
What  his  Breaft  forges,  chat  his  Tongue  muft  veat ;       ,7 
And  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  name  of  Death.  [An^fiTMnu. 

Here's  goodly  work. 

2  Sen.  I  would  they  were  a-bed. 
Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tybeu  v 

What  the  vengeance,  could  he  not  fpeak  'em  £ur  {  .    «. 

£;f/rr  Brutus  4iM<Sicinius,gii^>i!i/iir^4^^/rirS4Mk      ,, 

5^f.  Where  is  this  Viper,  .   ,.     ^"    '^ 

That  would  depopulate  the  City,  and  be  every  MjA  hniifi)({ 
Men.  You  worthy  Tribunes- 

Sic.  Heftiall  be  tnrown  down  the  2>;pfiM  Hock  .^ ,       » 
With  rigorous  Hahds ;  he  hath  refifted  Lav, 
And  therefore  Law  (hall  fcorn  him  fuitfaer  Trial .    .    ^ 
Than  the  feverity  of  the  Publick  Power, 
Which  he  fo  ftts  at  nought. 

I  Cit.  He  (hall  well  know  the  noble  Tribuaes  are         ' 
The  Peoples  Mouths,  and  we  their  Hands. 
^//.*He  null  fure  out. 
Men.  Sir,  Sir. 
Sic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry  havock,  where  you  ihouidbutJhuitt 
With  modcft  warrant. 

'  Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  it  that  you  have  holp 
To  make  this  refcue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  fpeak;  as  I  do  know 
Tho  Confurs  worthinefs,  fo  can  I  name  his  Faults*-^ 
Sic.  Confull— — what  ConfulJ 
Men.  The  Conful  CorioUnHS. 

Bru.  He  Confull 

Alt.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 
Men.  If  by  the  Tribunes  leave,' 
And  yoifs,  good  People, 

1 


Coriolanus.  1 9  5  7 

I  may  be  hcard^  I  would  creYC^  ward  or  two» 
The  which  Ihall  turo  you  to  no  further  hann» 
Thin  fo  t^tfi  Idft  #^«1M.  ' 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then,  '       ' 

For.  we  are  peremptory  to  difpatch      "*    ' 

rm'^^^mmm'fo  ^r^^hiM  hence 

Were  but  oneDap|§r;^lfod  tb  keep  Mm  here 
Our  ceruin%tatb;^ei^itf  It  is^ecretfd, 

Hcdies.toKirfiti^**  "  '    '      " 
*'^^^  Itfbw  tfti|b6a  Odds  (bibidt  ' 

That  ourRtoownM^Xaiikr^whof^Oratitttfle^ 

Towards  her  deferved  Children,  is  enKffl'd 

lA  5Vcw^  own  Boole,  like  an  umhitttfil  baM 

Should  now  eat  up  her  own*  ^  ^ 

Sic.  He's  a  Difeare  that  muftbe'cutlwty. 

M$m.  OK  he's  a  Limb^  diit  hat  but  t  DifeaTe  i 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  off;  td  cure  it,  eifilr. 
What  has'  he  done  to  R^mt^  that^  worthy  Deadi  \ 
KiUmg  our  Enemies,  the  Blood  he  hath  loft 
O'^hicn  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that  he  hath. 
By  nuoy  an  Ounce)  he  dropt  it  for  his  Country : 
And  wh:(t  iskft,  to  k>re  it  by  his  Country, 
Were  CO  us  all  diaf  dt^r,  and  fuffer  it 
A  brand  to  th'  end  o*th'  Workl. 

Sic.  This  is  clean  kam« 

Brm.  Meerly  awrv : 
When  he  did  love  his  Country,  it  honour*d  hiip. 

Mem.  The  fervice  of  the  Foot, 
Being  once  gangreen'd,  is  not  then  refpefted 
For  what  before  it  was*— 

Brm.  We'll  hear  no  more, 
Purfiie  him  to  his  Houfe^  and  pluck  him  thence^ 
Left  his  Infedion,  being  of  a  catching  nature9 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word : 
This  Tiger-footed*rage,  when  it  fliall  find 
The  harm  of  unskann*d  fwiftnefs,  will  ^too  late^ 
Tye  leaden  pounds  to's  Heels.    Proceed  by  Procel^ 
Left  Parties  (as  he  is  bdov'd)  break  out. 
And  lack  great  Rmm  with  RpmMs. 

£e  3  Brm. 


15^5^  Coiiolanus. 

BrM.  IF  it  ^ere  lb-   ■ 


Sic.  Whjt  do  ye  talk  ? 
Have  we  i.ot  had  a  tafte  of  bis  Obedience? 
Oar  v/£uiUs  fm  te,  ourfclvcs  refifted,  comc-^ 


— ,  —  —         -         ^   ^ 

Men.  Coniider  this;  he  hath  been  bred  i*th^  Wars 
Since  he  could  draw  a  Sword,  and  is  iH-fchoord 
In  boultcd  La'  gu.ige,  Meal  and  Bran  together 
He  throws  wrhout  diftindior.    Give  me  leave, 
111  go  to  h  m,  and  undertake  to  bring  him  in  peacCp 
Where  he  (hall  anfwer  by  a  lawful  Form, 
In  peace,  to  his  utm^^ft  peril. 

I  Stn.  Noble  Tribunes, 
It  is  the  human  way :  The  other  courfe 
VVjU  prove  too  bloody,  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Nt)ble  Alentiiius^  be  you  th.n  a$  the  Peoples  Officer. 
Alafters,  Uy  down  your  Weapons. 

Bth.  Go  not  home. 

&c.  M^et  on  the  Marketplace;  we'il  attend  you  there^ 
WherCf  if  you  bring  not  MMrtins^  we'U  proceed 
In  our  firft  way. 

Mtn.  ril  bring  him  to  you. 
Let  me  dcHre  your  Company;  he  mail  ccncy 
Or  what  is  worll  will  follow. 

I  Stn.  Pray  you  let's  to  him.  \ExtunU 

Enter  Coriolanus  with  NobUsm 

Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  £ars,  prefe.it  me 
Death  on  the  Wheel,  or  at  wild  Horfcs  heels, 
Or  pile  ten  Hills  on  the  Tarpeian  Rocks 
That  the  Precipitation  might  down  ftretch 
Below  the  beam  of  l]ght>  yet  will  I  ftill 
Be  thus  to  thim. 

Enttr  Volumnia. 

Nohle.  You  do  tlic  Nobler. 

Cor.  I  mufc,  my  Mother 

Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 

To  call  them  Woollen  Vaflals  things  created 

To  buy  and  fell  with  Groats  to  ftiew  bare  Heads 

Jn  Congregations,  to  yawn,  be  ftill,  andwonder^ 

W'hen  one  but  of  my  Ordinance  ftood  up 

To  Ipeak  of  Peace,  or  War.     I  talk  of  you, 

^  '  Why- 


W'hy  did  yrawi(h  me  milder^  Wou'dyouhaveiM 
Falfetomy  Nature?  Rather  fay,  I  play 
The  Man  I  am. 

f^oL  Oh,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir. 
I  would  hzvb  had  you  put  your  Power  well  on*  .  . 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Cor.  Let*sgo. 

PTfL  You  might  have  been  enough  the  Man  you  are. 
With  flrivinj^  lefs  to  be  To.    Leffqr  had  been  i 

The  things  that  thwart  your  Dirpofitionf,  if 
You  had  not  (hew'd  them  how  ye  were  difpos'd 
E*er  they  lack'd  power  to  crofs  you. 

Cor»  Let  them  hang. 

PiL  hy,  and  burn  too. 

Enter  Menenius  with  the  Stnatoru 

McH.  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough,  fomechirg 
too  rough :  You  muft  return,  and  mend  it. 

Scn.^  There's  no  Remedy, 
Unlefs  by  not  fo  doing,  our  good  City 
Cleave  in  the  midft,  and  pejriih. 

Fb.  Pray  be  counfell'd ; 
I  have  a  Heart  as  little  apt  as  yours, 
But  yec  a  Brain  that  leads  my  ufe  of  Anger 
To  better  vantage. 

Mtn.  Well  faid,  noble  Woman : 
Beforc^he  (hould  thus  ftoop  to  th'  Heart,  but  that 
The  violent  Fit  o'th*  Times  craves  it  as  Phyfick 
Por  the  whole  State,  I  would  put  mine  Armour  on. 
Which  I  can  fcarcely  bear. 
Cor.  What  muft  1  do? 
Men.  Return  to  th' Tribunes. 
Cor.  Well,  what  then?  what  then? 
Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 
Cor.  For  them  ?  I  cannot  do  it  for  the  Gods, 
Muft  I  then  do'c  to  them? 

rd.  You  are  too  abfolute, 
Tho*  therein  you  can  never  be  too  Noble, 
But  when  Extremities  fpeak.    I  have  heard  you  fay, 
•Honour  and  Policy,  like  unfevcr'd  Friends, 
I  iW  War  do  growtogether :  Grant  that,  and  tell  me 

£  e  4.  In 
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In  Peace,  wliat  each  of  tM^4^4('Plh«i^iofiimii(i  woV' 
That  they  combine  abt.tl^re/,/);  ir-?*  b  k- son  itiv^  nfT 
Cor.  Tulh,  tufli    r  »■       ?v      .-.itji.c  v^di  i«ua-fr 
^/)v.  Agood  DemaocL         .  .  '  /:^  r-  '  ^r^XK^  ^I'H 
yil.  If  it  be  Honour  in  your  ^jifh,to  fbr«»l  if)  ^i^'K 
The  famt  you  art  pot,  which  for  yPM^  bcftwefeidtirM.o  nl 
You  adopt  your, Policy :  How  i<  it  U&or  woffth^.  {t)T 
That  it  fliall  hold  Cooapanionfliip  in  Peai;e  ^  ^.^  lorf'  ^A 
With  Honour^  as  in  W«rs  fince  that  to  hoth  -     A«vh 
It  ftands  in  Ukereq^eft•  .:  »  w  .  -  -^  ■*'  •^•'^•I 

Cir.  Why  fprce  you  this/        .ft  ^  f^'  t^ 

^/.  Becaule^that  '^  ?/ 

Now  it  lyes  you  on  to  fpeak  to  the  People  t         i     ; ; 
Not  by  your  own  InOruAiW)  nfirby  the  Mattel       ^:' 
Which  your  Heart  prompts  you  to^  but  with  fuck.  Wbids 
That  are  but  roated  in  vour  Tongue  i  .-.,  .         i.rr 

Tho*  but  Baftards,  accj  Syllables    : 
Of  no  Allowance^  to  your  Bofom's  Tru(h»  *■•  ■  =  >  -  - 

N0W9  this  no  more  DsHionoqcs  yqti  at  aUj ,  .  ^       .<•  - 
Than  to  take  in  a  Town  with  gentle  Words*^ 
Which  elfe  would  pur  you  to  youir  ^rtuoe,  nnd \  •«  -    '-l 
The  hazard  of  much  Blood.  .  •'  u 

I  would  diflemble  with  my  Nature*  .where     ^:  *    -.r.-^ 
My  Fortunes  and  my  Friends  at  Stake,  required 
I  fliould  do  fo  in  Honour.    I  am  in  this  .  :  ;    '   ^ 

Your  Wife,  your  Son:  Thefe  Senatprs^  the  Nohles,  - 

And  you,  will  rather  (hew  our  general  Lower* 
How  you  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  Fawn  upon  'eiDy- 
For  the  Inheritance  of  their  Loves  acd  Safegard  - 

Of  what  that  Want  might  ruin.  i 

Mtn.  Nob:;;  Lady  I  ^^   ^ 

Come  go  with  us,  (peak  fair:  You  may  falve  io^ 
Nac  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  I0& 
Of  what  is  pa(l. 

^qL  I  prithee  now,  my  Son, 
Go  to  them,  with  this  Bonnet  in  thy  Hai^d, 
And  thus  far  having  ftretch'dit  (here  be  with them^ 
Thy  Knee  buffing  the  Stones:  For  in  fuch  Bufinds  *   ■.    ■  . 
A(3i^on  is  Eloquence,  and  the  Eyes  of  th*  Ignorant 
Mor   Learned  than  the  Ears>  waving  thy  Head»  ^ 

W^hich  often  thus  corre&ing,  thy  itout  Heart  ' 

Kow 


Mow  hui^^iPb^lM^^fcft^  nitil^  , 

That  will  not  hold  the  HaMlJhg:'Of^(9y  to  tbeim 
Tbou  arc  their  Soldier,  and  being  brtdin  Btoib 
Haft  ooc  the  (oft  way,  i^hich  rittm  labft^cofifeft 
Were  fit  £#  tbe^W  di;  b  they  idtl^^  - 
In  askiogbcbeiVgbrtJfoVi^'lttc  thou%iie^V4iiie 
Thy  fetf^tlirfiiof h>  he^eafm  theiii  1^^^^ 
As  thou  haft  Power  Ind*  Person/  ^  '      v.  •       ' 

Men.  Th^4>iicdofi*,  '"  '^  ■'    ; 

Even  as  flie  fpeab,  why  their  Heirt^ Wertf^Ors: 
For  they  have  Pardons,  beirig  i^^kV;  'as;^e/ 
As  Words  to  little  purpofe.  ^'  *' 

«t  Prithee  kow,     "         •  V 
Go  andite  riil'd^  Attbo-*i  know  tiiou  fi^dft  rather 
;y.iWl6ii^  thine  Enemy  to  a  fiery  GtilF,^     ^ 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  Bower.    ' 

Here  is  Ominku. 

C$m.  I  have  been  i4h'  Market-place,  and  Sii^  *ti$  fit 
You  have  ftrong  Party»  or  defend  y  oar  felf 
By  CahnneTs,  or  by  Abience:  All's  in  Anger. 

Metf.  Only  fair  Speech. 

dm.  I  think  *tw91  ferve  t  if  ht  can  tfiereto  frame  his 
Spirit.  *  ^ 

FcL  He  muft  and  wilii 
Prithee  now  fay  ybo  will*  arrdgo  about  it. 

C^.  Muft  I  go  fkcia  them  my  unbarbed  Sconce  f 
Muft  I  with  my  bale  Tongue  give  jto  my  noble  Heart 
A  Lie,  that  k  muft  bear  well  ?  I  will  doH  i 
Yet  were  there  but  this  fingle  Plor»'  to  lofe 
This  Mould  of  M^rtims,  they  to  Duft  (hould  bring  it. 
And  throw*t  againft  the  Wind.    Tb  the  Market-place : 
'  You  have  put  me  now  to  fuch  a  part,  which  never 
I  ihaU  difcharge  to  th'  Life. 

Gmp.  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  yon. 

yiL  Ay,  prithee  now,  fweet  Son,  as  thou  haft  iaid 
My  Praifes  made  thee  firft  a  Soldier ;  fo 
To  havt  my  Praife  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Tbou  haft  not  dood  beferet 

Or.  Well,  I  muft  do\: 
Away  my  Difpdfition,  and  poifeG  me 
*•  *^^  Some 
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Some  Harlots  Spirit :  My  Thrott  of  War  b€  camMt 
Which  quir'd  with  my  Drum»  imd  a  Pipe,    ' 
Small  as  an  Eunuch,  or  the  Virgin  Voice 
That  Babies  lulls  afleep;  The  Smiles  of  Knaves 
Tent  in  my  Cheeks,  and  School-boys  Tears  take  Hp 
The  Glaffes  qf  my  Sight :  A  BeggMXS  Tongue  "^  . 
Make  motion  through  my  Lips,  and  my  arm'd  Knees 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  Stirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  received  an  Alms.    I  will  not  do't. 
Left  I  furceafe  to  honour  mine  own  Truth, 
And  by  my  Bodies  Adion,  teach  my  Mind 
A  moit  inherent  Bafenefs. 

ykL  At  thy  Choice  then  r 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  Diftionour, 
Than  thou  of  them.     Come  all  to  rujn,  let 
Thy  Mother  rather  feel  thy  Pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  Stoutnefs:  For  I  moek  at  Death 
With  as  big  Heart  as  thou.     Do  as  thou  lift 
Thy  Valiantnefs  was  mine,  thoufuck*ftit  from  me: 
But  own  thy  Pride  thy  feJf.  ^. 

Cor.  Pray  be  content: 
Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  Market-place: 
Chide  me  no  more.    I'll  Mountebank  their  Loves, 
Cog  their  Hearts  from  them*  and  come  home  belov'd 
Of  all  the  Trades  in  Rome.     Look,  I  am  going: 
Commend  me  to  my  Wife,  Til  return  Conful, 
Or  never  truft  to  what  my  Tongue  can  do 
I  'th'  way  of  FJatrery  further, 

rol.  Do  your  Will.  lExh  Volumnia, 

Com*  Away,  the  Tribunes  do  attend  you:  Ann  yourfetf 
To  anfwer  mildly:  For  they  are  prepared 
With  Accufations,  as  I  hear,  more  ftrong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor.   The  Word  is  mildly.     Pray  you  let  us  go. 
Let  them  accufe  me  by  Invention:  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  Honour. 

Men.  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then,  mildly.  [ExtMnt^ 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Brn.  In  this  Point  charge  him  home,  that  he  affefts 
Tyrannical  Power:  If  he  evade  us  there, 

in- 
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Inforce  Urn  with  his  envy  to  the  PeopIc» 
And  that  the  Spoil  got  on  the  jimisus 
Was  ne'er  diftribuctd*    What*  will  he  corned 

Emn  Mm  it^EMli. 

t/£d.  He's  coming, 

Frtf.  How  accompanied  i 

t/£d.  Wuh  old  MimtMHs^  and  thofe  Senaton 
That  always  favoured  htm. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  Catalogue 
Of  all  the  Voices  that  we  have  procur'dy  fet  down  by  th' 

ty£d.  I  have;  tis  ready.  (Ml? 

Sic.  Have  you  colleded  them  by  Tribes? 

t/£im  Miave;  'tis  ready. 

Sic.  AfTemble  prefeotly  the  People  hither 
And  when  they  hear  me  6y»  it  (hall  be  To, 
I*th*  right  and  ftrength  Qi'tfa' Commons;  be  it  either 
For  Death*  for  Fine,  otr  Banilhment,  then  let  them. 
If  I  fay  Fine,  cry  Fine;  if  Death,  cry  Death, 
Infifting  on  the  old  Prerogative 
And  power  i'th*  truth  o'th'  Caufe. 

t/£d.  I  will  inform  them. 

Brn.  And  when  fuch  time  they  have  b^o  to  cry. 
Let  them  not  ceafe,  bat  with  a  din  coofus'd^ 
Inforce  the  prefent  Execution 
Of  what  we  chance  CD  Sentence. 

t/£d.  Very  well. 

Sic.  Make  them  be  ftrong,  and  ready  for  this  hint 
When  we  (hall  hap  to  giv't  them. 

Brm.  Go  about  it« 
Put  himtoChoIer  ftreight,  he  hach  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer^  and  to  have  his  word 
Of  Contradidion.     Being  once  chaft,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  Temperance;  then  he  fpeab 
What's  in  his  Heart ;  and  that  is  there,  which  loob 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

£«/rr  Co'iolanus,  Menenius,  iMr^Cominii]f,3i^&#fiSvrx. 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Mem.  Calmly,  I  do  befeech  you. 

Cor.  Ay«  as  an  Hoftler,  that  for  the  pooreft  peice 
Will  bear  the  Knave  by  th*  Volume: 
Th'  Honoured  Gods 

Keep 
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Keep  Rome  in  Safety,  and  the  Chtirs  of  Juftice 
Supplied  with  worthy  Mep,  ptot  Loye,  aiaongft  you^ 
Through  our  large  Temples,  with  the  flievs  of  PCfi^. 

Car.  And  not  our  Streets  with  Wan  ,  .  ,.^    -L^    ^. 

I  «Snr.  Amen,  Aflitn.  ,  | .    _>. 

il/e».  A  nobk  Wifli.  /  ,;.      *; 

^/r.  Draw  near,  ye  People.  <       .  ;    .  ^  'i 

e/£i»  Lift  to  your  Tribunes :  Audieoce  i  . .; ', .  . . 

Peace,  I  &v.  '  i^     ; 

Gr.  Firft>  hear  me  fpeaV.  : 

ff«/JEr  Tri.  Well,  fay  :  Peace,  ho,  _  f 

Cir.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  fucther  thMi  diis  pf^^?   . 
Muft  all  determine  here )  r. 

Sic.  I  do  demand. 
If  you  fubmit  you  to  the  Peoples  Voices 
Allow  their  Officers,  and  are  content 
To  fuffer  lawful  Cenfure  for  fuch  faults.  .: 
As  (hall  be  prov'd  upon  you  {  . .    ^  ^ 

Or.  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lob  Citizens,  he  fays  he  is  content : 
The  wailike  Service  he  has  done,  confider;  tbink 
Upon  the  Wounds  his  Body  bears,  which  ihew 
Like  Graves  i'th'  holy  Church-yard* 

Cor,  Scatches  with  Briars,  Scars  to  move 
Laughter  only. 

Men.  ConHder  further : 
That  when  he  fpeaks  not  like  a  Citizen^ 
You  find  him  like  a  Soldier ;  do  not  take 
His  rougher  Anions  for  malicious  Sounds : 
Bur,  as  I  fay,  fuch  as  become  a  Soldier, 
Rather  than  envy  you. 

Com.  Wei),  well,  no  more. 

Cor.  What  is  the  matter. 
That  being  paft  for  Conful  with  full  Voiced 
I  am  fo  difiionour'dj  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  ? 
Sic.  Anfwer  to  us. 

Cor.  Say  then :  'tis  true,  I  ought  fo. 
Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contrived  Co  tike 
From  Rome  all  feafon'4  Office,  and  to  wind 

Your 
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YourHriwtbafrowtt  Tynimiicaf,-'       ' 

For  wWrdiyAu  area  Triiror'ta the Tcd^^  u 

Or.  How?"  Traitor  f^  "''"   "  "  '"'      ■'-   -   > 

^)».  Nay,  temperately  :  your  proiKM& 

Cor.  The  Fires  iW  loweft  Hell,  Polrf'tn  fhe-P«oplc* 
Call  mc  thcir"Tifittbr  i  tKotf  ihjuribui  TriboiiH*— 
Within  thine  Eyes  Tate  twent]^  ihoofaiwl  Dtathi* 
^    In  thy  Hands  clarch'^'a^'tnahy  Million^*  in 
Thy  lying  Tongue,  both  Numberf,  I  would  fay. 
Thou  lyeft  unto  thee,  with  a  Voice  as  frc8^ 
As  I  do  pray  the  ^ods. 

Sic.  Maffe  youthis^  People? 

AIL  To  th*  Rock  with  him. 

Sk.  Peace : 
We  need  not  put  ifcStr  Matter  to  hlf  Charge:" 
What  you  have  feen  him  do,  and  heard  htm  'freaks 
.   Beatinj^  your  Officers,  curfing  your  felves, 
Oppoiine  Laws  with  Stroaks,  and  here  defying 
Tnofe  wnofe  great  Power  muft  try  him. 
Even  this  fo  Criminal/  ihd  in  fuch  Capital  kind, 
Deferves  tfa*  extreanieft  Death. 

Brm.  But  ifince  he  hath  ferv*d  wdl  fwRome-^—^ 

C§r.  What  do  you  prate  of  Service  ? 

Brm.  I  talk  of  tnat,  diaf  know  ir. 

G^.  You? 

Men.  Is  this  the  promife  that  yott  made  your  Mother! 

Com.  Know*  I  pray  you.— - 

Or.  rU  know  ntf  farther : 
Let  them  pronounce  the  fteep  Turpeian  Death, 
Vagabond  Exile,  Fleaihg,  pent  to  lingier 
But  with  a  (5rdn  a  Day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  Mercy»  at  the  price  of  one  fair  wore. 
Nor  check  my  Courage  for  what  they  can  gtve^ 
iTo  have^t  with  faying.  Good  morrow. 

Sic.  For  that  he  lus 
(As  much  as  in  him  lyes^  from  time  to  time  * 
Envy'd  againft  the  People;  feeking  Means 
To  pluck  away  their  Pbwer ;  as  now  at  laft, ' 
Givd^oftiie  ftroafe,  and  that  n6t  in  the  prefeice 
Of  .^readed  Tuftice,  but  on  the  Minifters 
Tliat  do  dilmbute  it.    In  the  Name  o'th*  People^ 

And 
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And  in  the  Power  of  us  the  Tribunes,  we  ^ 

f Ev'n  from  this  inftant)  banilh  him  our  City, 

In  peril  of  Precipitation 

From  off  (he  Kock  Tarfeian^  never  more 

To  enter  our  Rome'%  Gates.    Tth'  People's  Name; 

I  fay  it  ihall  be  fo« 

jilL  It  (hall  be  fo»  it  (hall  be  fo:  Let  him  away : 
He's  Banifli'd,  and  it  (hall  be  fo.  ^  ,    .      , 

Com.  Hear  m?,  my  Matters*  and  my  common  Friends- 
fir.  He's  Sentenced :  No  more  Hearing. 

Com*  Let  me  fpeak  : 
I  have  been  Conful*  and  can  (hew  from  K^n^* 
"  Her  Enemies  nurks  upon  me.     I  do  love 
My  Country's  good»  with  a  refpeft  more  tender. 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  Life» 
My  dea  r  Wife*s  eftimatc,  her  Womb's  increafe. 
And  treafure  of  my  Loyns :  Then  if  I  would 
Speak  that . 

Sk.  We  know  your  drifr.    Speak  what  ? 

Brn.  There*s  no  moretobefaid*  butheisbaDifh'd  - 
As  Enemy  to  the  People,  and  his  Country. 
It  (hall  be  fo. 

^11.  Tt  (hall  be  fo»  it  (hall  be  fo. 

Cor.  You  common  cry  of  Curs,  whofe  Breath  I  hate. 
As  reek  o'th*  rotten  Fenns ;  whofe  Loves  I  prize. 
As  the  dead  Carkaflfes  of  unburicd  Men, 
That  do  corrupt  my  Air:  I  Bani(h  you. 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty. 
Let  every  feeble  Rumour  (liake  your  Hearts : 
Your  Enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  Plumes, 
Fan  you  into  Defpair :  Have  the  Power  ftill 
To  bani(h  your  Defenders,  till  at  length. 
Your  Ignorance  (which  finds  not  till  itfeels* 
Making  but  refervation  of  your  fjlves 
Still  your  own  Foes)  deliver  you 
As  moft  abated  Captives,  to  (bme  Nation 
That  won  you  without  Blows,  defpifing 
For  you  the  City.    Thus  I  turn  my  Back ; 
There  is  a  World  elfc where. 

[_Ex€Hnt  Coriolanus  Cominius,  And  otbtru 
[Tfjc  People  Phhu  and  throw  nf  their  Caps. 

t^Mle. 
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^/£dile.  The  Peoples  Eoemy  is  gone,  is  gone. 

^U.  Our  Enemy  is  banifliM ;  he  is  gone»  Hoo^hoo. 

Sic.  Go  fee  him  out  at  Gates*  and  follow  him 
As  he  hath  followed  you ;  with  all  defpight^ 
Give  him  deferv'd  vexation.     Let  a  Guard 
Attend  us  through  the  City. 

jIlL  Come,  come ;  lets  (ee  him  out  at  the  Gates,  corner 
The  Gods  preferve  our  noble  Tribunes,  come.  [Exiunu 

A  C  T   IV.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  without  the  Walls  of  Rome. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  Menenius,  Cominius, 

with  the  joung  Nobilhj  of  Rome. 

Or, /"^Ome,  leave  your  Tears :  A  brief  farewel  t  The  Beaft 

V^  With  many  Heads  butts  me  away.  Nay>  Mother, 
Where  is  your  ancient  Courage :  You  were  u^d 
To  fay,  Extremity  was  the  Trier  of  Spirits, 
That  common  Chances  common  Men  could  bear  i 
That  when  the  Sea  was  calm,  all  Boats  alike 
Shew*d  MafterQiip  in  floating.     Fortune's  blows 
When  moft  (truck  home*  being  gentle  woundedj  craves 
A  noble  Cunning.     You  were  us'd  to  load  me 
With  Precepts  that  would  make  invincible 
The  Heart  that  conn'd  them. 

Fir.  Oh  Heavens  I  O  Heavens  I 

Cor.  Nay,  I  prithee  Wonmn- 

Vol.  Now  the  Red-Peftilence  ftrike  all  Trades  in  Rwm^ 
And  Occupations  periih* 

Cor.  What  1  what !  what ! 
I  (hall  be  lov'd>  when  I  am  lack*d.    Nay,  Mother* 
Refume  that  Spirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  fay. 
If  you  had  been  the  Wife  of  HereuUs^ 
Six  of  his  Labours  you*d  hive  done,  and  fav'd 
Your  Husband  fo  much  Sweat.    Comimas^ 
Droop  not;  Adieu :  Farewel  my  Wife,  my  Motbcr» 
I'll  do  well^  yet.    Thou  old  and  true  Memtnims^ 
Thy  Tears  are  falter  than  a  younger  Man's,     . 
And  venomous  to  thine  Eyes.     My  (fomeupie)  Genera^ 
I  hive  teen  thee  ftern,  and  thou  haft  oft  beheld       /    Heart* 
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Hnrt-hardding  Spe£bcle5«    Ttll  tfaefe  fad  Vl^omeii; 

^is  fond  M  wail  inevitable  ftroab« 

As  'tis  to  laugh  a^'em.  My  Mother,  you  wot  not  weO 

My  hazards  ftill  have  been  your  folace^  and 

Believ*t  not  lightly,  tho'  1  go  alone* 

Like  to  a  lonely  Dragon,  that  his  Fen 

Makes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  feen:  Your  Son 

Wili^  or  exceed  the  Common,  or  be  caught 

With  cautelous  baits  and  praAice* 

rol.  My  firft  Son, 
Whither  will  you  go{  Take  good  Co^ittim 
With  thee  a  while  ;  determine  on  fome  courfe 
More  than  a  wild  expofure,  to  each  Chance 
Th^t  ftarts  i'th  way  before  thee. 

Opt.  O  the  Gods  I 

C9m»  rU  follow  thee  a  month,  devife  with  thee 
Where  thou  (halt  reft>  that  thou  may'ftbearof  us* 
And  we  of  thee.    So  if  the  time  thruft  forth 
A  caufe  for  thy  Repeal,  we  (hall  not  fend 
O'er  the  vaft  World,  to  feek  a  Gngle  Man^ 
And  lofe advantage,  whichdoth ever  cool 
Tth*  abfence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well : 
Thou  haft  Years  upon  thee,  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  War's  furfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  unbruis'd  ;  Bring  me  but  out  at  Gate. 
Come,  my  fweet  Wife,  my  dea^eft  Mother^  and 
My  Friends  of  Noble  touch  :  When  I  am  forth. 
Bid  me  Farewell,  and  fmile.     I  pray  you,  come: 
While  I  remain  above  the  Ground,  you  (hall 
Hear  from  me  ftill,  and  never  of  me  ought 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily  ^ 

As  any  Ear  can  bear.  Come,  let's  not  weep. 
If  I  could  (hake  off  but  one  feven  Years  , 

From  thefe  old  Arms  and  Legs,  by  the  good  Gods 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Or.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  come.  (^ExiMtftl 

Entir  Sicinius  ^ind  Brutus,  with  the  vSdiU. 
Sic.  Bid  them  all  home,  he's  gone  ;  and  we'll  no  further. 
The  Nobility  arc  vexed,  whom  we  fee  have  fidcd 
In  hit  behalf*  "  "'     \'  Brm^ 
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Bru.  Noy^rwrlftveiniewn  (Hir  Power,,'  ^. 
Let  us  fcem  humbler  after  iciswdonc>  .  r  •• 

Than  wheA'tli^was  a  doing,  '\  / 

Sic.  Bid  them  hotn^fty  their  great*  Enemy  isgon^ 
And  they,  ftand  in  their  ancient  firength. 

Brti.  Difmifs  them  home«    Here  domes  bis  Mother. 
£Mirn"  Velumnia,'  Virgtlia,  4nd  Menenius. 

Sic.  Let's  not  meec  her. 

Bru.  Why  ? 

Sic.  They  fay  (he's  mad. 

Btu.  They  ha\  e  t^'-eii  note  of  u$  :  Keep  on  y#ur  way. 

yhl.  Oh  y'are  i^ell  met:  *        •    •fri/     r 
Th'  hoorded  Plague  o*th'  G^s  requite  your  Love. 

Men.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  fo  hKid.-   slv 

Pol.  If  thjt  I  could  for  weeping,  you  (hould  hetr 
Nay,  and  you  fliail  hear  ibme.    Will  yoa be  gone? 

Ftrg.  You  ihall  ftay  t!6o.  t  I  woiild  I  had  the  power 
To  fay  fo  CO  my  Husband* 

Sic.  Are  you  Mankind? 

FbL  Ay,  FooKisthaittShadie?  Note  but  thitFodlf 
Was  not  a  Man  my  Fadier?  Hadftchou^Foxfliip 
To  banifli  him  that  ftruck  more  blows  for  iEfiwry 
Than  thou  haft  fpoken  words 

Sic.  Oh  blefTed  Heavens  f 

FqL  More  noble  Blows,  than  ever  thou  wifeWords^ 

And  for  Rome^s  good Y\\  tell  thee  what yet 

Nay,  but  thou  malt  ftav  too*  I  would,  my  Son 

Were  in  Ardtna^  and  tny  Tribe  before  him. 
His  good  Sword  in  his  Hand. 

Sic.  What  then? 

Firi.  What  then  ?  He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  Pofterity« 

FiL  Baftards,  and  all. 
Good  Man,  the  Wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  jRmw. 

Miff.  Come,  come,  peace 

Sic.  I  would  he  hid  continued  to  his  Country 
As  be  began,  and  not  unknit,  himfelf^ 
The  noble  Knot  be  made. 

Brm.  I  would  he  had. 

FbL  I  would  he  had!        ■  .'Twas  you  incensed  the  Rabble. 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  Worth, 
As  I  can  of  thofe  Myfteries  which  Heaven 
Vot.    IV.  Ff  Win 
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Will  not  have  Earth  to  know. 
Brti.  Pray  let's  go. 
FbU  Now,  pray  Sir,  get  you  gone. 
You  have  done  a  brave  deed :  £'er  you  go,  hear  this : 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meaneft  Houfe  in  Rome;  fo  far  my  Son> 
This  Lady's  Husband  here,   this  (do  you  fee) 
Whom  you  have  Banifh'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 

Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  jeave  you. 

Sic.  Why  ftand  you  to  be  Baited 
With  one  that  wants  her  Wits  i  [£;r.  Tritmtif. 

Vol.  Taka  my  Prayers  with  you. 
I  wifh  the  Gods  had  nothing  elfe  to  do. 
But  to  confirm  my  Curfes.     Could  I  meet  *cin 
But  once  a  Day  it  would  undog  my  Heart 
Of  what  lyes  heavy  to*t. 

Mem.  You  have  told  them  home. 
And  by  my  trothyou  have  caufe :  You'll  fup  with  mc? 

FqL  Anger's  my  Meat,  I  fup  upon  my  felf. 
And  fo  (hall  ftarve  with  feeding :  Come,  lee's  go^ 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do. 
In  Anger,  JfmoAWti  Come,  come,  come* 
Fie,  fie,  fie.  [Exemm, 

SCENE     II.     Antium. 

Enter  a  Roman  and  a  Volfcie. 

Rom.  I  know  you  well.  Sir,  and  you  know  me :  Your 
Name,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 

Vol.  It  is  fo,  Sir:  truly  I  have  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Roman^  and  my  Services  are  as  you  arc 
againft  'cm.     Know  you  mc  yet  % 

Vol.     Nicdnor^.  No. 

Rom.  The  fame,  Sir. 

VoU  You  had  more  Beard  when  I  laft  faw  you,  but 
your  Favour  is  well  appear'd  by  your  Tongue.  What's  the 
News  in  Rome  ?  I  have  a  Note  from  the  Volfcidm  State  to 
find  you  out  here.   You  have  well  faved  me  a  Day's  Journey. 

Rom.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  firange  Influtefii- 
ons :  The  People  i  againll  the  Senators,  Patricians,  and 
Nobles. 

-iTol.  Hath  been  f  is  it  ended  then  ?  Our  State  thinb  xm 

~  ";    foj 
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fo;  they  are  in  a  mod  Warlike  Preparation,aQd  hope  to  come 
upon  thcmfin  the  heat  of  their  Divifion. 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  of  ic  is  pafl*,  but  a  /mall  thing 
would  make  it  flame  again.  For  the  Nobles  receive  fo 
to  heart  the  Baniflimnnt  of  that  worthy  Coriolanms,  that 
they  are  in  a  ripe  aptnefs,  to  take  all  Power  from  the  Peo- 
ple, and  to  pluck  from  them  their  Tribunes  for  ever.  This 
lies  glowing  I  can  tell  you,  and  is  almoft  mature  for  the 
violf  nt  breaking  out. 

rhU  Coriolanms  Banifli'd  ? 

Rom.  Banifli'd,  Sir. 

rol.  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  Intelligence^  JVi* 

Conor, 

Rom.  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now.    I  have  heard 

it  faid,  the   fitteft  time  to  corrupt   a  Man's  Wifct  is  when 

The's  fallen  out  with  her  Husband.     Your  Noble  Tmllms  Am^ 

fidiHs  will  appear  well  in  thefe  Wars,  his  great  Oppofer  Cori^ 

^ftus  being  now  in  no  rcqueft  of  his  Country. 

f^ol.  He  cannot  chufe.  I  am  mod  fortunate,  thus  acci* 
tJenrally  to  encounter  you.  You  have  ended  my  Bufinefs, 
and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

Rom.  I  (hall,  between  this  and  Supper,  tell  you  moP 
ftrange  things  from  Rome  j  all  tending  to  the  good  of  their 
Advrrfarie^     Have  you  an  Army  ready,  fay  you  i 

yol.  A  Inoft  Royal  one.  The  Centurions  and  their  Char- 
Ht$  6\({\n6t\y  billetted  already  in  the  entertainment,  and  to 
be  on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning. 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readinefs,  and  am  the 
.Man,  I  think,  that  (hall  fet  them  in  prefent  Adion.  So, 
Sir,  heart'ly  well  met,  and  moft  g?ad  of  your  Company. 

yil.  You  take  my  part  from  me.  Sir,  I  have  the  moft 
caufe  to  be  glad  of  yours. 

Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Coriolanus  im  mean  Apparel^  dijgmis^d  and  mttffled. 
Cor.   A  goodly  City  is  this  jintium.    City, 
*Tit  I  that  made  thy  Widows :  Miny  an  Heir 
Of  thcfe  fair  Edifices,  for  my  Wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop  :  Then  know  me  Dot, 
Left  that  thy  Wives  with  Spits,  and  Boys  with  Stoneit 
la  puny  Battel  flay  m?.    Save  you,  Sir. 

Enter  a  Cith^n. 

Qr.  And  yKyj.  F  f »  Cor. 
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Cor*  Dired  rar,  if  it  be  your  will,  where  great  jiujuiim 
lies :   Is  he  in  jintium  ? 

Qu  He  is,  and  Feaflsthe  Nobles  of  the  State,  at  hisHoufe 
this  Night. 

Gr.  Which  is  his  Houfe,  I  befeech  you  ? 

G/.  This  here  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  Sir  :  Farewel.  \_£xh  Citizn. 

Oh  World,  thy  flipf)ery  turns!  Friends  now  faft  {^oitit 
Whofe  double  Bofoms  feem  to  wear  one  Heart, 
Whofe  Hours,  whofe  Bed,  whofe  Meal  and  Cxerci/e 
Are  ftill  together  ;  who  twine  (as  'twere)  in  Love, 
Unfc parable,  (hall  within  this  Hour, 
On  adiifention  of  a  Doir,  break  out 
To  bittereft  Enmity.     So  felleft  Foe?, 
Whofe  Paflions,  and  whofe  Plots  have  broke  their  Sleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  fome  chance* 
Some  Trick  not  worth  an  Egg,  (hall  grow  dear  Friendf, 
And  inter-join  their  Iffues.     So  with  me. 
My  Birth-place  have  I,  and  my  Lovers  left;  upon 
This  Enemy's  Town  Til  enter,  if  he  flay  me; 
He  does  fair  Juftice  :  If  he  give  me  way, 
ril  do  his  Country  Service.  L^xk^ 

S  E  N  E  III.     A  Hall  in  AufidiusV  Haufc. 

A/ufick^plajs.     Enter  a  Serving^man. 
I  Ser.   Wine,  Wine,   Wine  !    What  Service  is  here?  I 
think  our  Fellows  are  aflecp.  [Exit. 

Enter  another  Serving^man. 
.  1  Scr.  Where's  Cotus  f  My  Maftei  calls  for  him:  CotMs. 

Enter  Coriolanus.  \JExU* 

Cor.  A  goodly  Houfe ; 
The  Feaftfmells;  but  I  appear  not  like  a  GueH. 

Enter  thefirji  Serving-man. 
I  Ser.  What  would  you  have.  Friend?  whence  are  you? 
Here's  no  place  for  you  :  Pray  go  to  the  Door.  [Exit. 

Cor.  I  have  deferv'd  no  better  Entertainment,  in   being 
CoriotanuSm  Enter  fecond  Servant. 

%  Ser.  Whence  are  yoUjSir  f  Has  the  Porter  his  Eyesin 
his  Head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  fuch  Companions? 
Fray  get  you  our. 
Cor.  AwayN 
X  Sir.  Away  :  Get  )ou  away.  Cor. 
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Cor.  Now  thou'rt  troublefom. 

2  Ser.  Are  you  (o  brave?    Til  have  you  talk'd  with  anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servants     The  firfi  meets  him. 

3  Ser.  What  Fellow's  this  ? 

I  Ser.  A  ftrange  one  as  ever  I  look'd  on:  I  cannot  get  him 
out  o'th'  Houfe  :  Prithee  call  my  Mafter  to  him. 

5  Ser.  What  have  you  to  do .  here.  Fellow  ?  Pray  you 
avoid  the  Houfe.  "  * 

Cor.  Let  me  but  ftand,  I  will  not  hurt  your  Hearth. 

ySer.  What  are  you  ^ 

Cor.  A  Gentleman. 

3  Ser.  A  marvellous  poor  one; 

Cor.  True;  fo  lam. 

1  Ser.  Pray  you,  poor  Gentleman,  take  up  fome  other  Sta- 
tion, here's  no  place  for  you  ;  pray  you  avoid :  Come. 

Cor.  Follow  your  Fundion,  go  and  batten  on  cold  bits. 

iPufhes  him  awajfrom  him. 
3.  Ser.  What,  you  will  not?  Prithee  tcU  my  Mafter,  what 
a  ftrange  Gueft  he  has  here. 

2  Ser.  And  I  ftiall.  \jExit  fecondServing'-man. 

3  Ser.  Where  dweirft  thou  ? 
Cor.  Under  the  Canopy. 

3  Ser.  Under  the  Canopy  ? 

Cor.  Ay. 

5  Ser.  Where's  that  ? 

Cmr.  YtW  City  of  Kites  and  Crows. 

5  Ser.  rth*  City  of  Kites  and  Crows?  What  an  Afs  it 
is ;  then  thou  dwelPft  with  Daws  too? 

Cor.  No,  I  ferve  not  thy  Mafter. 

5  Ser.  How,  Sir  !  Do  you  meddle  with  my  Mafter? 

Cor.  Ay,  'tis  an  honcfter  Service,  than  to  meddle  with 
thy  Miftrefs  :  Thou  prat*ft ,  and  prat'ft ;  ferve  with  thy 
Trcnc|ier  :  Hence.  [BeMS  him  mtfaj. 

Enter  Aufidius,  with  a  Serving-mMtK 

Auf^  Where  is  this  Fellow  ? 

2  Ser.  Here,  Sir  ;  Td  have  beaten  him  like  a  Dog>  but  for 
difturbing  the  Lords  within.  ^Nam  ? 

Anf.  Whence  com'ft  thou  ?  What  would'ft  thou  ?  Tl)y 
Whyfpeak'ft  not?  Speak  Man:  What's  thy  Name?^ 

Cor.  If,  TnUt$s^  not  yet  thou  know'ft  me,  and  feeing  mr, 
doft  not  take  me  for  the  Man  I  am,  nccefTity  commarid<i  me 
name  my  Sel  f.  F  f  j  '  Amf. 
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AMf.  What  is  thy  Name  ? 
CSpr.  A  Name  unmuiical  to  Volfi'ums  Ears* 
And  harfli  in  found  to  thine. 

Auf.  Say,  what's  thy  Name  / 
Thou  haft  a  grim  appearance^  and  thy  Facie 
Bears  a  Cooamand  in'c;  though  thy  Tackle's  torn, 
Thoufliew'ft  anobleVeiTel:  What's  thy  Namef 

Cvr.  Prepare  thy  Brow  to  frown;  know'ft  thou  me  not{ 
Auf.  I  know  thee  not;  thy  Namei 
C%r.  My  Name  is  Cains  Martini^  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particubrly,  and  to  all  the  Filfcics^ 
Great  Hurt  and  Mifchief ;  thereto  witnefs  may 
My  Sirname^  Griolanus.    The  painful  Service* 
The  extream  Dangers,  and  the  drops  of  Blood 
Shed  for  my  thanklcfs  Country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  Sirname;  a  good  Memory 
And  witnefs  of  the  Malice  and  Difpleafure 
Which  thou  could*ft  bear  me;  only  that  Name  remains. 
The  Cruelty  and  Envy  of  the  People, 
Permitted  by  our  daftard  Nobles,  who 
Have  all  foriook  me>  hath  devoured  the  reft ; 
And  fuffer'd  me  by  th*  voice  of  Slaves  to  be 
Hoop*d  out  of  Rome.     Now  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  Hearth,  not  out  of  hope 
^Miftake  me  not)  to  fave  my  Life;  for  if 
I  had  fear'd  Death,  of  all  the  Men  i'th'  World 
I  would  have  voided  thee.     But  in  mccr  fpite 
To  be  full  quit  of  thofe  my  BaniiTitrs, 
Stand  I  before  tlicc  here:  1  hen  if  thou  haft 
A  Heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  Wrongs,  and  ftop  thofe  maims 
Of  fliamc  feen  through  thy  Country,  fpced  thee  ftraigh% 
And  make  my  mifery  ferve  thy  turn  :  So  ufc  it, 
That  my  revengeful  Services  may  prove 
As  Benefits  to  thee.     For  I  will  fight 
Aeainft  my  Cankred  Country,  with  the  fpkcn 
Of  all  the  under  Fiends.     But  if  fo  be. 
Thou  dar'ft  not  thi^y  and  that  to  prove  more  Fortunes 
'Thou'rt  tir'd,  then  in  a  word,  I  alfo  am 
Longer  to  live  moft  weary,  and  prefent 
My  Tluoat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  Malice  : 

Which 


Coriolaaus.  iP75 

Which  not  to  cut,  would  (hew  thee  but  a  Fool^ 

Since  I  have  ever  followed  thee  with  hzxe» 

Drawn  Tuns  of  Blood  out  of  thy  Country 's  Breaf^  :  . , 

And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  Shame«  unlefs 

It  be  to  do  thee  Service.  -,  '• 

-A/.  Oh,  Martims^  Martini^ 
Each  word  thou  haft  fpoke,  hath  weeded  from  my  Heart 
Arootof  anciert  Envy,     ll  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  Cloud  fpeak  Divine  things^ 
And  fay,  'tis  true;  Td  not  beUeve  them  more 
Than  thee,  all-noble  Aidrtius.    Let  me  twine 
Mine  Arms  about  that  Bodv,  where  againft 
My  grained  A(h  an  hundred  times  hath  broke. 
And  fcarr'd  the  Moon  with  Splinters;  here  I  deep 
The  Anvile  of  niy  Sword,  and  do  conteft 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  Love, 
As  ever  in  ambitious  Strength,  I  did 
Oontend  againft  thy  Valour.     Know  thou,  firft 
I  lov'd  the  Maid  I  married;  never  Man 
Sif^h'd  truer  Breath.     But  that  I  fee  thee  here. 
Thou  Noble  thing,  more  dances  my  rapt  Heart, 
Than  when  I  (irft  my  wedded  Miftrefs  faw 
Beftride  my  Thre&old.  Why,  thou  MurSy  I  tell  thee. 
We  have  a  Power  on  foot;  and  I  had  purpofe 
O  ice  more  to  hew  thy  Target  from  thy  Brawn» 
Or  lofe  mine  Arm  for't:  Thou  haft  bear  me  out 
Twelve  feveral  times,  and  I  have  nightly  fince 
Dream't  of  Encounters  'twixt  thy  felf  and  me : 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  Sleep, 
Unbuckling  Helms,  fifting  each  others  Throat, 
And  wak*d  half  dead  with  nothing.  Worthy  Ai^rtim^ 
Had  we  no  Qiiarrel  elfe  to  Romt^  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  banifli'd,  we  would  mufter  all 
From  twelve  to  feventy  ;  and  pouring  War 
Into  the  Bowels  of  ungrateful  Romcy 
Like  a  bold  Flood  o'er-bcar*     Oh  come,  go  in, 
And  take  our  Friendly  Senators  by  th'  Hands, 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  oie. 
Who  am  prepared  againft  your  Territories, 
Though  not  for  R^me  it  felf. 

Ff4  Csr^ 
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C$r,  You  blefs  me,  Gods. 

jimf^  Therefore,  moft  abiblute  Sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  Revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  Commiflion,  and  fet  down 
As  beft  thou  art  experienc*d|   fince  thou  know^ft 
Thy  Country*s  Strength  and  Wcaknefs,  thine  own  ways; 
Whether  to  knock  againft  the  Gates  of  Homty 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote. 
To  fright  them,  e'er  deftroy.    But  come  in. 
Let  me  commend  thee  firfttothofethatlhall 
Say  yea  to  thy  Defires.  A  thoufand  welcomes, 
Ancl  more  a'  Friend,  than  e"cr  an  Enemy  r 
Yet,  Martins^  that  was  much.    Your  Hand ;  moft  welcomr. 

Enter  two  Servants. 

I  &r.  Here's  a  ftrangc  Alteration. 

1  Ser.  By  my  Hand*  I  had  thouf^J^t  to  have  (Irucken  him 
with  a  Cudgel,  and  yet  my  Mind  gave  me,  his  Clothes  made 
t  falfe  report  of  him. 

I  Str»  What  an  Arm  he  has,  he  turn'd  me  about  with  his 
Finger  and  his  Thumb,  as  one  would  fet  up  a  Top. 

1  Sir.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  Face  that  there  was  fomething 

in  him.     He  had.  Sir,  a  kind  of  Face,  methought 1  cannot 

tell  how  to  term  it* 

1  Ser.  He  had  fo:  looking,  as  it  were-'— would  I  were  hang- 
ed but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  him  than  I  could  think. 

2  Ser.  So  didr,  I'll  be  fworn :  He  is  (imply  the  rareft  Man 
i'th»  World. 

•    I  Ser.  I  think  he  is;  but  a  greater  Soldier  than  he. 
You  wot  one. 

1  Ser.  Who,  my  Maftcr? 

I  Ser.  Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

rSer.  Worth  fix  en  him. 

1  Ser.  Nay,  not  fo  neither;  but  I  take  him  tobethegreat- 
er  Soldier. 

2  Ser.  Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  tofay  that ;  for 
the  defence  of  a  Town,  our  General  is  excellent. 

(  Ser.  Ay,  and  for  an  A  (Fault  too. 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 
I  Ser.  Oh  Slaves,  I  can  tell  you  News;  News,  you  Rafcals^ 

B9th. 
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Both.  What)  what,  what?  Let's  partake. 

3  Sir.  I  woiild  not  be  a  Romam  of  all  Nations ;  I  had  ts 
Lieve  be  a  conclemn*d  Man. 

Both.  Wherefore?  wherefore? 

3  Ser.  Why  here*s  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  our  Gene- ' 
ra]>  CMmMartims. 

I  Ser.  Why  do  you  fay,  thwack  our  General  ? 

3  Ser.  I  do  not  fay  thwack  our  General,  but  he  was  at 
ways  good  enough  for  him. 

x.Ser.  Come,  we  are  Fellows  and  Friends;  he  was  ever  too 
hard  for  him,  I  have  heard  him  fay  fo  himfelf. 

1  Ser.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  diredly,  to  fay  the  Troth 
on*t ;  before  CorioUtSt  he  fcitcht  him  and  notcht  him  like  a 
Carbonado. 

2  Ser.  And,  had  he  been  Cannibally  given,  he  might  have 
boil'd  and  eaten  him  too. 

1  Ser.  But  more  of  thy  News. 

3  Ser.  Why  he  is  fo  made  on  here  within,  as  if  he  were 
Son  and  Heir  to  A^ars:  Set  at  upper  end  o'th'  Table  ;•  no 
Queftion  askt  him  by  any  of  the  Senators,  but  they  (land 
bald  before  him.  Our  General  himfelf  makes  a  Miftrefs 
of  him,  fandifies  himfelf  with's  Hands,  ahd  turns  up  the 
white  o'th*  Eye  to  his  Difcourle.  But  the  bottom  of  the 
News  is,  our  General  is  cut  i'th*  middle,  and  but  one  half 
of  what  he  was  yeflcrday.  For  the  other  has  half,  by  the 
intreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  Table.  He*ll  go,  he  fays, 
and  fowle  the  Porter  of  Rome  Gates  by  th'  Ears.  He  will 
mow  down  all  before  him,  and  leave  his  paflage  polfd. 

2  Ser.  And  he*s  as  like  to  do't  as  any  Man  I  can  imagine. 

I  Ser.  Do*t!  hewilldo't:  For  look  you«  Sir,  he  has  as  ma- 
ny Friends  as  Enemies;  which  Friends,  Sir,  as  it  were,  durft 
not  (look  you,  Sir^  (hew  themfelves  fas  we  term  ir^  his 
FriendSf  whilft  he's  in  Direditude. 

I  Ser.  Direditude  I  What's  that  ? 

3  Ser.  But  when  they  (hall  fee.  Sir,  his  Creft  up  again,  and 
tlie  Man  in  Blood,  they  will  out  of  their  Burroughs  (like 
Conies  after  Rain^  and  revel  all  with  him. 

I  Ser.  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 

3  Ser.  To  Morrow,  to  Day,  prefently,  you  (hall  have  the 
Drum  ftruck  up  this  Afternoon :  'Tis  as  it  were  a  parcel  of 
their  Feafty  and  to  be  executed  e'er  they  wipe  their  Lips. 

2  Ser. 
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X  Ser.  Why  then  we  (hall  hive  t  ftirring  World  again  : 
This  Peace  is  worth  nothing,  but  to  ruft  Iron,  enoeale 
Tailors,  and  breed  Ballad-makers. 

I  Ser.  Let  me  have  War,  fay  I,  it  exceeds  Peace,  as  far  as 
Day  does  Ni^ht,  it's  fprightly  walking,'  audible,  andfuUof 
vent.  Peace  is  a  very  Apoplexy,  Lethargy*  mull'd,  deaf, 
fleepy,  infenfible,  a  getter  of  more  Baftard  Children,  than 
Wars  a  deftroyer  of  Men. 

z  Ser.  *Tis  fo,  and  as  Wars  in  fome  fort  may  be  laid  to  be 
a  Kaviflier,  fo  it  cannot  be  denied,  but  Peace  is  a  great  ma* 
ker  of  Cuckolds. 

I  Sir.  Ay,  and  it  makes  Men  hate  one  another. 

I  Ser.  Reafon,  becaufe  they  then  lefs  need  one  another: 
The  Wars  for  my  Mony.  I  hope  to  (te  R^mams  as  cheap 
as  yUfciMHs.    They  are  rifing,  they  are  rifing. 

Bothm  In,  in,  in>  in.  [Exemu. 

SCENE    IV.     Rome. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Sk.  We  hear  not  of  him«  neither  need  we  fear  him. 
His  Remedies  are  tame :  the  prefent  Peace 
And  Qnietnefs  of  the  People,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  hurr}\     Here  do  we  make  his  Friends 
Btufli,  that  the  World  goes  well ;  who  rather  had. 
Though  they  themfelves  did  fufFcr  by'r,  behold 
Diflentious  Numbers  peftring  Streets,  than  fee 
Our  Tradefmen  finging  in  their  Shops>  and  going 
About  their  Funftions  friendly. 

Enter  Menenius. 
Bru.  We  Aood  to't  in  good  time.     Is  this  Menemit^s  I 
Sic.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he :  O  he  is  grown  moft  kind  of  late : 
Hail>  Sir. 

Alen.  Hail  to  you  both. 

Sic.  Your  Coriolanus  is  not  much  mift,  but  with  his  Friends ; 
the  Commonwealth  doth  ftand,  and  To  would  do,  were  he 
more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well,  and  might  have  been  much  better,  if  he 
could  have  temporized. 

Sic.  Where  is  he,  hear  you  i 
Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing : 
His  Mother  and  his  Wife  hear  nothing  from  him. 

EMter 
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Entir  three  •r  fo$$r  Qtix^us. 

^L  The  Gods  preferve  you  both. 

Sic.  Good-e'en,  Neighbours. 

firm.  Good-e'cn  to  you  all,  good-e'ento  you  aih 

I  Cit.  Our  Selves,  our  Wives,  and  ChildireD,  on  our  Kn^s 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 

Sic.  Live  and  thrive. 

Brm.  Farewel,  kind  Neighbours : 
^ye  wiiht  Coriolanus  had  lov'd  you,  as  we  did. 

jiU.  Now  the  Gods  keep  you. 

Both  Tri.  Farcwel,  farcweL  [Exeunt  GtUens^ 

Stc.  This  is  a  happier,  and  more  comely  time. 
Than  when  thefe  Fellows  ran  about  the  Streets, 
Crying,  Confufion. 

Bru.  Cdius  Martius  was 
A  worthy  OflScer  i*th'  War,  but  Infolcnt, 
Overcome  with  Pride,  Ambitious  paft  all  thiokir.g. 
Self-loving. 

Sic.  And  affeding  one  fole  Throne,  without  affiftance^ 

Men.  I  think  not  fa 

Sic.  We  fliould  by  this  to  all  our  Lamentation, 
If  he  had  gone  forth  Confu),  found  it  fo.    . 

Bru.  The  Gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  R§m 
Sits  fafe  and  flill  without  him. 

Enter  ty£diU. 

9y£dile»  Worthy  Tribune?, 
There  is  a  Slave,  whom  we  have  put  in  Prifon, 
Reports  the  Pol/ciesy  with  two  feveral  Powers, 
Are  entred  in  the  Roman  Territories, 
And  with  the  deepeft  Malice  of  the  War« 
Deftroy  what  lyes  before  *em. 

Men.  ^Tis  jiufidiusy 
Who  hearing  of  our  Martit$s\  Banifliment, 
Thrufts  fonn  his  Horns  again  into  the  World, 
Which  were  In-ftiell'd,  when  Martins  flood  for  Rtne^ 
And  durft  not  once  peep  out. 

Sic.  Come,  what  talk  you  of  Martins  ? 

Bru.  Go  fee  this  Rumourer  whipr,  it  cannot  be, 
ThcFolfiies  dare  break  with  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be  i 
We  have  Record  that  very  well  it  can, 
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And  three  Examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  Age.     But  reafon  with  the  Fellow 
Before  you  puai(h  him»  where  he  heard  this. 
Left  you  (hall  chance  to  whip  your  Information, 
And  beat  the  MefTenger,  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me :  I  know  this  cannot  be; 

Bth.  Not  poffible. 

Eftter  4  Mejfcnger* 

Mtf.  The  Nobles  in  great  Eameftnefs  are  going 
All  to  the  Senate-houfe ;  feme  News  is  come 
That  turns  their  Countenances. 

Sic.  'Tis  this  Slave: 
Go  whip  him  'fore  the  Peoples  Eyes:  His  raifing; 
Nothing  but  his  Report. 

Mef.  Yes,  worthy  Sir. 
The  Slave's  Report  is  feconded,  and  morty 
More  fearful  is  delivered. 

Sic.  What  more  fetrftil  ? 

Mtf.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  Mouths, 
How  probable  I  do  not  know,  that  Martins 
Join'd  with  ylufidius^  leads  a  Power  *gainft  Rotmc^ 
And  vows  Revenge  as  fpacious,  as  between 
The  youngeft  and  oldeft  thing. 

Sic.  This  is  mod  likely, 

Bru.  Rais*d  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wifli 
Good  Martim  home  again. 

Sic.  The  very  trick  on*t. 

Men,  This  is  unlikely, 
He 'and  Aufidius  can  no  more  atonei 
Than  violent'ft  Contrariety. 

Enter  Mejfengerm 

Mef.  You  arc  fent  for  to  the  Senate : 
A  fearful  Army,  led  by  CaiM$  Martius^ 
AfTociated  with  AufidinSf  rages 
Upon  our  Territories,  and  have  already 
O  er-born  their  way,  confum'd  with  Fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Cominius. 

C^m.  Ohy  you  have  made  good  work. 
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Men.  What  News?  What  News? 
Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravi(h  your  own  Daughterly  and 
To  melt  the  City  Leads  upon  your  Pates, 
To  fee  your  Wives  di(honour*d  to  yourNoies. 
Men.  What's  the  news?  What's  the  news? 
Com,  Your  Temples  bum'd  in  their  Cement,  and 
Your  Franchifet,  whereon  you  ftood,  confin'd 
Into  an  Auger's  bore. 

Men.  Pray  nQw  the  News? 
You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me:  pray,  your  news? 
If  Martins  ihould  be  joyned  with  the  Fbljcuim. 

Com*  If?   He  is  their  God>  he  leads  chem  like  t  thing 
Made  by  feme  other  Deity  than  Nature, 
That  (hapes  Man  better;  and  they  follow  him 
Againfl  us  Brats  with  no  lefs  Confidence, 
Than  Boys  purfuing  Summer  Butter-flies, 
Or  Butchers  killing  Flies* 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 
You  and  your  Apron  men ;  you  that  ftood  fo  much 
Upon  the  Voice  of  Occupation,  and 
The  Breath  of  Garlick-eaters. 

Com.  He'll  (hake  your  Rome  about  your  Ears* 
Men.  As  Hercules  did  (hake  down  mellow  Fruit: 
You  have  made  fair  work. 
Bra.  But  is  this  true.  Sir  ? 
Com.  Ay,  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  you  find  it  other.     All  the  Regioni 
Do  fmilingly  revolt,  and  who  refifts 
Are  mock'd  for  valiant  Ignorance, 
And  periih  coriftant  Fools:  Who  is't  can  blame  himi 
,  Your  Enemies  and  his  find  fomething  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  imlefs 
The  Noble  Man  have  Mercy. 

Gm.  Who  (hall  ask  it  f 
The  Tribunes  cannot  do't  for  fliame;  the  People 
Deferve  fuch  pity  of  him,  as  the  Wolf 
Do's  of  the  Shepherds :  For  his  beft  Friends,  if  they 
Shou*dfay,  be  good  to  ^omt^,  they  charged  him,  event 
As  thofe  flioulc  do  that  had  detervM  hif  Hate^ 
And  therein  fliew'd  like  Enemies. 
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Me.  'Tis  tf  uc,  if  he  were  putting  to  my  HoiiCth  the  Brand 
That  would  confume  it,  I  have  not  the  Face 
To  fay,  befecch  you  ceafe.     You  have  made  fair  Hands» 
You  and  your  Crafts  f  you  have  crafted  fair  t 

Com.  You  have  brought 
A  trembling  upon  Rome,  fuch  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

7W.  Say  not  we  brought  it. 
Men.  How  ?   Was*t  we  ?  We  lov'd  him ; 
But,  like  Beads  and  cowardly  Nobles, 
Gave  Way  unto  your  Clufterf,  who  did  hoot 
Him  out  o*th'  City. 
Com.  But  I  fear 
They'll  roar  him  in  again.     ThUms  jtt^ms^ 
The  fecond  Name  of  Men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  Officer :  Defperation» 
Is  all  the  Policy,  Strengths  and  Defence 
That  Rome  can  make  againft  them. 

Enter  d  Troojo  of  Gtiz,efts  ~ 
Men.  Here  come  the  Clutters.  — 
And  is  Anfidim  with  him  ?  — —  You  are  they 
That  made  the  Air  unwholfome,  when  you  caft 
Vour  (linking,  greaOe  Caps,  in  hooting 
At  CoriolanHi%  Exile.     Now  he's  coming, 
And  not  a  Hair  upon  a  Soldiers  Head 
Which  will  not  prove  a  Whip :  as  many  Coxcombs 
As  you  threw  Caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down. 
And  pay  you  for  your  Voices.     *Tis  no  matter^ 
If  he  fliou'd  burn  us  all  into  one  Coal» 
We  have  defervM  it. 

Omne?.  Faith,  we  hear  fearful  News. 

1  Cff.  For  mine  own  part, 

When  I  faid  bani(h  him,  I  faid  *twas  Pity^ 

2  Cit.  And  fo  did  I. 

3  Cit.  And  fo  did  I;  and  to  fay  the  truth,  (b  did  "^tty 
many  of  us ;  that  we  did,  we  did  for  the  beft  t  And  the*  we 
willingly  confented  to  his  Banilhment,  yet  it  was  againft 
#ur  Will. 

Com.  Y*are  goodly  things ;  you  Voices  f  > 

Men.  You  have  made  you  good  work, 

You  and  your  Cry«    Sbalfi  to  the  Capitol? 
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C9m.  Oh»  Ay,  what  clfc?  [^ExcMnt. 

Sic.  Go,  Matters,  get  you  Home,  be  no  difmaid. 
Thefe  ,arc  a  Side,  that  wou'd  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  which  they  fo  fccm  to  fear,    Go  Home 
And  (hew  no  fign  of  Fear 

I  C/f.  The  Gods  be  good  to  us:   Come*  Matters,  let's 
Home.  I  ever  faid  we  were  i'th'  wrong,  when  wc  banitti*d 

him. 

%  Cit.  So  did  we  allf  but  come,  let's  Home.      [Ex.  Gi. 

Brm.  I  do.  not  like  this  News. 

Sic.  Nor  I. 

Brm.  Let's  to  the  Capitol;  would  half  my  Wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  Lie 

Sic.  Pray  let's  go.  [Exfont  Trilmmu 

S  C  E  N  E    V.     A  Camp. 

Enter  Aufidius  v/ifh  his  UtutentiHt. 

jiuf.  Do  they  ftiU  flie  to  th'  RomM\ 
LicM.  I  do  not  know  what  Witchcraft^s  in  him  ;  but 
Your  Soldiers  ufe  him  as  the  Grace  'fore  Meat, 
Their  talk  at  Table,  and  their  thanks  at  end ; 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  Adion»  Sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

uiuf.  I  cannot  help  it  now, 
Unlels,  by  udng  means,  I  lame  the  Foot  ^      ^ 

Of  our  Defign.    He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly 
Even  to  my  Perfon,  that  I  thought  he  would 
When  firft  I  did  embrace  him.   Vet  his  Nature 
In  that's  no  Changeling,  and  I  mutt  excufe 
What  cannot  be  amended. 
Uim.  Yetlwitti,  Sir* 
(I  mean  for  your  ^particulars  you  had  not 
Join'd  in  Commiffion  with  him ;  but  either  have  bora 
The  adion  of  your  feif,  or  elfe  to  him  had  left  it  folely« 

jimf.  I  underttand  thee  well,  and  be  thou  fure> 
When  he  fli^U  come  to  his  accounr,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  againtt  him,  although  it  feems 
And  fo  he  thinks,  and  is  no  lefs  apparent 
To  th'  vulgar  Eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly. 
And  fliews  good  Husbandry  for  the  Folfcidn  State, 
Piglits  Dragon-like,  and  does  atchie\'e  as  foon 
As  draw  his  Sword :  Yet  he  hath  Ief(  undone 

' ■"'■"■  ■"  That 
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That  which  (hall  break  his  Neckt  or  hazard  mine. 
When  e'er  we  come  to  our  Account. 

Liem.  Sir*  I  bereech  you»  think  you  he'll  carry  R§9§e  ! 

Anf.  All  phces  yield  to  him  e*er  he  (its  dowo. 
And  the  Nobility  of  R^mt  are  his : 
The  Senators  and  Patricians  love  him  too  : 
The  Tribunes  are  no  Soldiers ;  and  their  People 
Will  be  as  rafh  in  the  repeal,  as  hafty 
To  expel  him  thence.  I  think  he'll  be  to  R§m€^ 
As  is  the  Afpray  to  the  Fi(h>  who  takes  it 
By  Soveraignty  of  Nature.  Firft»  he  was 
A  noble  Servant  to  them*  but  he  could  doc 
Carry  his  Honours  even ;  whether  'twas  Pride^ 
Which  out  of  daily  Fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  Man;  whether  defed  of  Judgment^ 
To  fail  in  the  difpofing  of  thofe  Chances 
Which  he  was  Lord  or ;  or  whether  Nature, 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 
From  th'  Cask  to  th'  Culhion,  but  commanding  Peace 
Even  with  the  fame  aufterity  and  garb. 
As  he  controll'd  the  War.  But  one  of  theie^ 
^As  he  hath  fpices  of  them  all^  not  all. 
For  I  dare  fo  far  free  him,  made  him  fear'd. 
So  hated,  and  fo  baniih'd;  but  he  has  a  Merit 
To  choak  it  in  the  utt Vance :  So  our  Virtues, 
Lye  in  th'  interpretation  of  the  time. 
And  Power,  unto  it  felf  moft  commendable. 
Hath  not  a  Tomb  fo  evident  as  a  Chair 
T'extol  what  it  hath  done. 

One  Fire  drives  out  one  Fire;  one  Nail,  one  Nail; 
Rights  by  Rights  fouler.  Strengths  by  Strengths  do  faiL 
Come  let's  awav  ;  when,  Caiusj  Rome  is  thine. 
Thou  art  poor  ft  of  all»  then  (hortly  art  thou  mine. 
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ACTV.     SCENE    I. 
SCEN  E  Rome. 

Enter  Menenius,  Cominius,  Sicinius,  Brutus,  with  §tbirs. 

Mem.  T^O,  III  not  go :  You  hear  what  he  hath  faid 

XN  Which  was  fometime  his  General ;  who  lev 'd  him 
In  a  moft  dear  particular.    He  call'd  me  Father: 
But  what  o'that  ?  Go  you  that  bani(h'd  him, 
A  mile  before  his  Tent,  fall  down  and  kneel 
The  way  into  his  Mercy :  Nay,  if  he  coy*d 
To  hear  Gminius  fpeak,  I'll  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me' by  my  Name: 
I  urg'dourold  acquaintance^  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.    Corhlanns^ 
He  would  not  anfwer  to ;  forbad  all  Name5» 
He  was  a  kind  of  Nothing,  Titlelefs, 
*Till  he  had  forg'd  himfelf  a  Nameo'th*  FJre 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  fo ;  you  have  made  good  work : 
A  pair  of  Tribunes,  that  have  wrack'd  for  Rome^ 
To  make  Coals  cheap :  A  noble  Memory. 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  Royal  'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  lefs  expefted.    He  reply'd,  ^ 

It  was  a  bare  Petition  of  a  State 
To  one  whom  they  had  puni(h*d« 

Men.  Very  well,  could  he  fay  lefs  ? 

Com.  I  offered  to  awaken  his  regard 
For's  private  Friends.     His  anfwer  to  me  wa% 
He  could  not  (lay  to  pick  them,  in  a  pile 
Of  noifom  mufty  Chaff.     He  faid,  'twa^  folly. 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburnt 
And  ftill  to  nofe  the  Offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain  or  two  ? 
Tam  one  of  thofe  :  his  Mother,  Wife,  his  Chilc^ 
And  this  brave  Fellow  too :  we  are  the  Grains, 
You  are  the  mufty  Chaff,  and  you  are  fmelt 
Above  the  Moon.    We  muft  be  burnt  for  you. 

y  o  L.  I V.  *  C  g  Sic 
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Sic.  Nay,  pray  be  patient :  If  you  rcfufe  your  aid 
In  this  fo  never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  with  our  Diftrefs,    But  fure  if , you 
Would  be  your  Country's  Plcadcf,  your  good  Tongue, 
More  than  the  inftant  Army  we  can  make. 
Might  ftop  our  Country*  man. 
Mtn.  No  :  FU  not  meddle. 
Sic.  Prav  you  go  to  him. 
Mtn.  What  (hould  I  do  ? 
Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  Love  can  diO 
For  Romc^  towards  Murttta. 

Mtn.  Well,  and  fay  that  Martins  return  me. 
As  ComintMs  returned,  unheard  :  what  then  ?- 
But  as  a  difcontented  Friend,  grief-fliot 
With  his  unkindneG.     Say't  be  fo  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 
Muft  have  that  thanks  from  Romty  after  the  meafure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Mtn.  ril  undertake  it : 
I  think  he'll  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip. 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhetrts  me. 
He  was  not  taken  well,  he  had  not  din'd. 
The  Veins  unfilfd,  our  Blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  powt  upon  the  Morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive;  but  when  we  have  ftuflF^d 
Thefe  Pipes,  and  thefe  Conveyances  of  our  Blood 
With  Wine  and  feeding,  we  have  fuppler  Souls 
Than  in  our  Prieft-like  Falls :  therefore  Vl\  watch  him 
'Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  rcqueft. 
And  then  Til  fet  upon  him. 

Brft.  You  know  the  vtry  Rode  into  his  Kindncfs, 
And  cannot  lofe  your  way. 

Men.  Good  faith.  Til  prove  him. 
Speed  ho*v  it  will.    I  (hall  e'er  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  fuccefs.  [JExii. 

Com.  He'Jl  never  hear  him.  Sic.  Not  ? 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  fit  in  Gold,  his  Eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Jiomt ;  and  his  Injury 
The  Goaler  to  his  Pity.    I  kneePd  before  him, 
Twas  very  faintly  he  faid.  Rife  :  difmifs'd  me 

Thus  with  his  fpeechlefs  band.    What  be  would  jo 
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He  fent  in  Writing  after  me  ;  what  he  would  nor,  • 
Bound  With  an  Oath  to  yield  to  his  Conditions : 
So  chat  all  hope  is  vain,  unlefs  his  noble  Mother, 
And  his  Wife  ^who  as  I  hear)  mean  to  foUicit  him 
'  For  Mercy  to  his  Country:  therefore  let's  hence» 
And  with  our  fair  Intreaties  hifte  them  on.  [^ExcMnt. 

SCENE     II.     A  Camf. 

Enter  Mencnius  to  the  Watch  or  Gmard. 

1  TVat.  Sray  :  whence  are  you  ? 

2  Wut.  Stand,  and  po  hack. 

Men.  You  guard  like  Men,  'tis  well.     But  by  your  leave 
I  am  an  Officer  of  State,  and  come  to  fpeak  with  Coriolanms. 

•I  ffUtch.  From  whence  ?  Men.  From  Rome. 

I.  Wat.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  muft  return :  our  General 
will  no  more  hear  from  thence, 

2  ff^ut.  You'll  fee  your  Rome  embrac'd  with  Fire,  before 
You'll  /peak  with  Coriolanus.    ' 

A/en.  Good  my  Friends, 
If  you  hive  heard  your  General  talk  of  Rome^ 
And  of  his  Friends  there,  it  is  Lots  to  Blanks, 
My  Name  hath  touch'd  your  Ears ;  it  is  Afenenius. 

I  PVUt.  Be  it  fo,  go  back:  the  virtue  of  your  Name 
Is  n'>r  here  pafTable. 

Men.  1  tell  thee.  Fellow, 
Thy  General  is  my  Lover  :  I  have  been 
Tne  Book  of  his  good  Afts,  whence  Men  have  read 
His  Fame  linparalleird,  happily  amplified  : 
For  I  have  ever  verified  my  Friends, 
(Of  whom  he's  Chief)  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 
Would  without  lapfing  fufFer :  Nay,  fometimes. 
Like  to  a  Bowl  upon  a  fubtil  ground 
I  have  rumbled  pad  the  throw;   and  in  his  praife 
Have,  almoft,  (lamped  the  Leafing.     Therefore,  Fellow,* 
I  muft  have  leave  to  pafs. 

I  Wat.  Faith,  Sir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in  his  be- 
half, as  you  have  utter'd  words  in  your  own,  you  Ihould 
not  pafs  here :  no,  though  ic  were  as  virtuous  to  Iie>  as  to 
livechafily.     Therefore  go  back* 

Men.  Prithee,  Fellow,  remember  my  Name  is  Menenias^ 
always  Faftionary  on  the  party  of  your  GeoeraL 
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%  JVdt.  Howfoevcr  you  have  been  his  Liar,  as  you  fay 
you  have ;  I  am  one  that  telling  true  under  him,  muft  lay 
you  cannot  pafs.    Therefore  co  back. 

Men.  Has  he  din'd,  can'ft  thou  tell  ?  For  I  would  not 
fpeak  with  him  'till  after  Dinner. 
I  Wdt.  You  are  a  Romdn,  are  you  I 
Men^  I  am»  as  thy  General  is. 

I  Wat.  Then  you  ihould  hate  ^(iwf,asbe  does.  Can  you. 

when  you  have  pufli'd  out  of  jour  Gates  the  very  Defender 

of  them,  and  in  a  violent  popular  ignorance,   given  your 

Enemy  your  Shield,  think  to  front  his  Revenges  with  the 

eafie  Groans  of  old  Women,  the  Virginal  Palms  of  your 

Daughters^  or  with  the  palHed  intercellion  of  fuch  a  de« 

cay*a  Dotard,  as  you  feem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think  to  blow 

out  the  intended  Fire  your  City  is  ready  to  flame  in,  with 

fuch  weak  Breath  as  this?  No,  you  are  deceiv'd,  therefore 

back  to  Romc^  and  prepare  for  your  Execution  :    you  are 

condemned,  our  General  has  fworn  you  out  of  Reprieve  and 

Pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  Captain  knew  I  were  here. 
He  would  ufe  me  with  Hftimation. 

I  Wi^t.  Come,  my  Captain  knows  you  nor. 
Mtn.  I  mean  thy  General. 

I  Wm.  My  General  cares  nor  for  you.  Back,  I  fay,  go; 
led  I  let  forth  your  half  Pine  of  Blood.    Back»  that's  the 
utmoft  of  your  having,  back. 
Men.  Nay,  but  Fellow,  Fellow. 

Enter  Coriohnus  with  Aufidius. 
Cor.  What's  the  Matter? 

Men.  Now  you  Champion;  I'll  fay  an  Errant  for  you; 
you  (hall  know  now  that   I  am  in  Eflimation ;   you  (ball 
perceive,   that  a  Jackgardant  cannot  Office  me  from  my 
Son  CoriolanHSj  giiefs  but  my  Entertainment  with  him ;  if 
thou  ftand'ft  not  i'lh*  State  of  Hanging,  or  of  fomc  Death 
more  long  in  Speftatoifliip,  and  crueller  in   fuflFering,  be- 
hold now   prefendy,  and  fweon  for  what's  to  come  upon 
thee.     The  glorious  Gods  fir  in  hourly  Synod  about  thy 
particular  profperity,  and  love  thee  ro  worfe  than  thy  old 
Father  Menenias  does.    O  my  Son,  my  Son  !  thou  art  pre- 
paring Fire  for  us ;  look  thee,  here's  Water  to  qnench  it 
I  was  hardly  mov'd  to  come  to  thee ;  but  being  afliirec 

non( 
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none  but  my  felf  could  move  thee, '  I  have  been  blown 
out  of  our  Gates  with^  flghs,  and  conjure  thee  to  pardon 
Jtome^  and  thy  petitionary  Countrymen.  The  good  Gods 
aflwage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  the  Dregs  of  it  upon  this 
Varlet  here :  This,  who  like  a  Block  hath  denied  my  Ac« 
cefs  to  thee % 

Corm  Away. 

Men.  How,  away  ? 

C0r.  Wife,  Mother,  Child,  I  know  nor.   My  AflFairs 
Are  fervanted  to  others :  Though  I  owe 
My  Revenge  properly,  my  Remiffion  lyes 
In  f^BlfisMH  Breads.  That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulncfs  (hall  poifon,  rather 

Than  pity  :  Note  how  much, therefore  begone. 

Mine  Ears  againfl  your  Suits  are  ftrongcr  than 
Your  Gates  againft  my  Force.  Yet  for  I  loved  thee, 
"^ake  this  along,  I  writ  it  for  thy  fake, 
And  would  have  fent  it.     Another  word,  MeneniuSj 
I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak.     This  Man,  jIufidtHs, 
Was  my  belov*d  in  Rome  ;  yet  thou  behold'ft  ■ 

jittf*  You  keep  a  conftant  temper  [^Exeunt. 

Manent  the  Guard  and  Menenius. 

1  Wat.  Now,  Sir,  is  your  name  Menenius  / 

2  Wat.  'Tis  a  Spell  you  fee  of  much  Power  : 
You  know  the  way  home  again. 

1  Wat.   Do   you  hear  how  we  are  (bent  for  keeping 
your  Greatnefs  back  ? 

2  Wat.  What  Caufe  do  you  think  I  have  to  fwoon? 
Men.  I  neither  care  for  th*  World,  nor  your  General  : 

for  fuch  things  as  you,  I  can  fcarcc  think  there's  any,  y*are 
fo  fliffht.  He  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himfelf,  fears  it 
not  from  another :  Let  your  General  do  his  worft.  For 
you,  be  that  you  are,  long;  and  your  Mifery  encreafe  with 
your  Age.  I  fay  to  you,  as  I  was  faid  to.  Away.    {Exit. 

1  Wat.  A  noble  Fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

2  Wat.   The   worthy  Fellow  is  our   General.  He*$  the 
Rock,  the  Oak  not  to  be  wind-ftiaken.  [Exit  fPdicb. 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  Aufidius. 
Cor.  We. will  before  the  Walls  of  Rome  to  morrow 
Set  down  our  Hoft.  My  Partner  in  this  Adion, 
You  muft  report  to  th*  Pilfcian  Lords  how  plainly 
I  have  born  this  Bufinefs.  G  g  3 
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Auf,  Only  their  Ends  you  have  refpeAed  ;'ftopr 
Your  Ears  againft  the  general  Suit  of  Rotne  :  | 

Never  admitted  a  private  Whifper^  no  not  with  fuch  Fricrds 
That  thought  them  fure  of  you. 

Cqt.  This  laft,  old  Man, 
Whom  with  a  crack'd  Heart  I  have  fent  to  R^me^ 
Lov'd  me  above  the  meafure  of  a  Father; 
Nay,  Godded  me  indeed.     Their  lattft  Refuge, 
Was  to  fend  him,  for  whofe  old  Love,  I  have 
^ho*  I  (hew'd  fow*ry  to  himj  once  more  offered 
The  firft  Conditions,  which  they  did  refufe. 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only. 
That  thought  he  could  do  more :  A  very  little 
I  have  yielded  to.     Freih  EmbaOie,  and  Suits, 
Nor  for  the  State,  nor  private  Friends  hereafter 
Will  I  lend  Ear  to.  Ha!  wharfhour  is  this?     [Shcmt -withm. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  Vow 
In  the  fame  time  'tis  made  ?  I  will  not. 

Enter  Virgilia,  Volumnia,  Vikxh, joHmglAzriiu^^  v/irb 

Attendants, 
My  Wife  ccmesforcmoft,  then  the  hononr'd  Mould 
Wherein  this  Trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  Hard 
The  Grand-child  to  her  Blood.  But  our  AfFeSiop, 
All  Bond  and  Privilege  of  Nature  break  ; 
Let  it  be  Virtuous,  to  be  Obftinatc. 
What  is  thatCourt'fic  worrh  ?  Orihofe  Dove's  Eyes 
Which  can  make  Gods  foifwom?  I  mdr,  and  am  not 
Of  ftronger Earth  than  others:  My  Mother  bows, 
As  {(Olympus  to  a  M  )lc-hill  fliould 
In  Supplication  nod  rand  my  yoimi>  Roy 
Hath  anafpeft  of  IntcrcelTion,  which 
Great  Nature  cries  Deny  nor.     Let  the  rolfcies 
Plough  RomCj  and  harrow  //.t/r ;  Til  never 
Be  fuch  a  Gofling  to  obey  Irllinft  :   But  (land 

As  if  a  Man  were  Author  of  himkif,  and  knew  no  other  Kir. 

f^ir.  My  Lord  and  Husband 

Cor*  Thcfe  Eyes  aic  not  the  fame  I  worr  in  Rome. 

F$rg.  The  Sorrow  that  delivers  us  thus  chanj;*d, 
Alakcs  you  think  fo. 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  Aftor  now,  I  have  forgot  my  Parr, 
And  I  ana  out, even  to  a  full  Difgrace,  Bcft  of  my  Flefb, 

Forgive 
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Forgive  my  Tyranny,  but  do  not  fay. 
For  that  forgive  our  Romans.     O  a  Kifi 
Long  as  my  Exile,  fwcet  as  my  Revenge ! 
-   Now  by  the  jealous  Queen  of  Heaven,  that  Kifs 
I  carried  from  thee,  Dear  ;  and  my  true  Lip 
Hath  Virgin'd  it  e'er  fince.  You  Gods,  I  pray  to  you. 
And  the  moft  noble  Mother  of  the  World 
Leave  unfaluted  :  Sink  my  Knee  i'th*  Earth;  iKfteels. 

Of  the  deep  Duty,  more  Impreffion  (hew 
Than  that  of  comn^on  Sons. 

f^cl.  O  ftand  up  bleft  I 
Whilft  with  no  (ofter  Culhion  than  the  Flint, 
I  kneel  before  thee,  and  unproperly 

Shew  Duty  as  miftaken  all  the  while,  iKfuelu 

Between  the  Child  and  Parent. 

Cor.  What's  this  ?  Your  Knees  to  me  ?  i 
To  your  Correfted  Son  ? 
Then  let  the  Pebbles  on  the  hungry  Beach 
Fillop  the  Stars:  Then,  let  the  mutinous  Winds 
Strike  the  proud  Cedars  'gainft  the  fiery  Sun  : 
MurdVing  impoflibility  to  make 
Whit  cannot  be,  flight  work. 

J^$l.  Thou  art  my  Warrior,  I  hope  to  frame  theci 
Do  you  know  this  Lady  ? 

Cor.  Th?  noble  Sifter  of  PofUcoU : 
The  Moon  of  Rome^  Chaft  as  the  Ificle, 
That's  curdied  by  the  Froft  from  pureft  Snow, 
And  hani^s  on  Dianas  Temple  :  Dear  ykUria^^-^ 

ybU  This  is  a  poor  Epitome  of  yours. 
Which  by  th*  interpretation  of  full  time. 
May  (hew  like  all  your  felf. 

Cor.  The  God  of  Soldiers, 
With  the  confent  of  fupream  Jovfi  inform 
Thy  Thoughts  with  Noblcnefs,that  thou  may'ft  prove 
To  Shame  unvulnerable,  and  ftrikc  i'th*  Wars, 
Like  a  great  Sea-mark,  (landing  every  flaw. 
And  faving  thofe  that  Eye  thee. 

Fhl.  Your  Knee,  Sirrah.  ^o 

Cor.  That's  my  brave  Boy. 

Fbl.  Even  he,  your  Wife,  this  Ladyt  and  my  felfi 

Are  Suiters  to  you. 

G  g  4  C^r. 


f^eU  Oh>  no  moic :  No  more  : 
You  have  faid  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing  : 
For  wc  have  nothing  clfc  to  ask,  but  imc 
Which  you  deny  already  :  Yet  wc  will  ask. 
That  if  you  fail  in  our  requeftj  the  blame 
Miy  hang  upon  your  hardncfs ;  therefore  hear  us. 
Cor.  ^ufidins,  and  you  ^//c/«,  mark;  for  we'll 
Hear  noiii;ht  from  Remt  in  private.  Your  Requeft  ? 
f^ol.  Should  wc  be  filcnt  and  not  fpeak,  our   Kaii 
And  (late  of  Bodies  would  bewray  what  Life 
We  have  led  fince  thy  Exile.    Think  wuh  thy  felf. 
How  more  unfortunate  than  living  Women 
Are  we  come  hither;  (ince  that  thy  fight,  which  Ctn 
Make  our  Hearts  flow  with  Jay, Hearts  dance  with  Cc 
Conftrains  them  weep,  and  Ihake  with  Fear  and  Sorri 
Making  the  Mother,  Wife,  and  Child  to  fee. 
The  Son,  the  Husband,  and  the  Father  tearing 
His  Country's  Bowels  out :  And  to  poor  we. 
Thine  Enmity's  moft  Capital :  Thou  barr'ft  us 
Oar  Prayers  to  the  Gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy.     For  how  can  we ! 
Alas  I  how  can  we,  lor  otir  Country  pray. 
Whereto  we  are  bound?  Together  with  thy  ViSory, 
Whereto  we  are  bound  ?  Alack,  or  we  muft  lofc 
The  Country,  our  dear  Nurfc,  or  clfethy  Perfon 
Our  comfort  in  the  Country.     We  muft  find 
An  eminent  C'^Iamiiy,  thu'  we  had 
Our  wifli.  which  fide  flioii'd  win.     For  either  ihoii 
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I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  Fortune,  'till 
Tnefe  Wars  determine :  If  I  cannot  oerfwade  thee 
Rather  to  (hew  a  noble  grace  to  botn  parts, 
Than  feek  the  end  of  one;  thou  (halt  no  fooner 
March  to  afliault  thy  Country,  than  to  tread 
^Truft  to't,  thou  (hall  not^  on  thy  Mother's  Womb 
That  brought  thee  to  this  World. 

Firg.  Ay»  and  mine  too,  thatbrought  you  forth  this  Boy^ 
To  keep  your  Name  living  to  Time. 

B$j.  A  (hall  not  tread  on  me  :  111  run  away 
Till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  Til  fight* 

Cor.  Not  of  a  Woman's  tendemefs  to  be. 
Requires  no  Child,  nor  Woman's  Face  to  fee : 
I  have  fate  too  long. 

FbL  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus  : 
If  it  were  fo»  that  our  Requeft  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans^  thereby  to  dcftroy 
The  Fblfcies^  whom  you  ferve,  you  might  condemn  us. 
As  poyfonous  of  your  Honour.     No,  our  fuit 
Is  that  you  reconcile  them :  While  the  Folfcies 
May  fay,  this  Mercy  we  have  fliew'd ;  the  Romdns 
This  we  receiv*d,  and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  All-hail  to  thee,  and  cry»  be  blefl 
For  making  up  this  Peace.  Thouknow*ft,  Great  Son, 
The  end  of  War's  uncertain  j  but  this  certain. 
That  if  thou  conquer  Romd  the  benefit 
Which  thou  (halt  thereby  reap,  is  fuch  a  Name, 
Whofe  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  Curfes : 
Whofe  Chronicle  thtis  writ.  The  Man  was  Noble 
But  with  his  lafl  Attempt,  he  wip'd  it  out* 
Deftroy'd  his  Country,  and  his  Name  remains 
To  th'  enfuing  Age,  abhorr'd.  Speak  to  me  Son  : 
Thou  haft  affeded  the  five  flrains  of  Honour, 
To  imitate  the  Graces  of  the  Gods. 
To  tear  with  Thunder  the  wide  Cheeks  o'th*  Air, 
And  yet  to  change  thy  Sulphur  with  a  Bolt, 
That  (hould  but  rive  an  Oak.     Why  doft  not  fpeak  I 
Think'ft  thou  it  Honourable  for  a  Noble  Man 
Still  to  remember  Wrongs  ?  Daughter,  fpeak  you : 
He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.    Speak  tbou,Boy9 
Perhaps  thy  Childifhnefs,  will  move  him  more 

Then 
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Thm  can  our  Reafons.  There  is  no  Man  in  the  WorM 
More  bound  to's  Mother,  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 
Like  one  i*th'  Stocb.    Thou  haft  never io  thy  Lifc^ 
Shew'd  thy  dear  Mother  any  Curtefie, 
When  (he  (poor  Hen)  fond  of  no  fecond  Brood, 
Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  Wars>  and  fafely  home 
Loaden  with  Honour.     Say  my  Requeft*$  unjuft. 
And  fpurn  me  back:  But  it  it  be  not  Co, 
Thou  art  not  Honeft,  and  the  Gods  will  plague  thee 
That  thou  reftrain*ft  from  me  the  Duty,  which 
To  a.  Mother's  part  belongs.     He  turns  away  ; 
Down  Ladies;  let  us  (bame  him  with  our  Knees* 
To  his  Sir*name,  CorioUnnSf  longs  more  Pride, 
Than  Pity  to  our  Prayers.     Down;  and  end. 
This  is  tne  hft.     So,  we  will  home  to  R^me, 
And  die  among  our  Neighbours  :  Nay,  heboid's. 
This  Boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have. 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  Hands  for  Fellow(hip, 
Does  reafon  our  Petition  with  more  Strength, 
Than  thou  haft  to  deny't.    Come,  let  us  go  : 
This  Fellow  had  a  mfcUn  to  his  Mother; 
His  Wife  is  in  Coriolns^  and  his  Child 
Like  him  by  chance;  yet  give  us  out  Difpatch  : 
I  am  hu(ht  until  our  City  be  afire,  and  then  Til  fpeak  alitt)e« 

[Holds  her  hj  tht  IfA»d,  fiUnt. 

Cor.  O  Mother,  Mother  ! 
What  have  you  done  ?   Behold,  the  Heavens  do  ope, 
The  Gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  Scene 
They  laugh  at.     Oh,  my  Mother,  Mother:  Oh/ 
You  have  won  a  happy  Viftory  to  Rome. 
But  for  your  Son,  believe  it,  Oh  believe  it, 
Moft  dangcroufly  you  have  with  him  prevaifd. 

If  not  moft  Mortal  to  him.    But  let  it  come:  • 

jiufidiusj  though  I  cannot  make  true  Wars, 
rii  frame  convenient  Peace.    Now,  good  jiufidiMi^ 
Were  you  in  my  ftead,  would  you  have  heard 
A  Mother  lefs?  Or  granted  lefs,  Anfidius  ? 

jinf.  I  was  mov'd  withal. 

Cor.  I  dare  be  fworn  you  were  ; 
And,  Sir^  it  is  no  little  thing  to  make 
Mine  Eyes  to  fweat  Compaffion.    But,  good  Sir, 

What 
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What  Peace  you'll  make,  advife  me  :  For  my  parr, 
•  111  not  to  R^mcy  V\\  back  with  voii,  and  pray  you 
Stand  to  me  in  this  Caufe.    O  Mother  I  Wife ! 

jtmf.  I  am  glad  thou  haft  fet  thy  Mercy,  and  thy  Honour 
A  difference  in  thee;  out  of  that  Til  work  [^jffide. 
My  fclf  a  former  Fortune. 

Cor*  Ay,  by  and  by;  but  we  will  drink  together; 
And  you  fha/l  bear  [T3?  VoL  Virg,  ^r. 

A  better  wftnefs  back  than  words,  which  we 
On  like  Conditions,  wifl  have  counter-feal'd. 
Come*  enter  with  us :  Ladies,  you  deferv'e 
To  have  a  Temple  built  you:  All  the  Swords 
In  Jidly,  and  her  Confederate  Arms 
.   Could  not  have  made  this  Peace.  {^ExcMHt^ 

SCENE    III.     Rome. 

Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinius. 

Men.  Sec  yon  yond  Coin  o'ch'CapitoL  yond  Corner  Stone! 

Sic.  Why,  what  of  that? 

A/en.  If  it  be  poflible  for  you  to  difplace  it  with  your 
little  Finger,  there  is  fome  hope  the  Ladies  of  Rome^  efpe^ 
cially  his  Mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But  I  fay,  there 
is  no  hope  in't,  our  Throats  are  fentenc'd>  and  fiay  upon 
Execution* 

Sic.  Is*t  poflible  that  fo  (hort  a  time  can  alter  the  condi- 
tion of  a  Man. 

Men.  There  is  difference  between  a  Grub  and  a  Butterfly«^ 
yet  your  Butterfly  was  a  Grub;  this  Martins  is  grown  from 
Man  to  Dragon :  He  has  Wirgs,  he's  more  than  a  creeping^ 
thing. 
.    Sic,  He  lov'd  his  Mother  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me :  And  he  no  more  remembers  his 
Mother  now,  than  an  eight  years  old  Horfe.  The  tartnefi 
of  his  Face  fours  ripe  Grapes.  When  he  walks,  he  moves 
like  an  Engine,  and  the  Ground  (brinks  before  his  Treading. 
He  is  able  to  pierce  a  CorOet  with  his  Eye  :  Talks  like  a 
Knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  Battery.  He  (its  in  his  State  as  a 
thing  made  for  AUxandir.  What  he  bids  be  done  is  finifh'd 
with  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of  a  God,  but  Eter- 
nity, and  a  Heaven  to  Throne  in. 

Sic.  YeS|  Mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly» 

Mtfu 


1996  Coriolanus. 

Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  Chander.  Mark  what  Mercy 
his  Mother  ihall  bring  from  him ;  there  is  no  more  Mercy 
in  him,  than  there  is  Milk  in  a  Male-Tyger;  that  (hall  our 
poor  City  find ;  and  all  this  i$  long  of  yoiu 
Sic,  The  Gods  be  good  unto  us. 
Men.  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  Gods  will  not  be  good  rmo 
us.  When  we  bani(h'd  him,  we  refpeded  not  them:  Aod 
lie  returning  to  break  our  Necks,  they  vcfpeA  not  us; 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Afef.  Sir,  if  you^d  fave  your  Life  flye  to  your  Houf(^ 
The  Pleheians  have  got  your  Feliow-Tribuac;, 
And  hale  him  up  and  down,  all  fwearing,  if 
The  Renum  Ladies  bring  not  Comfort  hom^ 
They'll  give  him  Death  bv  Inches.  \ 

Enter  another  Mejfenget, 
Sic.  What's  the  News  ? 

Mef.  Good  News,  good  News,  the  Ladies  have  prevailed, 
The  FolfcUns  are  diflodg*d,  and  Martins  gone : 
A  merrier  Day  did  never  yet  greet  Reme^ 
No,  not  th*  Expulfion  of  the  Tarquinsm 

Sic.  Friend,  art  thou  certain  this  is  true  ? 
Is*t  mod  certain  ? 

Mef  As  certain  as  I  know  the  Sun  is  Fire : 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it? 
Ne'er  through  an  Arch  fo  hurried  the  blown  Tide, 
As  the  recomforted  through  th*  Gates.     Why,  hark  you. 

[Trumpets^  Hautboys^  Drnms  bcat^  all  together. 
The  Trumpets,  Sackbuts,  Pfalteries  and  Fifes, 
Tabors  and  Cymbals,  and  the  fliouting  Romans 
Make  the  Sun  dance.     Hark  you,  {^jijbout  within. 

Men.  This  is  good  News : 
I  will  go  meet  the  Ladies.     This  Volumnia 
Is  worth  of  Confuls,  Senators,  Patricians, 
A  City  full:  Of  Tribunes  fuch  as  you, 
A  Sea  and  Land  full;  youhavepray'd  well  toDay: 
This  Morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  Throats, 
I'd  nt5t  have  given  a  doit.     Hark  how  they  joy. 

{Sound  ft  ill  with  the  Shouts. 
Sic.  Firfl,  the  Gods  blefs  you  for  your  Tidings : 
Next,  accept  my  Thankfulnefs. 
Mef.  Sir,  we  have  all  great  caufe  to  give  great  thankf. 
Sic.  They  are  near  the  City?  Mef. 
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Mef.  Almoft  at  point  to  enter. 

Sic.  We'll  meet  theoa,  and  help  the  Joy.  \Extnnt. 

Enter  two  Senator %^  with  Ladies  faffing  over  the  Stage  with 

other  JLords. 
Sen.  Behold  our  Patronefs*  the  life  of  Rome : 
Call  all  your  Tribes  together,  praife  the  Gods» 
And  make  triumphant  Fires,  (crew  Flowers  before  them: 
Unfliout  the  Noife  that  bani(h*d  Martitts; 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  Mother : 
Cry,  welcome,  Ladie^  welcome. 
Jul  Welcome  Ladies,  welcome.  [^Exeunt. 

\ji  Flottrijb  with  Drums  and  Trtempets. 

SCENE   IV.     Antium. 

Enter  TuUus  Aufidius,  with  jlstendants. 

Anf.  Go  tell  the  Lords  o'th*  City,  I  am  here  .• 
Deliver  them  this  Paper :  Having  read  it. 
Bid  them  repair  to  th'  Mai'kec-place,  where  I 
Even  in  theirs,  and  in  the  Commons  Ean, 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.     Him  I  accufe 
The  City  Ports  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 
Intends  t'  appear  before  the  People,  hoping 
To  purge  himfelf  with  words.    Difpatch. 

Enter  three  or  four  Gnjpirators  of  AuBdiu^s  FaSion, 
Mod  welcome. 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  General  ? 

Am/.  Even  fo,  as  with  a  Man  by  his  own  Alms  impoy- 
fon'd,  and  with  his  Charity  flain. 

2  Con.  Moft  noble  Sir,  if  you  do  hold  the  fame  intent. 
Wherein  you  wi(h*d  us  Parties;  well  deliver  you 

Of  your  great  danger. 

Anf.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell, 
We  muft  proceed  as  we  do  find  the  People. 

3  Cen.  The  People  will  remain  uncertain,  whilft 
*Twixt  you  there's  diflFerence;  but  the  fall  of  either 
Makes  the  Survivor  Heir  of  all. 

Auf.  I  know  it; 
And  my  pretext  to  ftrike  at  him  admits 
A  good  Conftrudion.    I  rais'd  him,  and  I  pawn'd 
Mil  e  Honour  for  his  Truth ;  who  being  fo  heighten'd. 
He  watered  his  new  Plants  with  dews  of  Flattery, 
Seducing  fo  my  Friends ;  and  to  this  end.  He 
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'He  bow'd  his  Nature,  never  known  before. 
But  to  be  rough,  uorvayable,  and  free. 

J  Con.  Sir,  his  StoucDcfs* 
When  he  did  ftand  for  Conful,  which  he  loft 
By  lack  of  (looping— — 

jifff.  That  I  would  have  fpoke  of r 
Being  banifli'd  for't,  he  came  unto  my  Hearth, 
Prefented  to  my  Knife  his  Throat ;  I  took  him« 
Made  him  joint  Servant  with  me;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  defires;  nay,  let  him  chufe 
Out.of  my  Files,  his  ProuSs  toaccompHfti, 
My  beft  a»id  freftieft  Men  ;  /erv'd  his  Defignments 
In  mine  own  Perfon  j  hop'd  to  reap  the  F|me 
Which  he  did  make  all  his;  and  took  fome  ^ 
To  do  my  Mf  this  wrong ;  'till  at  the  laft, 
I  feem'd  his  Follower,  not  Partner ;  and 
He  wagM  me  with  his  Countenance,  as  if 
I  had  been  Mercenary. 

I  Con.  So  he  did,  my  Lord ; 
The  Army  marvell'd  at  it,  and  in  the  laft. 
When  he  had  carried  Rome^  and  that  we  Jdok'd 
For  no  lefs  Spoil,  than  Glory* 

jiuf.  There  was  it ; 
For  which  my  Sinews  fliall  be  ftretchtupon  him  : 
At  a  few  drops  of  Womens  Rheum,  which  arc 
As  cheap  as  Lies,  he  fold  the  Blood  and  Labour 
Of  our  great  A6kion ;  therefore  (hall  he  dye. 
And  I'll  renew  me  in  his  fall.     But  hark. 

[Drtims  and  Trumpets  found,  with  great  Jboufs  ef  th$  PiOfU. 

1  Con.  Your  Native  Town  you  enter'd  likeaPoft, 
And  had  no  welcomes  home,  but  he  returns 
Splitting  the  Air  with  Noife. 

2  Con.  And  patient  Fools, 
WhofeChildren  he  hath  fliin,  their  bafe Throats  tear 
With  giving  him  Glory, 

5  Con.  Therefore  at  your  vantage, 
E*er  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  People 
With  what  he  would  fay,  let  him  feel  your  Sword, 
Which  we  will  fecond,  when  he  lies  along. 
After  your  way,  1ms  Tale  pronounced,  ihall  bury 
His  Reafons  with  his  Body. 
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^0/.  Say  no  more>  here  come  the  Lords. 

Enttr  the  L9rd$  of  the  Qtj. 

^11  Lords.  You  are  moft  welcome  home. 

uinf.  I  have  not  defecv'd  it. 
Bur,  worthy  Lords »  have  you  with  heed  perused  . 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

uiU.  We  have. 

I  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  Faults  he  made  before  the  laft,  I  think 
Might  have  found  eafie  Fines:  But  there  to  end. 
Where  he  was  to  begin,  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  Levies,  anfwering  us 
With  our  own  Charge,  making  a  Treaty  where 
There  was  a  yielding;  this  admits  no  e^ufe. 

jifif.  He  approaches,  you  (hall  hear  him.     . 

Enter  Coriolanus  marching  with  Drum  and  CoUtirt^   the 

Commons  being  with  him* 

Cor.  Hail,  Lords,  I  am  returned,  your  Soldier ; 
No  more  infefted  with  my  Country's  love, 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  ftill  fubfifting 
Under  your  great  Command.     You  are  to  know. 
That  profperoufly  I  have  attempted^  and 
With  bloody  paUage  Jed  your  Wars,  even  to 
The  Gates  of  Rome :  Our  Spoils  we  have  brought  home 
l>oth  more  than  Counterpoife  a  full  third  part 
The  charges  of  the  Adion.    We  have  made  Peace 
With  no  lefs  Honour  to  the  jlntiates^ 
Than  Shame  to  th'  Romans :  And  we  here  deliver, 
Subfcrib'd  by  th*  Confuls  and  Patricians, 
Tc^ether  with  the  Seal  o*th'  Senate,  what 
We  have  Compounded  on. 

jittf.  Read  it  nor,  Noble  Lords, 
But  tell  the  Traitor  in  the  higheft  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  your  Powen. 

Cw.  Traitor  1  Howno^l 

jluf.  Ay,  Traitor,  Martins. 

Cor.  Martins  1 

jimf.  Ay,  Martins^  Casus  Martius ;  doft  thou  think 
I'll  grace  thee  with  that  Robbery,  thy  ftoln  name 
Coriotantts  in  Coriolus  i 

You  Lords  and  Head  o'tb'  State,  perfidioufly 

^  He 
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He  has  betrayed  your  BuGnefs*  and  given  ap. 
For  certain  drops  of  Salt,  your  City  R09H€^ 
I  fay  your  City,  to  his  Wife  and  Mother, 
Breaking  his  Oath  and  R^efolution  like 
A  tvift  of  rotten  Silk*  never  admitting 
Counfel  o'th'  War ;  but  at  his  Nurfe*s  Tears 
He  whined  and  roar'd  away  your  Viftory, 
That  Pages  blu(h'd  at  him,  and  Men  of  Heart 
Look*d  wondring  each  at  other. 

Cor.  Hear'ft  thou,  Mars^ 

Anf.  Name  not  the  God,  thou  Boy  of  Tears. 

Cor.  Ha! 

jiuf.  No  more. 

Cor.  Metfurelefs  Liar*  thou  haft  made  my  Heart 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it.     Boy  I  O  Slave  /— 
Pardon  me.  Lords,  'tis  the  (irft  time  that  ever 
I  was  forc*d  to  fcold.    Your  Judgments,  my  grave  Lord^ 
Maft  give  this  Cur  the  Lie;  and  his  own  Notion^ 
Who  wears  my  ftripcs  impreft  upon  him,  that 
Maft  bear  my  beating  to  his  Grave,  ftiall  join 
Tothruft  the  Lie  unto  him. 

I  Lord.  Peace  both*  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Vhlfcies^  Men  and  Lads, 
S'-ain  all  your  edges  in  m?.    Boy  {  falfe Hound  I 
If  you  have  writ  your  Annals  true,  'tis  there. 
That  like  an  Ea^^le  in  a  Dove  coar,  I 
Fluttered  your  Fblfcies  in  Coriolns. 
Alone  I  did  it.    Boy  ! ^ 

jiuf.  Why,  Noble  Lords, 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  Fortune, 
Which  was  your  Shame,  by  this  unholy  Braggart, 
^Fore  your  own  Eyes  and  Ears? 

jill  Con.  Let  him  dye  for't. 

All  People.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do  it  prefently : 
He  kill'd  my  Son,  my  Daughter,  he  kill'd  my  Coufln 
AturcHs^  he  kill'd  my  Fither. 

2  Lord.  Pjace,  ho— —no  outrage  peace 

The  Mai  is  noble,  and  his  Fame  folds  in 
This  Orbo'ch*  Earth;  his  laft  OflFences  to  us 
Shili  have  judicious  hearing.    Stand,  AMfidius^ 
And  trouble  not  the  Peace* 
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(Ur.  O  that  I  bad  him,  with  fix  jIufidiHjfcs^  or  more ; 
His  Tribe ;  to  ufe  my  lawful  Sword 

jinf.  Infoient  Villain. 

AUCon.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

\Th€  Confpirm^rs  all  drmv^  and  k}ll  Martiu^  wh0 
fallsj  and  Aufidius  fiands  on  him. 

L§rds.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

jiuf.  My  Noble  Lords,  bear  me  fpeak. 

I  Lord.  O,  ThUhs* 

1  Lord.  Thou  haft  done  a  deed,  whereat 
Valour  will  weep. 

;  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  hiai-*-Mafters  allj  be  quiety 
Put  up  your  Swords. 

Jtuf.syiy  Lords, 
When  you  (hall  know  ("as  in  this  Rage 
Provok  d  by  him,  you  cannot)  the  great  danger 
Which  this  Man's  Life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.    Pleafe  it  your  Honours 
To  call  me  to  your  Senate,  Til  deliver 
My  felf  your  Loyal  Servant,  or  endure 
Your  heavieft  Cenfure* 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  Bodyj 

And  mourn  you  for  him.     Let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  moft  Noble  Coarfe,  that  ever  Herald 
Did  follow  to  his  Urn. 

2  Lord^  His  own  impatience 

Takes  from  jiufidins  a  great  part  of  blame : 
Let's  make  the  beft  of  it. 

Auf.  My  Rage  is  gone, 
Aad  I  am  ftruck  wirh  Sorrow :  Take  him  up : 
Help  three  o'th'  chiefeft  Soldiers ;  I'll  be  one. 
Beat  thou  the  Drum  that  it  fpeak  mournfully  : 
Trail  your  fteel  Pikes.     Though  in  this  City  he 
Hath  widowed  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  Injury, 
Yet  he  (hall  hive  a  Noble  memory.     Aflift^ 

[^Exeunt,  hearingthe  Bodj  (/Martius.  AdeaAnarchfinndid. 
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ANDRONICUS. 

A 

TRAGEDY 


Printed  in  the  Year  1709. 


Dramatis  Perfbna^   •' 

■ 

MEN. 

0 

C*\turniniis,  Son  to  the  late  Emperor  of  Rome, 
J3  ^^  afterwards  declafd  Emperor  himfelf. 

BafllanuS)  Brother  to  Saturninus>     in  Lbvezi'iib 
Lavinia. 

Titus  AndronicuS)  a  Noble  Eloman  General  again;! 
the  Goths. 

Marcus  Andronicusj  Tribune  of  the    Yeopky  and 
Brother  to  Titus, 

Marcus, 

I^*\is^^^^  4y^»j  to  Ticus  AndronicuSv 

Mutius, 

Toung  Lucius,    a  Boy^  Son  to  Lucius, 

Alarbifis,    ^ 

Chiron,      ^  Sons  to  Tainora. 

Demetrius,  ^ 

Aaron,  a  Moor,  Beloved  by  Tamora,., 

WOMEN. 

Tamora,  ^ieen  of  the  Goths,  and  afterwards  Mar- 
ried  to  SztutmnMS. 

Lavinia^  T)augkt€r  to  Titus  Andronicus. 

Senators^  Judges^  Officers^  Soldiers^  and  other  At- 
tendants. 

SCENE  Rome,  and  the  Country  near  it. 

Trtus 
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ACT!    SCENE    I. 

SCENE   Rome. 

Enter  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  aloft  ^as  in  theSensti. 
Enter  Saturninus  and  his  Followers  at  one  7)0er, 
and  BiiTiznus and ijis Followers  at  the  etber,witb 
'Drum  and  Colours. 

S4TVRNINVS, 

JlOblc  Patriciaoic,  Patrons  of  my  Rigbr, 

Defend  the  Juftice  of  my  Caufewith  Arm&l 
And  Country-men  and  loving  Followers, 
Plead  my  fuccelSve  Title  with  your  SwordSt 
I  was  the  firll-born  Son  of  him  that  lift  ' 
Wore  the  Imperial  Diadem  of  Ktmt ; 

Then  let  my  Father's  Honours  live  in  me. 

Nor  wrong  mine  Age  with  this  Indignity. 
Baf.  Romani,  Friends,  FoUowers, 

Favourers  of  my  Ri^ht  j 

If  ever  BaJJidHut,  Ctfar'$  Son, 

Were  {iraciom  in  the  Eyes  of  Royal  R»m^ 

Keep  then  this  palTage  to  the  Capiid ; 

And  fufFer  not  Difhonour  to  approach 

H  h  3  ':  ,       ^ 
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Th'  Imperial  Seat  to  Virtue,  Confecrtte 
To  Juftice,  Continence,  an4  NobiKty : 
Bat  let  Deferc  in  pure  Eledion  min^ ; 
And,  Romiins^  figh:  for  Treedom  in  your  Choice. 
Enter  Marcus  Andionicus  alofi  with  the  Cr§ivn. 

M.ir.  Princes  that  drive  by  Factions  and  by  Friends, 
Ambitioiifly  for  Rale  and  Empcry; 
Knows  that  the  People  of  Rome^  for  whom  we  (land 
A  fpecial  Party,  have  by  Common  Voice, 
In  Election  for  the  Roman  Empery, 
Chofcn  -/fe^r(?»/c//,  Sur-namcd  PtHs^ 
For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Romcm 
A  Nobler  Man,  a  braver  Warrior, 
Lives  not  this  day  within  our  City  Walls. 
He  by  the  Senate  is  accited  home. 
From  weary  Wars  againft  rhp  Larbarous  G$tbs^ 
That  with  his  Sons  (a  terror  to  our  Focs^ 
Hath  yoak*d  a  Nation  ftrong,  train'^d  up  in  Arms. 
Ten  Years  are  fpcnt  (incc  firft  he  undertook 
This  Caufe  of  Rcme^  and  chaftifed  with  Arms 
Our  Enemies  Pride.  Five  times  he  bath  returned 
Bl^dinq  to  Romc^  bearing  his  valiant  Sons 
In  Cofiins  from  the  Field. 
And  nojv  at  laft,  laden  with  Honour's  Spoils, 
Returns  the  jrood  ysfi.lr onions  to  Romt^ 
Renowned  T^jn^  fl;>ui;lhi::c  in  A^m^ 
Let  us  ir.tiCatj  by  lionour  of  his  Name, 
Whom  CwjilhiiyJ  you  would  have  now  fuccecd. 
And  in  the  CnricoJ  and  Senate's  Right, 
Whom  you  pretend  to  Honour  and  Adore, 
That  you  wichdrav/  you,  and  abate  your  Strength  ; 
Difmifs  your  FoUowcis,  ar.d  as  Suiters  fliould. 
Plead  your  Deferts  in  Peace  aiid  Humblencfs. 

Sut.  Hosv  fair  the  TribuiK*  fpeaks. 
To  cilm  my  Tliorphts. 

Baf.  Aiarcui  ^^::iro*;uus,  (o  I  do  aflSe 
In  thy  Uprightnefs  and  Integrity: 
And  fb  I  Love  and  Honour  thee  and  thine  ; 
Thy  Noble  Brotlur  J'tfus^  and  his  Sons, 
And  h?r  (co  whrm  our  Thougl  ts  arc  humbled  alO 
Gracious  LavihU^  Rcm$'f>  rich  Ornament, 

T/iat 
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That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  Friends; 
And  to  my  Fortunes,  ^  the  Peoples  Favour^ 
Commit  my  Caufe  in  hs^lance  to  be  weighed* 

Sat.  Friends  that  have  been 
Thus  forward  in  my  Right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  aU ; 
And  to  the  Love  and  Favour  of  my  Country* 
Commit  my  Self,  my  Peribn,  and  the  Caufe : 
Xatrnt  be  as  juft  and  gracious  unto  me. 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. 
Open  the  Gates,  and  let  me  in. 

Baf.  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  Competitor. 

[They  go,  nf  into  the  Sittttti^Homfi 
Enter  a  Captain. 

Cap.  Romans,  make  way :  The  good  Ansbrom^ms^ 
Patron  of  Virtue,  Rome*%  beft  Champion, 
Succefsful  in  the  Battels  that  he  fights. 
With  Honour  and  with  Fortune  is  retumV, 
From  whence  he  circumfcribed  with  his  Sword, 
And  brought  to  yoke  the  Enemies  of  Rome. 

Sotind  Drums  and  Trumpet Sj  and  thenenter  Mutius  am^  Mar* 
cus .-  jifter  them^  two  Mem  bearinjt^  a,  C#jJ&  mitfrV.  witb 
hlaci(;  then  Qjintus4ii^  Lucius.  After  them  Titns  An^ 
dronicus;  and  then  Tamora,  the  Queen  ofCdhs,  Ahpthm^ 
Chiron  and  Demetrius,  with  Aaron  the  Moor,  Prtfilterx^ 
Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants.  They  fit  down  the  Ojfi^.imd 
Tiim  Jpeaks. 

Tit.  Hail,  Rome^ 
Vidorious  in  thy  noourning  Weeds  I 
Loe,  as  the  Bark  thit  bath  difcharg'd.  her  Frdght^ 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  Bay, 
From  whence  at  firft  /he  weigh'd  her  Anchorage 
Cometh  Andronicus  with  Laurel  Boughs, 
To  re-falute  his  Country  with  his  Tears ; 
Tears  of  true  Joy,  for  his  return  to  Rome. 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  Rites,  that  we  intend. 
Romans^  of  five  and  twenty  Valiant  Sons, 
Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had, 

H  h  4  Behold 
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Behold  the  poor  remaias  alive  ^d  dnd  { .        '   • :  ;  * 

Thefe  that  Survive9  let  R^mt  reward  wich  Lo^e ; 

Thefe  that  I  bring  uhto  their  lateft  Home, 

With  burial  among  their  Anceftors* 

Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  (heath  my  Sword : 

TitHs  unkind^  and  caretels  of  thine  own. 

Why  fuffer'ft  thou  thy  Sons  unburied  yet. 

To  hover  on  the  dreadful  Shoar  of  Styx  ? 

Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  Brethren. 

[They  open  the  Tmb. 
There  greet  in  filcnce,  as  the  dead  are  wonr. 
And  fleepin  Peace,  flain  in  your  Country's  War5: 
O  facred  Receptacle  of  my  Joys, 
Sweet  Cell  of  Virtue  and  Nobility, 
How  many  Sons  oF  mine  haft  thou  in  (lore. 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  rnc  more  ? 

Lhc.  Give  us  the  proudeft  Prifonr r  of  the  Cothsy 
That  we  may  hew  his  Limbs,  and  on  a  Pile, 
jid  manes  Frati;um^  Sacrifice  his  Flefli, 
Before  this  Earthly  Prifon  of  their  Bones, 
That  fo  the  Shadows  be  not  unappcas*d. 
Nor  we  difturb'd  with  Prodigies  on  Earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you,  the  noblcft  that  furvivcs. 
The  Eldeil  Son  of  this  diftrcffed  Queen. 

Tom.  Sray»  Ron;an  Brethren,  gracious  Conqueror^ 
Viftorious  Titus^  rue  the  Tears  1  llied, 
A  Mother's  Tears  in  PafTion  for  her  Son  ; 
And  if  thy  Sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
Oh  think  my  Sons  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  nor,  that  we  are  brouplit  to  Rome, 
To  beaucifie  thy  Trivimphs,  and  return 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  Yoak ; 
But  muft  my  Sons  be  flaughtcr'd  in  the  Streets* 
For  Valiant  doings  in  their  Country's  Caufe? 
O !  if  to  fight  for  King  and  Common»weal, 
Were  Piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe  : 
^ndronicHSy  ftain  not  thy  Tomb  with  Blood, 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  Gods  ? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful ; 
Svveet  Mercy  is  Nobility's  true  badge. 
Thrice  Noble  7»«i,  fpare  my  firft-born  Son. 
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77/.  Patient  your'fefft  'Madsiib'iwr  pardon  me, 
Thde  arc  the  Bi^eiihren,  wlftnxi'yoU  'Gfiths  behold 
Alive  and  dead,  awl  fbk-  their  Brethren  flttb>  ' 
RcJigioufly  they  ask  a  Sacrifice  ; 
To  tnis  your  Son  is  mark^  aAd  die  he  mnlt^ 
To  appeafe  their  groaning  Shadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him,  and  make  i  Fire  (mJght« 
And  with  our  Swords  upon  a  Pile  of  Wood, 
Lec^  hew  his  Linlbs  *till  they  be  clean  confum'd. 
[^Exemn  Muttus,  Marcus,  Quintus  4»^  Lucius  ai/i/JE^  Alarbus, 
Tarn.  O  cruel  irreligious  Piety  f 
Chi.  Was  ever  Scjtbi4  half  fo  barbarous? 
Dem.  Oppofe  mc,  Scjthia^  to  ambitious  Rw$^. 
^Urbms  go  to  ref(,  and  we  furvive^ 
To  tremble  under  TitMs  thteatning  Looks, 
Then,  Madam,  ftahd  relblv'd,  but  hope  withal. 
The  felf-fame  Gods  that  arm'd  the  Queen  of  Thy, 
With  opporti^ty  of  (harp  Revei^e 
Upon  the  Thracian  Tyrant  in  his  Tent, 
May  favour  TamarSj  the  Queen  of  Gotbs^ 
nvhen  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  Queen) 
To  quit  her  bloody  Wrongs  upon  her  Foes. 

Enter  MutiuSj  MarCus,  Quintus  and  Lucius. 
Luc.  See,  Lord  and  Father,  how  we  hive  performed 
Our  Roman  Rites,  jiUrb$$s^%  Limbs  are  lopt. 
And  Intrals  feed  the  facrificing  Fire, 
Whofe  Smoke,  hke  Incenfe,  doth  perfume  the  Sky« 
Remaineth  nought  but  to  inter  our  Brethren, 
And  with  loud  Larums  welcome  them  to  ^omc. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  (o^  and  let  jtndronicm 
^Make  this  his  lateft  farewel  to  their  Souls. 

[Then  found  Trmmfcts^  *and  Uj  thi  Cpffm  in  the  Tomt^ 
In  Peace  and  Honour  reft  you  here,  my  Sons, 
Jt§nU*%  readieft  Champions,  repofe  you  here  in  reft. 
Secure  from  worldly  Chances  and  Miihaps : 
Here  lurks  no  Treaifon,  here  no  Envy  fwelb. 
Here  grow  no  damned  Grudges,  here  no  StbriqSy 
No  Noife,  but  Silence  and  eternal  Sleip  : 
}n  Peace  and  Honour  r^ft  you  here,  my  $onSf 
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Emer  Lavinia. 

Lav.  In  Peace  and  Honour  live  Lord  Titm  Iong» 
My  Noble  Lord  and  Father,  live  in  Fame  : 
Lo  at  this  Tomb  my  tributary  Tears 
I  render^  for  my  Brethrens  Obfequies; 
And  at  thy  Feet  I  kneel,  with  Tears  of  Joy,' 
Shed  on  the  Earth,  for  thy  return  to  K^me* 
O  blefs  me  here  with  thy  vidorious  Haod>  < 
Whofe  Fortune  Rotnis  beft  Citizens  applaud. 

Tit.  Kind  Rome^ 
That  haft  thus  lovingly  referv'd 
The  Cordial  of  mine  Age,  to  glad  mine  Heart* 
lutvinioj  hve,  out*live  tny  Father's  Days ; 
And  Fame's  eternal  date  for  Virtue's  praife. 

Mar.  Long  live  Lord  Tttus^  my  beloved  Brother, 
Gracious  Triumphcr  in  the  £yes  of  Rpme, 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  Tribune, 
Noble  Brother  Marcus. 

Mar.  And  welcome  Nephews  from  fuccefsful  Wars, 
You  that  furvive,  and  you  that  fleep  in  Fame; 
Fair  Lords,  your  Fortunes  are  alike  in  aUy 
That  in  your  Country's  Service  drew  yourSwords. 
But  fafer  Triumph  is  this  Funeral  Pomp 
That  hath  afpir'd  to  Solon  s  Happinefi, 
And  triumphs  over  Chance  in  Honour's  Bed. 
Tttus  yindronicusy  the  People  of  Rome, 
Whofe  Friend  in  Juftice  thou  haft  ever  been, 
Send  thee  by  me  their  Tribune,  and  their  truft. 
This  Palliamcnt  of  white  and  fpotlefs  Hue, 
And  name  thcc  in  Elcftion  for  the  Empire, 
Wit'i  thefc  our  late  dcccafcd  Empcrox's  Sons : 
Be  Candidtxtfis  then,  and  put  it  on. 
And  help  10  fct  a  Head  on  beadlefs  Rome. 

Tit.  A  bvttcr  Head  her  Glorious  Body  fit*, 
'I  ban  his  that  fiiakcs  for  Age  and  Fceblcncfs: 
What  iTiould  I  don  this  Rube,  and  trouble  you? 
Be  cIdIc  with  Proclamations  to  Day, 
To  Morrow  yield  up  Rule,  refign  my  Life, 
And  fet  abroach  new  Bufinefs  for  you  all. 
I^omcy  I  have  been  thy  Soldier  foity  Years 
At^J  !\.d  my  Country's  Strength  fucccfslully. 
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And  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  Sons^ 
Knighted  in  Field,  (lajn  manfuUy  in  Armsjj 
In  Right  and  Service  of  their  Noble  Country: 
Give  me  a  Staff  of  Honour  foi^  mine  Ag^ 
But  not  a  Scepter  to  contrbul  the  Wqrlc^ 
Upright  he  held  it.  Lords*  that  held  it  la  A* 

Mar.  T$tHSy  thou  ihalt  obtain  and  ask  the  Ei9{!^iy« 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  Tribune,  canft  thpu  teUi 

Tit.  Patience,  Priricc  Sattirnintis. 

Sat.  Remans^  do  me  right. 
Patricians  draw  your  Swords,  and  flieatb  them  Qot 
•Till  SatHrninus  be  Romi%  Ei^peror : 
jindronicHs^  would  thou  wert  ihipt  to  Hell, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  Peoples  Hearts/ 

Lhc.  Proud  Satttrmne,  interrupter  of  the  goo4 
That  Noble-minded  Tittis  means  to  thee. 

Tit.  Content  thee  Prince,  I  will  reflore  tp  the^ 
The  Peoples  Hearts,  and  wean  them  from  theo^^lves* 

Baf.  AndronicHS^  I  do  not  flatter  thee. 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  'till  I  die : 
My  Fadion,  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  Friends, 
I  will  mod  thankful  be ;  and  thaoks  to  Men 
Of  noble  Minds  is  honourable  Meed. 

Ttt.  People  of  Rome^  and  noble  Tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  Voices,  and  your  Suffrage^^ 
Will  you  beftow  them  friendly  on  Andronict$$\ 

Mar.  To  gratifie  the  good  jAtdronicus^ 
Andgratulatehisfafe  Return  to  Rome, 
The  People  will  aiccept  whom  he  admits. 

T$t.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you>  and  this  fuit  I  nJake, 
That  you  create  your  Emperor's  cldcft  Son, 
Lord  Saturnine ;  whofe  Virtues  will,  I  hopej 
Refled  on  Rome,  as  Titans  Rays  on  Eartl^ 
And  ripen  Juftice  in  this  Common-weal : 
Then  if  you  will  Ek&  by  my  Advice, 
Crown  him,  and  fay.  Long  live  our  Emperor. 

Mar.  With  Voices  and  Applaufe.of  eycry  fort, 
Patricians  and  PlebeianSj  we  aeate 
Lord  SatHrninus^  Romis  great  Emperor ; 
And  fay,  Long  live  our  Emperor  Saturnine. 

[A  long  Fhurijh  'till  thcj  com€  down. 

Sat. 
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Sat.  Titms  Andronicus,  for  thy  Favours  done^ 
To  us  in  our  Eledion  this  Day, 
I  give  thee  Thanks  in  part  of  thy  Deferts, 
And  will  with  Deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefs : 
And  fior  an  Onfett  Tums^  to  advance 
Thy  Name,  and  honourable  Family, 
LwimU  will  I  make  my  Emperefs» 
Rnnes  Royal  Miftrefs,  Miftrefs  of  my  Heart, 
And  in  the  facred  Pdntheon  her  Efpoufe : 
Tell  me>  Andronicms.  doth  this  Motion  pleafe  thee  ? 

Tit.  It  doth,  my  worthy  Lord;  and  in  thisMatcbt 
I  hold  me  highly  honoured  of  your  Grace : 
And  here  in  fight  of  Rome^  to  Saturninnts, 
King  andConunander  of  our  Common«weaI, 
The  wid*.  World's  Emperor,  do  I  Confecrate 
My  Sword,  my  Chariot  and  my  Prifoners, 
Grefencs  well  worthy  Rome*s  Imperial  Lord. 
Receive  them  then,  the  Tribute  that  I  owe^ 
Mine  Honours  Enfigns  humbled  at  thy  Feet. 

Sdt.  Thanks,  noble  Titns^  Father  of  my  Lifcj^ 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  Gifts, 
Rome  (hall  record,  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  lead  of  thcfe  unrneakible  Dcferts, 
Romans  forget  yom  Pea  ley  to  me, 

Ttt.  Now,  Maj^.m,  arcyou  Prifoncr  to  an  Emperor, 
To  him  that  for  your  Honour  and  your  Stare 
Will  ufc  you  nobly,  and  your  Followers. 

Sdt.  A  goodly  Lady,  truft  me,  of  the  Hue, 
That  I  would  chufc,  were  I  to  chufe  a-new: 
Clear  up,  fair  Queen,  that  cloudy  Countenance, 
Tho*  chance  of  War  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer. 
Thou  com'ft  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rome : 
Princely  fliall  be  thy  Ufige  every  way. 
Reft  on  my  Word,  and  let  not  difcontent 
Daunt  all  your  Hopes :  Madam,  he  comforts  you, 
Can  nuke  you  greater  than  the  Queen  of  Goths. 
LaviniOy  you  are  not  difpleas'd  with  this? 

Lav.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  fith  true  Nobility 
Warrants  thcfe  Words  in  Princely  Courtefie. 

Sat.  Thanks,  Cwtct  Lavinia.    Romans^  let  us  go.' 
Rinfomlefs  here  we  fet  our  Prifoncrs  fney 

Proclaim 
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Proclaim  our  Honours,  Ldrds^  with  Trumpet  and  Dnmri  - 

Ba[.  Lord  Titns^  by  your'  leave  this  Maid  k  mine. 

\Scixing  Lavinii, 

Tit.  How,  Sir?  Are  you  in  eameft  them  my  Lord? 

"B^f.  Ay,  noble  TitMs\  and  refolv'd  wiihal. 
To  do  my  felf  this  Reafon  and  this  Right. 

\Th€  Emptror  Catms  Tambra  im  dnmk  Jbn^ 

Mmt.  SuHm  cm^Me^  is  our  RomMm  Juftice: 
This  Prince  in  JirftictiTeizeth  but  his  own. 

Lmc.  And  that  he  will,  and  (hail)  if  Lmius  live. 

Tit.  Traitorf,  avanti  where  is  the  Emperor's  Guards 
Treafon,  my  Lord ;.  Lavimia  is  furpriz'd.  ' 

Sat.  Surpriz*d  1  by  whom  ? 

Baf.  By  him  that  juftly  may 
Bear  his  Betroth'd  from  all  the  World  awky« 

[Exit  Baflianus  "with  Lavini||^ 

Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 
And  with  my  Sword  I'll  keep  the  Door  clofe. 

Ttt.  Follow,  my  Lord>  and  I'll  foon  brirg  her  badu 

Mnt.  My  Lord,  you  pafs  not  here. 

Tit.  What  Villain,  Boy^  banr'ft  me  my. way  is  R§9Mi 

Mut.  Help,  Lucius^  heip«  {lit  kilts  him. 

Luc.  My  Lord,  you  are  unjufV,  ard  more  than  fo» 
In  wrongful  Quanel  you  have  {lain  your  Son. 

Tit.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  Sons  of  mine.  • 
My  Sons  would  never  fo  Difhonor  me* 
.Traitor,  reftore  Ldvinia  to  the  Emperor* 

Luc.  Dead,,  if  you  will,  but  not  to  be  his  Wife, 
That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  Love. 

Emp.  No,  Titmsj  no,  the  Emperor  needs  her  nor^ 
Kor  h^r,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  Stock ;  -^     • 

^  ril  truft  by  Leifure  him  that  mocks  me  once,  '     .  * 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  Traiterous  haughty  Son^   •  ^ 

Confederates  ail,  thus  to  Diflbonoiir  me. 
Was  there  npne  elfe  in  Rome  to  make  a  Scale  of 
But  SAturninc  ?  Full  ^tW^^/tudrdmemSi 
Agree  thefe  Deeds,  with  that  proud  Brag  of  thine. 
That  faid'ft,  I  beg'd  the  Empire  at  tby  Hands; 

Tit.  O  Monftrous !  what  reproachful  Words  arc  thefe  f 

Sat.  But  go  thy  ways,  go  give  that  changing  Piece, 
.To  him  that  flourifh'd  for  her  with  his  Sword  ; 
A  Valiant  SoR*in»Law  thou  flialt  enjoy :  One 
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One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawlefs  Sons, 
To  ruffle  in  the  Cdmmon-wealth  of  R^fne. 

Tii.  Tliefe  Words  are  Razors  to  my  wounded  Heart* 

Sdt.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tftmors^  Qiiecn  of  G0ibsp 
That  like  the  ftately  Phal^e  'mongft  her  Nymphs* 
Doll  over-ihine  the  Gallant*ft  Dames  of  Romc^ 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  fudden  Choice, 
Behold  I  chufe  thee,  Tdmara,  for  my  Bride, 
And  will  create  thee  Emperefs  of  Rcme. 
Speak,  Queen  of  Goths^  doft  thou  applaud  my  Choice  2 
And  here  I  fwear  by  all  the  Roman  Gods, 
Sith  Prieft  and  Holy-water  are  fo  near. 
And  Tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readinefs  for  Hymeneus  ftand, 
I  will  not  re-falute  the  Screets  of  Rome^ 
Jk>r  climb  my  Palace,  'till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  efpous'd  my  Bride  along  with  me. 

Tarn.  And  here  in  fight  of  Heaven  to  Rome  I  fwear,     . 
If  Soimrmtte  advance  the  Queen  of  GothsM 
She  will  a  Hand-maid  be  to  his  Defires, 
A  loving  Nutfe,  a  Mother  to  his  Youth. 

Sat.  Afcend,  Fair  Qicen, 
Pantheon  Lords,  accompany 
Your  noble  Emperor,  and  his  lovely  Bride, 
Sent  by  the  Heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine  \ 
Whofc  Wifdom  hath  her  Fortune  Conquered, 
There  fliall  we  confummate  our  Sponfal  Rites.        [Extmnt. 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  Bride. 
TitHSt  when  wert  thou  Wont  to  walk  alone, 
Difhonoured  thus,  and  challenged  of  Wrongs  ? 
Enter  Marcus  Andronicus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Marcus, 

Afar.  O  Titm  fee,  O  fee  what  thou  haft  done  \ 
In  a  bad  Quarrel  (lain  a  Virtuous  Son. 

Tit.  No,  foolifh  Tribune,  no:  No  Son  of  mine^ 
Nor  thou,  nor  thefe  Confederates  in  the  Deed, 
That  hath  Diftionoured  all  our  Family, 
Unworthy  Brother,  and  unworthy  Sons. 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  Burial  as  becomef. 
Give  Mhuhs  Burial  with  our  Brethren. 
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Tit.  Triitors  away^  he  refts  not  in  this  Tomb; 
This  Monument  five  hundred  Years  hath  fiood. 
Which  I  have   fumptuoufly  re-edified : 
Here  none  but  Soldiers*  and  Romit  Servitors, 
Repofe  in  Fame  :  None  bafely  (lain  in  Brawls* 
Bury  him  where  you  can»  he  comes  not  here. 

Mdr.  My  Lora«  this  is  Impiety  in  you. 
My  Nephew  Aimtim\  Deeds  do  pleaa  for  him^ 
He  mult  be  buried  with  his  Brethren. 

[Titus'i  SoMs/pfs^. 
Sons.  And  (hall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 
Tti.  And  (hall?  What  Villain  was  it  fpake  that  Wordi 

[Titus'i  Som  fptdks. 
iSimn.  He  that  would  vouch  in  any  place  but  here. 
Tit.  What  would  you  bury  him  in  my  De(pighti 
Aiar.  No,  noble  Titus^  but  increat  of  thee. 
To  pardon  Atmtims^  and  to  bury  him^ 

Tit.  Marcus^  even  thou  haft  ftruck  upon  my  Creft, 
And  with  thefe  Boys  mine  Honour  thou  haft  wounded. 
My  Foes,  I  do  repute  you  every  one. 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone* 
Lnc.  He  is  not  himfelf,  let  us  withdraw* 
Qmiu  Not  I,  till  Mutim  Bones  be  buried* 

\Th€  Brother  and  the  Soms  kgiiL 
Alar.  Brother*  for  in  that  Name  doth  Nature  plead. 
Quin.  Father*  and  in  that  Name  doth  Nature  (peak. 
T$t.  Speak  thou  no  noore,  if  all  the  reft  will  ^ed. 
Mar.  Renowned  Titm^  more  than  half  my  Soul.^ 
Lm.  Dear  Father,  Soul  and  Subftance  of  us  all. 
Mar.  Suffer  thy  Brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  Nephew  here  in  Virtues  Neft, 
That  died*  in  Honour,  and  Lavini4f$  Caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous : 
The  Greth  upon  Advice  did  bury  jljax 
That  (lew  himfelf ;  And  ev'n  Laertes  Sou 
Did  gracioufl/  plead  for  his  Funerals: 
Let  not  young  Mutims  then,  that  wai  thy  Joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit.  Rife,  Marcus^  rift— • 
The  difmairft  Day  is  this  that  e*er  I  faw, 
To  be  Diflionoured  by  my  Sons  in  Rome ; 
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Wcll»  buiy  hitxv  tnd  bury  me  the  next* 

iThej  pmt  him  in  tbi  TmL 

Iriic.Thcrelyethy  Bones,  fwccc  i*/«f/iw,  with  thy  Frieods 
Till  wc  with  Trophies  do  adorn  thy  Tomb. 

\Thej  all  l(mtet^  ^"^K 
No  Man  (bed  Tears  for  noble  Mmtius. 
He  lives  in  Fame*  that  died  in  Virtue's  Caufe. 

AUr.  My  Lord,  to  (lep  out  of  thefe  fudden  Dumps 
How  comes  it  that  the  fubtle  Queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  fudden  thus  advanc'd  in  Rome  ? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Maychs  $  but  I  know  it  is» 
Whether  by  devife  or  no,  the  Heavens  can  tell: 
Is  (he  not  tnen  beholding  to  the  Man* 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  fofsxf 
Yes,  and  will  Nobly  him  remunerate. 
FUariJh.     Enter  the  Emperor^  Tamora,  Chiron  dmd  Demr 

trius  with  the  Moor  at  one  Doer.  At  the  other  Door  Baffin 

nus  49td  Lavinia  with  others^ 

Sdt,  So»  BaJJuutHs,  you  have  plaid  your  Prize,    . 
God  give  you  Joy,  Sir>  of  your  Gallant  Bride* 

B4J.  And  you  of  your$«  my  Lord ;  I  (ay  no  more* 
Nor  wi(h  no  lefs>  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Ssu.  Traitor,  if  Reme  have  Law,  or  we  have  Poweri 
Thou  and  thy  Fadion  (hall  repent  this  Rape. 

S4/7  Rape  call  you  it,  my  Lord,  to  feize  my  own. 
My  true  betrothed  Love,  and  now  my  Wife  f 
But  let  the  Laws  of  Rome  determine  all. 
Mean  while  I  am  poiTeft  of  that  is  mine. 

Sdt.  *Tisgood,  Sir ;  you  are  very  fliort  with  us. 
But  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  (harp  with  you. 

Baf.  My  Lord,  what  Phave  done«  as  beft  I  may, 
Anfwer  I  muft,  and  (hall  do  with  my  Life, 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  Grace  to  know. 
By  all  the  Duties  which  I  owe  to  Rome^ 
Tnis  noble  Gentleman,  Lord  Titus  here. 
Is  in  Opinion  and  in  Honour  wrong'd. 
That  in  the  Refcue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  Hand  did  flay  his  youngeft  Son^ 
In  Zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  Wrath, 
To  be  control'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave  5 
Receive  him  then  to  favour^  Satttrume^ 

That 
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That  hath,  expreft  himfelf  in  all  his  Deeds, 
A  Father  and  a  Friend  to  thee,  and  Jiome. 

Ttt.  Prince  BaffUnHs,  leave  to  plead  my  Deeds, 
'Tis  thou>  and  thofe,  that  have  di (honoured  me : 
Rome  and  the  Righteous  Heavens  be  my  Judge» 
How  I  have  lov*d  and  honour'd  Saturmne. 

Tarn.  My  worthy  Lord,  if  ever  Tamord 
Were  gracious  in  thofc  Princely  Eyes  of  thine. 
Then  hear  me  fpeak,  indifferently,  for  all ; 
And  at  my  Suit  (iwcct)  pardon  what  is  paft. 

Saf.  What,  Madam>  be  di (honoured  openly. 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  Revenge  ? 

Tom.  Not  (b,  my  Lord, 
The  Gods  of  Rome  fbre*fend, 
I  (hould  be  Author  to  difhonour  you, 
Butf  00  mine  Honour  dare,  I  undertake. 
For  good  Lord  Titmfs  innocence  in  all  ; 
Whofe  Fury  not  diflembled  fpeaks  his  Griefs  t 
Then  at  my  Suit  look  gracioufly  on  him, 
Lofe  not  fo  noble  a  Friend  on  vain  fuppofc. 
Nor  with  fowre  lodes  afflift  his  gentle  Heart.  •«'— « 
My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  mef  be  won  at  laff,  [^^r* 

Diflemble  all  your  Griefs  and  Difcontents, 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  Throne; 
Left  then  the  People  and  Partricians  too. 
Upon  a  juft  Survey  take  Titus  part» 
And  fo  fupplant  us  for  Ingratitucle, 
Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  hainous  Sin, 
Yield  at  Intreats>  and  then  let  me  alone ; 
I'll  find  a  Day  to  Maflfacre  them  all. 
And  raze  their  Fadion>  and  their  Family, 
The  Cruel  Father*  and  his  Traiterous  Sons, 
To  whom  I  fued  for  my  dear  Son's  Life : 
And  make  them  know  what  'tis  to  let  a  Queen 
Kneel  in  the  Streets*  and  beg  for  Grace  in  vain.— *-^ 

Come,  come,  fweet  Emperor, come  jlndromcms^ 

Take  up  this  good  old  Man,  and  chear  the  Heart, 
That  dies  in  Tempeft  of  thy  angry  Frown* 

Sat.  Rife,  Titnsy  rife, 
>ly  Emprefs  hath  prevaii*d. 

Tit.  I  thank  your  Majefty^ 
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And  her,  my  Lord. 

Thefe  Words,  thefe  Looks*  infufe  new  Life  in  me. 

Tarn.  TitmSf  I  am  incorporate  in  Romre^ 
A  Reman  now  adopted  happily : 
And  muft  advife  the  Emperor  f^r  his  good» 
This  Day  all  Quarrels  die,  Amdrcmcms^ 
And  let  it  be  my  Honour*  good  mv  Lord* 
That  I  have  reconcil'd  your  Fiieods  tod  you. 
For  you.  Prince  Bi^mms,  I  have  paft 
My  Word  and  Promife  to  the  Emperor, 
1  hat  vou  will  be  more  mild  and  tradable. 
And  fear  not»  Lords ; 
And  you,  Ldvinidj 

By  my  Advice  all  humbled  on  your  Knees, 
You  (hall  ask  Pardon  of  his  Majefty. 

Lhc.  We  do. 
And  vow  to  Heaven,  and  to  his  Highnefi^ 
That  what  we  did,  was  mildly*  as  we  might, 
Tendring  our  Sifter's  HoncMir  and  our  own» 
Mar.  That  on  mine  Honour  here  I  do  proteft. 
Sat.  Away^  and  talk  nor,  trouble  us  no  more. 
T^m.  Nay,  nay. 
Sweet  Emperor  we  muft  all  be  Friend;, 
The  Tribune  and  his  Nephews  kneel  for  Grace, 
I  will  not  be  denied,  Sweet^hearr,  look  back.  • 

Sat.  Marcus, 
For  thy  fake  and  thy  Brother's  here. 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamoras  Intrearr, 
I  do  remit  thefe  young  Mens  hainous  Fauhs. 
Stand  up.  Lavinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  Friend,  and  fure  i$  Death  I  fwore, 
I  would  not  part  a  Batchelor  from  the  Priclh 
Come,  if  the  Emperor's  Court  canfeaft  two  Brides, 
You  are  my  Gueft,  Lavinia^  and  your  Friends; 
This  Day  ftiall  be  a  Love-day,  Tamora. 

T^t,  To  Morrow,  and  it  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
To  hunt  the  Panther  and  the  Hart  with  me. 
With  Horn  and  Hound,  we'll  give  your  Grace  Bon-jom'^ 
Sat.  Be  it  lb,  Tttns^  and  Gramercy  tpo.  [Exetun. 
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ACT  11.     SCEN  £  I. 

SCENE    Rome. 

Enter  Aaron  ahnc. 

^aron.y^Ov  cltnibeth  Tamora  Olfmpms  topt 

XA|  Safe  out  of  Fortune's  ihot,  and  (itsalofc* 
Secure  of  Thunders  crack,  or  Lightning  fia(h» 
Advancd  above  pale  Envies  threatning  reach; 
As  when  the  golden  Sun  faluces  the  morn. 
And  having  gilt  the  Ocean  with  his  BetmSf 
Gallops  the  Zodiack  in  his  gliftring  Coach^ 
And  over-looks  the  hightd  piering  Hills: 
•So  Tamara^ 

Upon  her  Wit  doth  early  Honour  waif^ 
And  Virtue  ftoops  and  trembles  at  her  FrowfiJ 
Then  jiar§m  arm  thy  Heart>  and  fit  thy  Thougkti^ 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  Imperial  Miilre(% 
And  mount  her  Pitch,  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Haft  Prifoner  held«  fetter'd  in  amorous  Chains^ 
And  fafter  bound  to  A4T4fi%  charming  £yei« 
Than  is  ft^mtthens  ty*d  to  Qmcufm* 
Away  with  flavifli  Weeds*  and  idle  Thoughts^ 
I  will  be  bright^  and  (hine  in  Pearl  and  Goldi 
To  wa^t  upon  this  new  made  £mpere& 
To  wait^  faid  I  ?  To  wanton  with  this  Queen^ 
This  Goddefs,  this  Semrdmisy  thic  Queen, 
This  SjreHj  that, will  charm  Rcmis  Sst9frmn§,  ^' 
And  fee  his  Shipwrack>  and  his  Common-wei^* 
HolIa>  what  Storm  is  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron  4im/ Demetrius. 

Dem.  Chiron,  thy  Years  want  Wit,  thy  Wit  watts  &dgt 
And  Manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  Grac'd^ 
And  may,  for  ought  thou  know'ft,  affeded  be* 

ChL  Ditmtrinsy  thou  doft  over-ween  in  all. 
And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  itoe  down  with  Braves : 
'Tis  not  the  Difference  of  a  Year  or  two 
Makes  me  lefs  Gracious,  or.  thee  more  Fortdhatel 
I  am  as  aUe,  and  as  fit  as  dioa* 
To  ferv^  and  to  deferve  my  Miftrefs  Grace* 
ikmtchat  my  Sword  upon  thee  (hall  approve^ 
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And  plead  my  PaQion  for  Ldvima*s  Love. 

Aar.  Clubs,  Clubs,  thefc  Lovers  will  not  keep  the  Peai 
Dem.  Why  Boy,  although  our  Mother  (^anadvis'd) 
Gave  you  t  dancing  Rapier  by  your  fide. 
Are  you  fo  dcfperatc  grown  to  threat  your  Friends  ? 
Go  to;  have  your  Lath  glued  within  your  Sheatb, 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it» 

Chi.  Mean  while  Sir,  with  the  little  Skill  I  have. 
Full  well  (halt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dim.  Ay  Boy,  grow  ve  fo  brave  ?  C^^  ^^ 

jiUr.  Why  now.  Lords? 
So  near  the  Emperor's  Palace  dare  you  draw  ? 
And  maintain  fuch  a  Quarrel  openly  i 
Full  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  Grudge. 
I  would  not  for  a  Million  of  Gold, 
The  Caufe  were  known  to  them  it  moft  concerns. 
Nor  would  your  noble  Mother,  for  much  more^ 
Be  fo  Diihonoured  in  the  Court  of  Rami. 
For  (hapie  put  up, 

Dem.  Not  f,  till  I  have  (heath 'd 
My  Rapier  in  bis  Bofom,  and  withal 
Thruft  thcfe  reproachful  Speeches  down  his  Throat, 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  Difhonour  here. 

Cht.  For.,  that  I  am  prepared  and  full  refolv'd. 

Foul  fpoken  Coward  ! 

Thou  thundrcft  with  thy  Tongue, 

And  with  thy  Weapon  nothing  dar'ft  perform. 

Aar.  Away,  I  fay. 
Now  by  the  Gods  that  warlike  Goths  adore. 
This  petty  Brabble  will  undo  us  all; 
Why  Lords  ~—  and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  isto  fet  upon  a  Princt's  Right? 
What  is  Lavima  then  become  fo  loofe, 
Or  Baffianm  fo  degenerate. 

That  for  her  Love  fuch  Qiarrels  may  be  broachr. 
Without  Controulmenr,  Juftice,  or  Revenge  ? 
Youn^  Lord«.  beware  —  and  fliould  the  Emprefsknov 
This  Difcord's ground,  the  Mufick  would  not  pleafe 

Chi.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  (he  and  all  the  Worlds 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  World. 

Di 
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Dem.  Youngling, 
Learn  thou  to  make  fome  better  choice^ 
Ldvinia  is  thine  elder  Brother's  hope. 

iidr.  Why  are  ye  mad!  Or  know  ye  not  in  R^m^ 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be, 
And  cannot  brook  Competitors  in  Love? 
I  tell  you  Lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  Deaths 
By  this  devife. 

ChL  AaroMy  a  thousand  Deaths  would  I  propofe. 
To  atchieve  her  whom  I  do  love? 

Aar.  To  atchieve  her<         .how  h 

Bern.  Why  mak'ft  thou  it  fo  ftrange  ? 
She  is  a  Woman>  therefore  may  be  woo^d. 
She 'is  a  Woman,  therefore  may  be  won. 
She  \%  LavinUy  therefore  mult  be  lov'd. 
What  Man>  more  Water  glideth  by  the  Mill 
Than  wots  the  Miller  of,  and  eafie  it  is 
Of  a  cut  Loaf  to  fteal  a  Shive  we  know  : 
Tho*  BaJJUnm  be  the  Emperor's  Brother, 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  VulcAfi^  Badge. 

Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  SMurninus  may. 

Dim.  Jhen  why  (hould  he  defpair,  that  knows  to  court  it 
With  Words,  fair  Looks,  and  Liberality? 
What  hall  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  Doe, 
And  born  her  cleanly  by  the  Keeper's  Nofe? 

AoT.  Why  then  it  feems  fome  certain  fnatch  orfo 
Would  fervc  your  turns, 

Chi.  Ay,  fo  the  turn  were  ferved. 

Dim.  Aarcftj  thou  haft  bit  it. 

Aar.  Would  you  had  hit  it  too. 
Then  (hould  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado: 

Why,  ha  k  ye,  hark  ve and  are  you  fuch  Fods 

To  fquare  for  this  ?  Would  it  offend  you  then  / 

Chi.  Faith,  not  me. 

Dim.  Nor  me,  fo  I  were  one. 

Aar,  For  (hame  be  Friends,  and  join  for  that  yD^jar, 
^*Tis  Policy  and  Stratagem  muftdo 
That  you  affed,  and  fo  mud  you  refolve^ 
That  what  you  cannot  as  you  would  atchieve. 
You  muft  perforce  accomplifli  as  you  may:  ^ 

Take  this  of  me,  Lncnci  was  not  more  Cbafte 
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Tbtn  this  Ldvimih  B4lJidnmfs  Love ; 

A  fpeedier  courfe  than  lingring  Languifli  ment 

Mttft  we  purfue,  and  I  have  found  the  Pactu 

My  Lordi^  a  foleran  (iunting  is  in  hand. 

There  will  the  lovely  R^trnM  Ladies  troop : 

The  Foreft  walks  are  wide  and  fpacious. 

And  many  unfrequented  Plots  there  are^ 

Fitted  by  kind  for  Rape  and  Villany : 

Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  Doe,  ' 

And  ftrike  her  home  by  force»  it  not  by  words  i 

This  way,  or  not  at  all,  ftand  you  in  hope. 

Come,  come*  our  Emprefs  with  her  facred  Wit 

To  Villany  and  Vengeance  coofecrate, 

Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend* 

And  ihe  (hall  file  our  Engines  with  advice, 

That  will  not  fuffer  you  to  fquare  youf  M^tSp 

Put  to  your  wifhes  neighth  advance  you  both. 

The  Emperor's  Court  is  like  the  Houfe  of  Fame» 

The  Palace  full  of  Tongues,  of  Eyes,  of  Ears: 

The  Woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadful,  deaf  and  dull : 

There  fpeak,  and  ftrike,  brave  Boys,  and  take  your  ramf • 

There  Krve  your  Lulls  ihadow'd  from  Heaven's  £ye,^ 

And  revel  in  Lavim4'%  Treafury. 

Chi.  Thy  Counfel,  Lad,  fmells  of  no  Cowardife. 
J)em.  Si  fas  mu  mefdt^  'till  I  find  the  ftreams 
To  cool  this  Heat ;  a  Charm  to  calm  their  Fits, 
Tir  Stjgdf  per  Manes  vehor.  [^ExettM 

SCENE     II.     AForeft. 

Enter  Titus  Andronicus  and  his  three  SonSj  m^mgaM^Ji 

with  Hounds  and  Herns^  and  Marcus. 
Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  Morn  is  bright  and  gray. 
The  Fields  ^%  fragrant,  and  the  Woods  are  grecr>, 
.  Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  Bay, 
And  wake  the  Emperor  and  his  lovely  3ride, 
And  rO^ze  the  Prince,  and  ring  a  Hunter's  PeaL 
That  all  the  Court  may  Eccho  with  the  Noife. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 
To  attend  the  Emperor's  Perfon  carefully : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  Sleep  this  Night, 
But  dawning  Day  new  Cosifort  hath  infpir'd. 
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Wind  Horns,     Here  a  crj  of  Hounds^  and  wind  Horns  m  4 

Pedl\  then  enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  Baflianus^  Lavinia^ 

Chiron,  Demetrius,  And  their  JbtendMts. 

Tit.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  Majefty, 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good. 
I  promifed  your  Grace  a  Hunter's  PeaL 

Sdt.  And  you  have  rung  it  luftily»  my  Lords* 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new  married  Ladies* 

Baf.  Ldvinid,  How  fay  you? 

Lav.  I  fay,  No : 
I  have  been  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  Horfe  and  Chariots  lee  us  have. 
And  to  our  Sport :  Madam,  now  (hall  ye  fee 
Our  Roman  Hunting. 

Mar.  I  have  Dog$»  my  Lord« 
Will  rouze  the  proudeft  Panther  in  the  Chafe^ 
And  climb  the  highefl  Promontory  top. 

Ttt.  And  I  have  Horfe  will  (ollow>  w here  the  6ame 
Makes  away>  and  run  hke  Swallows  o'er  the  Plain* 

Dem.  Chironj  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  Horfe  nor  Hound, 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  Doe  to  Ground.  [Sxetsnt. 

Enter  Aaron  aUne. 
A£r.  He  that  had  Wit,  would  think  that  I  had  none. 
To  bury  fo  much  Gold  under  alYee* 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  fo  abjeAly, 
Know  thatjthis  Gold  mufl  coin  a  Stratagem, 
Which  cunningly  effe&ed,  will  b^et 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  Villany ; 
And  (b  repofe  f Ireet  Gold  for  their  unreA^ 
That  have  their  Alms  out  of  the  Empreft  Cheft.. 

Enser  TaaK)ra. 

Tarn.  My  lovely  ^aron^ 
Wherefore  look'ft  thou  fo  fad. 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  Gleeful  boafl  { 
The  Birds  chaunt  melody  on  tvtty  Bu(b, 
The  Snake  lies  rolled  in  the  chearful  Sun, 
The  green  Leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  Wind, 
And  make  a  chequered  (hadow  on  the  Ground : 
Under  their  fweet  ihade*  jtaron^  let  us  fit. 
And  whilft  the  babling  Eccho  mocks  the  Hounds# 
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Replving  (hrilly  to  the  weU-tun'd  Horns, 

As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once» 

Let  us  (it  down  and  mark  their  yelping  noi(e  s 

And  after  conSid  fuch  as  was  fuppos'd 

The  wandring  Prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd. 

When  with  a  happy  ftorm  they  were  furpriz'd. 

And  curcain'd  with  a  Counfetkeeping  Cave» 

We  may  each  wreathed  in  the  others  AiiDS» 

(Our  PaRimes  done)  pofTefs  %  Golden  (lumbert 

Whilft  Hounds  and  Horns>  and  [weet  melodious  Birds 

Be  unto  U5,  as  is  a  Nurfe's  Song 

Of  Lullaby,  to  bring  her  Babe  afleep. 

jiar.  Midam> 
Though  renus  govern  your  Defiref, 
Sdiurn  is  Dominator  over  mine  s    , 
What  fignifies  my  deadly  (landing  Eye, 
My  Silence,  and  my  cloudy  .Melancholy, 
My  Fleece  of  woolly  Hair»  that  now  uncurls^ 
£vcn  as  an  Adder  when  (he  doth  unrowl 
To  do  fome  fatal  Execution  \ 
No,  Mackam,  thcfe  are  no  Venereal,  (igns, 
Vengeance  i:^'  in  my  Heart,  Death  in  my  Haod^ 
Blood  and  Reven^t  are  hammering  in  my  Head. 
Hark,  Tamora^  the  Emf^^eft  of  my  Soul, 
Which  never  hopes  more  ^eaven  tb^n  refts  in  thee. 
This  is  the  Day  of  Doom  for  fi^J^aftuii    . 
His  Philomel  mnH  lofeher  Tongue  to  Day, 
Thy  S  )ns  make  Pillaqc  of  her  Chaftity;  i 

And  waih  their  Hands  in  BafM»u/s  Blood.  ' 

Seeft  thou  this  Letter,  take  it  up  I  pray  thee,' 
And  give  the  King  this  fatal  plotted  Scrowl  i 
Now  queftion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpicd,, 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  Sootyv 
which  dreads  not  yet  their  Lives  deftrudiof?.' 

fmer  Baflianus  Mnd  Lavinia. 

T^'^.  Ah,  my  fwect  Afocr, 
Sweeter  to  me  than  Life. 

^ar    No  more,  great  Emprefs,  BnfJtanHS  comes  i 
Be  crof.  vjith  him,  and  I'll  go  fetch  ihy  Sons 
i  o  b:c.^  t/>y  Qiiarrcls,  whatfocVr  they  be,  [£- 


Baf. 
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Baf.  Whom  have  we  here? 
Rome's  Royal  Emprefsl 
Unfurnifii'd  of  her  weU^befeemiiig  Troop  2 
Or  is  it  DUm  habited  like  her. 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  Groves^ 
To  lee  the  general  Hunting  in  this  Forefti 

Tam.  Sawcy  Controller  of  our  private  Steps : 
Had  I  the  Power  that  fome  fay  DUn  had,  ' 
Thy  Temples  (hould  be  planted  prefently 
With  Horns,  as  was  jl^i9H\  and  the  Hounds 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new  transformed  LimbSf^ 
Unmannerly  Intruder  as  thou  art. 

L4V.  Under  your  Patience^  gentle  Emprefs, 
'Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  Horning, 
And  to  be  doubted>  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  fingled  forth  to  try  Experiments : 
yoveOxxtXA  your  Husband  from  his  Hounds  to  Day, 
f  Tis  pity  they  fliould  take  him  for  a  Stag. 

Baf.  Believe  roe,  Queen,  yourfwarthCymmerian 
Doch  make  your  Honour  of  his  Body's  hue. 
Spotted,  detefted  and  abominable. 
Why  are  you  fequeflred  fifom  all  your  Train  \ 
Difmounted  from  your  Snow-wfaite  goodly  Steed, 
And  wandred  hither  to  an  obfcureplot. 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor^ 
If  foul  defire  had  not  conduced  you?  ' 

Ldv.  And  being  interrupted  in  your  fport. 
Great  reafon  that  ny  Noble  Lord  be  rated 
For  Saucinefs ;  I  pray  you  let  us  hence. 
And  let  her  joy  her  Raven-coloured  Love, 
This  Valley  fits  the  purpofe  palling  well. 

Baf.  The  King  my  Brother  (hall  have  notice  of  thisJ 
Lav.  Ay  >  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  long» 
Good  King,  to  be  fo  mightily  abufed. 
Tom.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this? 

Emtar  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 
Bern.  How  now,  dear  Sovereign 
And  our  gracious  Mother, 
Why  does  your  Highnefs  look  fo  pale  and  wan? 

Tarn.  Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  to  look  pale? 
Thefe  two  have  tic'd  me  hither  to  this  place. 
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A  barren  tnd  detefted  Vale  you  fee  it  k. 

The  Trees,  tho'  Suminer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean^' 

O'ercome  with  Mofs,  and  baleful  MiiTelca. 

Here  never  (bines  the  Sun,  here  nochio^  bnedf^ 

UnleTs  the  nighly  Owl,  or  fatal  Raven. 

And  when  they  (bew'd  me  this  abhorred  Pit^ 

They  told  me,  here  at  dead  time  of  the  NighCt 

A  thoufand  Fiends^  a  thoufafid  biffing  Soakes» 

Ten  thoufand  fwelling  Toads,  as  manv  Uidhins^ 

Would  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufedCries, 

As  any  mortal  Body  btHring  itt 

Should  ftraight  fall  mad,  or  elfe  die  fuddenly. 

No  fooner  had  they  told  this  hellilh  Tale. 

But  ftreight  they  told  me  they  would  bind  me  htrCy 

Unto  the  Body  of  a  difmal  Yew, 

And  leave  me  to  this  miferable  Death. 

And  then  they  call'd  me  foul  Adultertfi. 

Lafcivious  Goth^  and  all  the  bittereft  terms 

That  ever  £ars  did  hear  to  fuch  effed. 

And  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  com^ 

This  Vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed: 

Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  Mother^s  Lif^ 

Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  caird  my  Children. 

Dem.  This  is  a  witnefs  that  I  am  thy  Soo.         {Airfy  BaC 

Chi*  And  this  for  me. 
Struck  home  to  fiicw  my  Strength. 

Lav.   I  come,  Simirnmis^  nay  barbarous  Titrnmrs^ 
For  no  Name  fits  thy  Narure  but  thy  own. 

Tarn.  Give  me  thy  Poinara ;  you  (hall  know»  my  Boys, 
Your  Mother's  Hand  (ball  right  your  Mother's  wrong* 

Dem.  Stay,  Madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  hcr^ 
Firft,  thraih  the  Corn,  then  after  burn  tM  Straw: 
This  Minion  ftood  upon  her  Chaftity, 
Upon  her  Nuptial  Vow,  her  Loyalty^ 
And  with  that  painted  hope  (he  braves  your  Mightinefii; 
And  (hall  (he  carry  this  unto  her  Grave  i 

Chi.  And  if  (he  do, 
I  would  I  were  an  Eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  Husband  to  feme  fecret  Hole^ 
And  make  his  dead  Trunk  Pillow  to  our  Lu£L 
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Tdm.  But  wben  you  have  the  Honey  you  defirc» 
Let  not  this  Wafp  out-live  us  both  to  fiing. 

Chi.  I  warrant  you,  Madaoii  we  will  make  that  fure  ; 
Come  Miftrefs  00 w  fir  force  we  will  enjoy. 
That  nice^preferved  honcftv  of  yours. 

Lav.  O  Tdm^4f  thou  oear'ft  a  Woman's  Face 

Tarn.  I  will  not  hear  her  fpcak;  away  with  her. 

L4V.  Sweet  Lords,  intreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word* 

Dem.  Liften^  fair  Madafn,  let  it  be  your  glory 
To  fee  her  Tears;  but  be  your  Heart  to  them. 
As  unrelenting  Flints  to  drops  of  Rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  Tygers  young-ones  teach  the  Dam? 
O  do  not  learn  her  wrath,  (he  taught  it  thee. 
The  Milk  thou  fuck'ft  from  her  did  turn  to  Marble ; 
Even  at  thy  Teat  thou  hadfi  thy  Tyranny : 
Yet  every  Mother  breeds  not  Sons  j^ike  > 
Do  thou  intreat  her,  Qktw  a  Woman  pity. 

Chi.  What  I 
Wouldft  thou  have  me  prove  my  felf  a  Baftard  ? 

Ldv»  'Tis  true» 
The  Raven  doth  not  hatch  a  Lark : 
Yet  have  I  heard»  O  could  I  find  it  now» 
The  Lion  mov'd  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  Princely  Paws  pir'd  all  awav. 
Some  fay,  that  Ravens  fofter  forlorn  Children, 
The  whilft  their  own  Birds  famifli  in  their  Neft$ : 
Oh  be  to  me,  tho'  thy  hard  Heart  fay  no^ 
Nothing  fo  kind,  but  fomething  pitiful. 

Tom.  I  know  not  what  it  meaos ;  away  with  her* 

Lsvi  Oh  let  me  teach  thee  for  my  Father's  fake. 
That  gave  thee  Life,  when  well  he  might  have  flajn  thee : 
Be  not  obdurate^  open  thy  deaf  Ears, 

Turn.  Hadft  thou  in  Perfon  ne'er  offended  me, 
Bvco  for  hb  fake  am  I  now  pitilefs : 
Remember,  Boys,  I  pour'd  forth  Tears  in  vain. 
To  (ave  your  Brother  £rom  the  Sacrifice; 
But  fierce  Amdr§Hicm  would  not  relent : 
Therefore  awav  with  hert  and  ufe  her  as  you  willy 
The  worfe  to  her»  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lstv.  O  Tmmnh 
Be  call'd  afeotle  Cl^ieeo» 

And 


wncre  Dcvcr  iriBD  s  eye  uay  dumnu  aty  Doay  : 
Z>o  tbih  and  be  t  cbtrinbte  Murderer. 

T4m.  So  Ihonld  I  rob  my  fveet  Sons  of  their  Fe^ 
No,  let  them  fatisGe  their  Luft  on  tbec. 

Dem.  Away. 
For  thou  haft  ftaid  us  here  too  long. 

L^v.  No  Grace! 
No  Wonun-hood'!  Ah  bcaflly  Creature, 
The  blot  and  Enemy  of  our  general  Name; 
Confufion  all 

Chi.  Nay,  then  I'll  ttof  your  Mouth- ■■—■  - 
Bring  thou  her  Husband  :  [^'•i2'*K  'jT^ 

This  is  the  hole  where  jlarim  bid  us  hide  him.        [E. 

Tdm.  Farewel,  my  Sons,  fee  that  ye  make  her  fure  ; 
Ne'er  let  my  Heart  know  merry  Cheer  indeed. 
Till  alt  the  jtndrotiici  be  made  away : 
Now  will  I  hence  to  fec-k  my  lovely  Afcn-f 
And  let  ttiy  Tpleenful  Sans  this  Trull  deflour.  | 

Enttr  Aaron,  viih  QuintusuM^  Marcus. 

^r»H.  Come  on,  my  Lords,  the  better  Foot  befori 
Strait  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathfbm  Pit, 
Where  I  efpied  the  Panther  faft  afltep. 

Quin.  My  fight  is  very  dull,  whit  e'er  it  bodes. 

M^.  And  mine,  I  promife  you;  were  it  not  for  fhai 
Well  could  I  leave  our  Sport  to  fiecp  a  while. 
*  [Marcus /4//i  intoti 

Quin.  What  art  thou  fitlen? 
What  fubtle  Hole  is  this 
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With  the  difmal'ft  Objed 

That  ever  Eyei  with  iight^  made  Heart  lament. 

Atar.  Now  will  I  fetch  the  King  to  find  them  herey 
That  he  thereby  may  have  a  likely  guefs. 
How  thefe  #ere  they  that  made  away  his  Brother* 

{Exit  Aaron. 

Mat.  Why  doft  not  comfort  me»  and  help  me  out. 

From  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-ftained  Hole  S 

.  Qji^^*  I  ^™  furprized  with  an  uncouth  fear; 

A  killing  Sweat  o*er-runs  my  trembUng  Joints ; 

My  Heart  fufpefts  more  than  mine  Eye  can  fee» 

MuT  To  prove  thou  haft  a  true  divining  Heart, 
Aaron  and  thdu,  look  down  into  the  Denb  . 
And  fee  a  fearful  fight  of  Blood  and  Death. 

Qmn*  Aaron  is  gone* 
And  my  compaffionate  Heart 
\Vill  not  permit  mine  Eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  furmife : 
O  tell  me  how  it  is ;  for  ne'er  till  iJbw, 
Was  I  a  Child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Aimr.  Lord  Bsffianms  lyes  embrewed  here* 
All  on  a  heaiH  like  to  the  flauehter*d  Lamb, 
In  this  detefted,  dark,  blood-drinking  Pit. 

Qffin.  If  it  be  dark,  how  do'ft  thou  know  *tis  he  ? 

Mar.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  King,  that  lightens  all  the  Hole : 
Which  like  a  Taper  in  lome  Monument, 
Doth  (hine  upon  the  dead  Man's  earthly  Cheeks, 
And  fhews  the  ragged  intraib  of  the  Pit« 
So  pale  did  fiiine  the  Moon  on  PjramMSf 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath*d  in  Maiden-blood« 

0  Brother  help  me^  with  thy  fainting  Hand  i 
If  Fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath. 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  Receptacle, 

As  hateful  as  Cbcjuts  mifty  Moutb« 

Qnin.  Reach  me  thy  Hand*  that  I  suy  help  thee  our. 
Or  wanting  ftrength,  to  do  thee  (o  much  good, . 

1  mav  be  pluck'd  into  the  fwallowing  Womb  • 
Of  this  deep  Pir*  poor  BaffUnus  Grave  ;^ ..  r      . 
I  have  no  ftrength  to  pluck  thee  to  thoJ>rink. 

Mar.  Nor  I  no  ftrength  to  climb  without  tbjJgl^. 


Mttr,  The  uabappy  Sao  of  old  ^ 
Brought  hitbn  m  a  moft  tnluckjr  hour, 
To  find  thy  Brocbn  SdffiaMm  dnd. 

Sdt.  Myfirotherdead?  Iknowthoudoftbntjeftf 
He  and  his  Lady  both  are  at  theLodgr, 
Upon  the  North-iidc  of  this  pleafaitt  Cbifr^ 
'Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  there. 

Mar,  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  aH  dire. 
But  out,  alas,  here  have  we  (bund  him  dead. 

Enter  Tamora,  Androoicuf,  and  Lticiasw 

Tarn.  Where  is  my  Cord,  the  King  ? 

Sm.  Here  Tttmoric,  though  grieved  with  kiUfog  Grie 

Tarn.  Where  is  riiy  Brother  Bi^utKm  t 

Sm.  Now  to  the  bottom  doft  thou  fearch  my  Won 
Poor  Bajftanmt  herclyci  murtbered. 

Tm»,  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  tkis  fatal  Writ* 
The  complot  of  this  timely  Tragedy, 
And  wonder  greatleft  that  Man's  Face  cao  fold 
In  pleafing  fmiles  fuch  murderous  Tyranny. 

[pta  giveth  Saturoinus  <ri 
Saturtiinaa  naiis  tSt  Lttttr, 
And  ifwt  mifi  ta  mttt  him  hudftm^y 
Sweet  Hmttfmmy  Baflianuf,  'tit  we  mem, 
Do  them  ft  mmh  at  dig  tbt  Grave  for  him, 
7 htm  IfMowfi  eur  memiMgf  Ictk  far  thy  reward 
jimang  the  NiettUt  at. tbt  Eidet'tree  t 
Which  over-fbadet  the  mattth  ef  that  famt 'BHi 
Where  vre  decreed  to  bmr»  RallianiK  t 
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jidr.  My  gracious  Lord^  here  is  the  Bag  of  Gold. 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  Whelps,  fell  Curs,  of  bloody  kind 
Have  here  bereft  my  Brother  of  his  Life:  [7i  Titus. 

Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  Pit  unto  the  Prifon,. 
There  let  thtm  bide  unci)  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never  heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

74».  What  are  they  in  this  Pit  \ 
Oh  wondrous  thing  I 
How  eafily  Murder  is  difcovered  ? 

77/.  High  £mperor»  upon  my  feeble  Knee, 
I  beg  this  booD)  with  tears  not  lightly  ihed^ 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurfed  Sons, 
Accurfed,  if  the  faults  be  prov'd  in  them'  ■ 

S4t.  If  it  be  prov'di  you  fee  it  is  apparent. 
Who  found  this  Letter.  Taimrs^  was  it  you  ? 

Tarn.  ^fubronicMs  kimfeff  did  take  it  up. 

77/.  I  did,  my  Lord, 
Yet  let  me  be  their  Bail. 
For  by  my  Father's  reverend  Tomb  I  vow 
They  fliall  be  ready  at  your  Hrghne/s  V^ill, 
To  anfwer  their  Sufpicioo  with  their  Jives. 

iSW.  Thou  (halt  not  bail  them*  fee  thou  follow  me : 
SonJie  bring  the  murther'd  Body>  fomethe  Murtherers, 
Let  them  not  fpeak  a  word,  the  Guilt  is  plain. 
For  by  my  Soul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  Death, 
That  end  upon  them  fhould  be  executed* 

7fMr.  jindrouicks^  I  witt  intreat  the  King, 
Fear  not  thy  Sons,  ihcy  flialfdo  weU'  enough/ 

Tit.  Come,  Lucim,  coine. 
Stay  not  to  talk  with  them.  [^Eximttt. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  lifitb  Lavinia,  bgr  HamU 
cut  o§\  And  her  Tmffticm^Hi^.  an^ravifiUL 

Dim.  So  now  go  telt,  .and  if  thy  Tan|{ue  can  fpeak. 
Who  'twas  that  cut  tliy  Tongue  and  ravi(h'd  thee; 

Chi.  Write  down  thy  mind^  bewray  thv  meaning  6h. 
And,  if  thy  Stumps  will  let  thee,  play  tne  Scribe. 

Dem.  See  how  with  figos  and  tokens  (he  can  fcowl. 

Chi.  Go  home. 
Call  for  fweet  Water,  wafh  thy  handi. 

Dim.  She  hath  no  toog^  to  call,  npr  bvK}i  to  WiA  i 
And  fo  let's  leave  her  10  fior  iUeoc  Walb. 

"  Cki. 
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Chi.  And  'twere  mv  Caufe*  I  (hould  go  haog  my  fyf. 
Dim.  If  thou  had'u  Hands  to  help  thee  knit  tne  CorcL/ 

Wind  Horns.    Enter  Marcus  from  Hkniing^  f9  Lavinia. 

Mdr.  Who  is  thi^>  my  Niece,  that  flies  away  fo  bSt,  \ 
CoufiiH  a  Word*  where  is  your  Husband  ? 
If  I  do  Dream,  would  all  my  Wealth  would  wake  me; 
If  I  do  wake,  fome  Planet  ftrike  me  down# 
That  I  may  dumber  in  eternal  Sleep. 
Speak,  gentle  Niece,  what  ftern  ungentle  Hands 
Hath  lop'd  and  hew*d,  and  made  thy  Body  bare 
Of  her  two  Branches,  thofe  fweet  OmamentSt 
Whofe  circling  Shadows  Kings  have  fought  to  fleep  in^ 
And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  Happinefs» 
As  half  thy  Love  I  Why  do*ft  not  fpeak  to  me  { 
Alas,  a  crimfon  River  of  warm  Blood, 
Like  to  a  bubling  Fountain  ftirr*d  with  Wind» 
Doth  rife  and  fall  between  thy  rofy  Lips, 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  Honey  Breath. 
But  fure  fome  Tereus  hath  deflour'd  thee,    "^ 
And  left  thou  fhould*ft  deted  him,  cut  thy  Tongue^ 
Ah,  now  thou  turn'ft  away  thy  Face  for  Shame ! 
And  notwithftanding  all  this  lofs  of  Blood, 
As  from  a  Conduit  with  their  iiTuing  Spouts, 
Yet  do  thy  Cheeks  look  red  as  Titan  s  Face, 

Blu(hing  to  be  encountred  with  a  Cloud, 

Shall  I  ^eak  for  thee?  Shall  I  fay,  'tis  fo  ?  • 

Oh  that  I   knew  thy  Heart,  and  knew  the  Beaft, 

That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  eafe  my  mind* 

Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  Oven  ftopt. 

Doth  burn  the  Heart  to  Cindars  where  it  is. 

Fair  Philomela^  (he  but  loft  her  Tongue, 

And  in  a  tedious  Sampler  fev/ed  her  mind. 

But  lovely  Niece,  that  mean  Is  cut  from  thee, 

A  craftier  Terens  haft  thou  met  withall. 

And  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty  Fingers  off 

That  could  have  better  fewed  than  PhilomeL 

Oh  had  the  Monfter  feen  thofe  Lilly  Hands 

Tremble  like,  Afpen  Leaves  upon  a  Lute, 

And  make 'the  (ilken  Strings  delight  tokifs  them. 

He  would  not  then  have  touch'dthem  for  his  Life. 

Or 
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Or  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  Harmony, 

Which  that  fweet  Tongue  hath  made; 

He  would  havedropt  his  Knife  and  fell  afleep. 

As  Cer herns  at  the  Thracian  Poet*s  feet. 

Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  Father  blind. 

For  fuch  a  fight  will  blind  a  Father's  £ye« 

One  hours  Storm  will  drown  the  fragrant  Meadj?," 

What  will  whole  Months  of  Tears  thy  Father's  Eyes  ? 

Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  ihee : 

Oh  could  our  mourning  eafe  thy  Mifery.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    III.     S  G  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  the  Judges  and  Seudtors,  with  Marcus  and  Qiiintus 
ieund^  pajjing  on  the  Stage  to  the  place  of  Execution^  and  Ti- 
tus going  before^  pleadings 

Tit.  TT  Ear  me,  grave  Fathers*  noble  Tribunes  ftay, 

MljL  For  pity  of  mine  Age,  whofeYoiith  was  fpenc         ^ 
In  dangerous  Wars,  whild  you  fecurely  flept: 
For  all  my  Blood  in  Rome's  great  Qjarrcl  flicd. 
For  all  the  frofty  Nights  that  I  have  watcht. 
And  for  thefe  bitter  Tears,  which  now  you  fee    . 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  Cheeks^ 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  Sons, 
Whofe  Souls  are  not  corrupted,  as  'tis  thought: 
For  two  and  twenty  Sons  I  never  wept, 
Becaufe  they  died  in  Honour's  lofty  Bed* 

[Andronicus  lieth  down^  and  the  Judges pa/s  bj  him. 
For  thefe,  thefe.  Tribunes,  in  the  Dufl  I  write 
My  Heart's  deep  Languor,  and  my  Soul's  fad  Tears  i 
Let  my  Tears  flanch  the  Earth's  dry  Appetite, 
My  Sons  fweet  Blood  will  make  it  fiiame  and  blufh ; 
O  Earth  !  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  Rain,     [Exennti 
That  (hall  diftilfrom  thefe  two  ancient  Ruins, 
Than  youthful  jlpril  (hall  with  all  her  Showers 
In  Summer's  drought :  Til  drop  upon  thee  (lilly 
In  Winter  with  warm  Tears  I'll  melt  the  Snow^ 
And  keep  eternal  Spring-time  on  thy  Face, 
So  thou  refufe  to  drink  my  dear  Son's  Blood# 
Vot.  IV.  Kk  Bntm^ 


a 054  Titus  Andronicus. 

h>itey  Lucius  wkh  hs  Sword  drxwnm 
Oh  Reverend  Tribunts!  gentle  aged  Men  /  • 
Unbind  my  Sons,  icvenc  ific  d<x>m  oT  bcath. 
And  let  me  Tay  (chat  rever  wept  before^ 
My  Tears  are  now  prevailing  Orators. 

Lm.  Oh,  Noble  Father,  you  lament  in  vain^ 
The  Tribunes  iiear  you  iiot|  no  Man  is  by. 
And  you  recount  your  Sorrows  to  a  Stoni?. 

77/.  h}\.Lucmiy  for  tliy  Brothers  let  me  plead — 
Grave  Tribunes,  once  more  I  intreat  of  you- 

Luc.  My  gracious  Lord,tio  Tiibunc hears  you  fpeak. 
Tin  W-by^  >4s  no  matter.  Man ;  if  they  did  iiear. 
They  would  not  mark  me :  Or  if  they  did  hear. 
They  would  not  pity  rtic. 

Therefore  I  teli  my  Sorrows  bootlefs  to  the  StoQe% 
Who,  tho*  they  cannot  anf«^er  my  Diftfeft, 
Yet  in  fdme  fort  they  arc  better  than  thfe  *f  ribohcs> 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  fcy  Taite; 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  Feet 
Receive  my  Te*rs,  and  feem  to  weep  with  me; 
And  were  thty  but  attired  in  grave  Weeds, 
Romt  could  afford  no  Tribune  like  to  thefc« 
A  Stone  is  as  foft  Wax, 
Tribunes  more  hard  than  Stones : 
A  Stone  is  filent,  and  offendeth  not. 
And  Tribunes  with  their  Tongues  doom  Men  to  death. 
But  wherefore  ftand'ft  thou  with  thy  Weapon  drawn  \ 
Luc.  Torefcue  my  t  a^o  Brothers  from  ihcir  Death, 
For  which  attempt, the  Judpesjhave  pronounced 
My  everlafting  doom  oi  Banifliment. 

Tit.  O  happy  Man,  they  have  befriended  thee: 
Why,  fooliih  Lucius^  doft  thou  not  perceive. 
That  Rome  is  but  a  Wilcernefs  of  Tygerj? 
Tygers  muft  prey,  and  Romc  affords  no  pr^y 
But  me  and  rnine^  how  happy  art  thou  then. 
From  thefe  £)evourers  to  be  baniflied? 
But  who  comes  with  our  Brother  Marcm  here? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 
Mar.  Titusy  prepare  thy  Noble  Eyes  to  weep. 
Or  if  not  fo,  thy  Noble  Heart  to  break: 
1  bring  confuming  Sorrow  to  thine  Age« 
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Tii.  Will  it  confutne  me  ?  Let  me  fee  it  tben. 
Mar.  This  was  thy  Daughter. 
Tit.  Why,  Marcus^  fo  flie  is. 
Luc.  Ah  me,  this  Objed  kills  me. 
TV/.  Faint-hearted  Boy,  arife  and  look  upon  her ;  - 
Speak  my  Lavinia^  what  accurfed  Hand 
Hath  made  thee  handlefsin  thy  Father's  fight  ? 
What  Fool  hath  added  Water  to  the  Sea? 
Or  brought  a  Faggot  to  bright-^burning  Troj  ? 
My  Grief  was  at  the  heighth  before  thou  cam'ft. 
And  now  like  Nihi  it  difdaineth  bounds : 
Give  me  a  Sword,  Til  chop  off  my  Hands  too. 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rofkt^  and  til  in  vain: 
And  they  have  nars'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  Life : 
In  bootlefs  Prayer  have  they  been  held  up. 
And  they  have  ferv'd  me  to  effecfilefs  ufe. 
Now  til  the  Service  I  require  of  them. 
Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  theo^her: 
Tis  well,  Ldviniu^  that  thou  htft  no  Hands, 
For  Hands  to  do  Rome  Service  are  but  vaiq. 

Luc.  Speak,  gentle  Sifter,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee? 
>  Mar.  O  that  delightful  Engine  of  her  Thoughts, 
That  blab'd  them  with  fuch  pleating  Eloquence^ 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  Cage, 
Where  like  a  fweettnelodious  Bird  it  fung. 
Sweet  various  Notes  inchanting  every  Ear. 

Lhc.  Oh  fay  thou  for  her. 
Who  hath  done  this  Deed  ? 

Mar.  Oh  thus  I  found  her  ftraying  in  thePailc* 
Seeking  to  hide  her  felf,  as  doth  the  Deer 
That  hath  receiv*d  fome  unrecuring  Wound. 

Tit.  It  was  my  Deer, 
And  he  that  wounded  her 
Hath  hurt  me  morethan  h^d  he  kill'd  mc  dead: 
For  now  I  ftand,  as  one  opon  a  Rock, 
Environed  with  a  Wildcrnefs  of  Sea, 
Who  makse  the  waxing  Tide  grow  Wave  by  Wavier 
Expcding  ever  when  foftfe  envious  Surge 
Witl  ih  hill  tiriniih  fiowtls  fwallow  ktm. 
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Mat.  Patience,  dear  Niece,  good  TitH$  dry  thine  Eyes^T 

77/.  Ah  Marcus^  Marcus^  Brother,  well  I  wot, 
Thy  Napkin  caonoc  drink  a  tear  of  mine. 
For  thou,  poor  Man,  haft  drown'd  it  with  thine  own. 

Luc.  Ahj  my  LaviniOy  I  will  wipe  thy  Cheeks. 

Tit.  Miikj  Marcus^  mark,  I  underftand  herSignjr, 
Had  (he  a  Tongue  to  Ipeak,  now  would  (he  fay 
That  to  her  Brother  which  I  faid  to  thee. 
Hits  Napkin  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet. 
Can  do  no  fervice  on  her  forrowful  Cheeks. 
Oh  what  a  fympathy  of  Woe  is  this  f 
As  far  from  help  as  Limbo  is  from  Blifs. 

E;tter  Aaron  dlorie. 

jiar.  Titus  AndronicuSf  my  Lord  the  Emperor 
Sends  thee  this  Word,  that  if  thou  love  thy. Sons, 
Let  Marcus^  Lucius^  or  thy  felf,  old  Titus^ 
Or  any  one  of  you  chop  off  your  Hand» 
And  fc/.d  it  to  me  King ;  he  for  the  fame 
Will  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  Sons  alive. 
And  ihac  (hall  be  t.'ic  Ranfom  for  their  Fault. 

Tit.  Oh  gracious  E.-nperor !  oh  gentle  jiaron  \ 
Did  ever  Raven  fing  fa  like  a  Lark, 
That  oives  fweetTydings  of  the  Sun's  uprife/ 
Wiih  all  my  Heait,  Til  fend  the  Emperor  my  Hand, 
(jr.od  A^ron  wile  thou  help  to  chop  it  off/ 

Luc.  Stay,  Father,  for  that  noble  Hand  of  thine, 
Thit  hath  tnrown  down  fo  many  Enemies, 
Siall  not  be  fent;  my  Hand  will  ferve  the  turn. 
My  Yo  ith  can  better  fpare  my  Blood  than  you. 
And  therefore  mine  (hall  fave  my  Brothers  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  Hands  hath  not  defended  Rome^ 
And  reared  aloft  the  bloody  Battel-ax, 
Wiiting  D  ft  uftionon  the  Enemies Caftle ? 
Oh  none  of  both  but  are  of  hiph  defert: 
My  Hand  hath  been  biit  idle,  let  it  ferve 
To  ranfome  my  two  Nephews  from  their  Death, 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  ^  worthy  end. 

Aar.  Nay,  come  a^ree,  whofc  Ha«ad  Ihall  go  along. 
For  fear  thty  die  bqfore  their  pardon  come. 
Mar.  My  Hand  Ihall  go. 
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L»i.  By  l-Ica  en  it  fhal!  not  go. 

Tit.  Siis,  llrive  no  more,  fuch  withered  Herbs  asthefe 
Arc  njccc  for  plucking  un,  and  rhcrtfore  mine* 

Luc.  Swccc  f'ithcr,  if  1  ihall  be  ihoiighc  thy  Sod, 
Let  mc  redeem  my  l>rothcrs  both  from  Death. 

Aiiir,  Aid  for  our  Father's  fake,  and  Moiher*s  cvey 
N  )w  let  me  (hew  a  Br^  ther's  love  to  thee. 

Tit.  A^rec  b  tween  you,  I  will  /pare  my  Hand* 

Lhc.    Then  Til  go  fetch  an  Ax. 

Mar.  But  I  will  ufc  the  Ax.  \Ext9mx. 

T$t.  Come  hither,  Aayoh^  IM  deceive  them  both; 
Lend  me  thy  1  land,  ^nd  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

jlar.  If  tliac  be  caird  deceit,  I  will  be  Iione/f, 
And  never  whilft  I  live  deceive  Men  fo; 
But  ril  deceive  you  in  another  fort. 

And  that  you'll  iay  e'er  half  an  hour  pafs.  \_;Afidi. 

'{Ht  cuts  off  Titus*i  Hamd. 
Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus  agam» 

Tit.  Now  ftay  your  Stx\U\  what  (hall  be»  is  difpatcht: 
Good  Aaron^  give  his  Majefly  my  Hand: 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  Hand  tlyt  warded  bim 
From  thoufand  Danger*,  bid  him  bury  it, 
Mjre  hath  it  merited  :  .Th^t  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  Sons,  fay,  I  account  of  them. 
As  Jewels  purchas'd  at  an  eafie  Price, 
And  yet  dear  too,  bcc^ufe  I  bouphtmineowr. 

Aar.  I  go,  A>2dro)iicHSy  and  for  thy  Hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  Sons  with  thee : 

Their  Heads  I  mean. Oh,  Hdw  this  Villany      [Afidc. 

Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  it. 

Let  Fools  do  good,  and  fair  M.n  call  for  Grace, 

Aaron  will  have  his  Soul  black  like  his  Face.  \_Exit^ 

Ttt.  O  heai !-: — 1  lift  this  one  Hand  up  to  Heaven, 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  Earth, 
If  any  Power  pities  wretched  Tears, 
To  that  I  call :  What  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me? 
Do  then, dear  Heart,  for  Htaven  (hall  hear  our  Prayer?, 
Or  with  our  (]ghs  we'll  breath  the  Welkin  dim. 
And  flain  the  Sjn  with  Fog,  as  fomcrime  Clouds, 
When  they  do  hi  g  him  in  their  melting  Bofoms* 

Mar.  Oh,  Brother,  fpeak  with  PolEbilitief, 

And 


Titus  Aiwbonicus.  ^3^P 

And. do  not  b;eak  into  thefe  tv|rp  Excreaim. 

77/.  Is  not  my  Sorrow  deep,  having  no  bottoqn?  . 
Then  be  niy  Papons  bottomlefs  with  thenj. 

Mat.  But  yet  let  Reafon  govern  ^hy  Lapaent. 

Tiu  If  there  were  Reafon  for  ihefe  Mi/cries 
Then  into  limits  could  I-.birjd  my  Woe«  ; 
When  Heaven,  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  Earth  oVr-flow;  ? 
If  the  Winds  rag^  doth  not  tbc  Ses^  wax  mad, 
Threatning  the  Weljcin  with  his  big-rvi(;ol.o  Face? 
And   wilt  thou  have  a  Reafon  for  this  Coil  f 
I  am  the  Se^i,  hark  how  her  Sighs  do  bjo;^  •^ 
She  is  the  weeping  Welkin,  I  the  Earthy 
Then  mufl  my  Sea  be  moved  with  tor  Sighs 
Then  mufl  my  Earth  with  her  continual  ifears 
Become  a  Deluge,  oycr-flow'd  and  drQ>^n*d: 
For  why,  my  Bowels,  cannot  hide  her  Woes, 
But  like  a  Drunkard  muft  I  yoifi\i  tKc^i ; 
Then  give  me  Ieave>  for  lofers  will  have  leave, 
Toeafe  their  Stomachs  with  their  bitter  Tonguf5. 
Enter  a  Afejfenger  with  twa.  HeMs  4tid  a  H.  nJ. 

Mef.  Worthy  Andronicns^  ill  art  thou  repay'd. 
For  that  good  Hand  thou  feni'fl  the  Emperor; 
Here  are  the  Heads  of  thy  two  noble  Sons, 
And  here's  thy  H^nd  in  fcorn  to  thee  fent  back; 
Thy  Griefs*  their  Sports,  thy  Refolution  mockt: 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  Woes,  '.'^ 

More  than  Remembrance  of  my  Fathei's  Death. .      [^ »v;>*.  ^ 

Mar.  Now  let  hot  %^tna  cool  in  Sicilj^  .  jjl 

And  be  my  Heart  ^  ever-burning  Hell;  V 

Thefe  Miferies  are  ipore  than  nciay  be  born.  7       . 

To  weep  with  them  that  weep,  aoth  eafe  fome  dfalj 
Bur  Sorrow  flouted  at  is  double  Death. 

Luc.  Ah  that  this  fight  fhould  mal^e  fo  deep  a  Wounds   t 
And  yet  detefled  Life  not  (brink  thereat; 
That  ever  Death  fhould  let  Life  bear  his  Name, 
Where  Life  hfith  no  more  Intereft  but  to  breathe. 

Mar.  K\^s  poor  Heart,  that  Ki6  vi  comfortlefs 
As  frozen  Water  to  a  flarved  Snake, 

Tit.  When  will  this  fcarfi  1  flumber  have  an  end? 

Mar.  Now  farewel  Flattery,  die  Andronicus^ 
Thou  dofl  not  flumber,  fee  thy  two  Son<>  Heads, 
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Thy  virarlike  Hand,  thy  mangled  Daughter  here; 
Thy  other  banifti'd  Son  with  this  dear  Sight 
Struck  pale  and  blood! efs^  and  thy  Brother  I, 
Even  like  a  ftony  Image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah  now  no  more  will  £  controul  my  Griefs, 
Rent  oflF  thy  Silver  Hair,  thy  other  Hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  Teeth,  and  be  this  difmal  fight 
The  clofing  up  of  our  moft  wretched  Eyes  ; 
Now  is  a  lime  to  ftorm*  why  art  thou  ftill  { 

7/;.  Ha,  ha,  ha« 

Mar.  Why  doft  thou  laugh?  it  fits  not  with  this  Hour* 

Tit.  Why  I  have  not  another  Tear  to  fhtd  ; 
B^Gdcs^  this  Sorrow  is  an  Enemy, 
And  would  ufurp  upon  my  watry  Eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  Tears, 
Then  which  way  (hall  I  find  Revenges  Cave  ? 
For  thefe  two  Heads  do  feem  to  fpeak  to  me. 
And  threat  me,  I  (hall  never  come  to  Blifs, 
Till  all  thefe  Mifchiefs  be  return'd  again. 
Even  in  their  Throats  that  have  committed  thein. 
Come  Itt  me  fee  what  Task  I  have  to  do  • — - 
You  heavy  People  circle  me  about. 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you. 
And  fwear  unto  my  Soul  to  right  your  Wrongs. 
The  Vow  is  made,  come  CrorLr  take  a  Head, 
And  in  this  Hana  the  other  will  I  b:ar, 
LavMa,  thou  (halt  be  cmpl:^y'cl  in  thtfe  things; 
Bear  thou  my  Hand,  fwe^t  VV^cnch,  between  thy  Teeth* 
As  for  thee,  Boy,  go  gcc  thee  from  my  figlit. 
Thou  art  an  Exile,  and  thou  mjft  nor  (lay. 
Hie  to  the  Goths^  and  laife  an  Army  there. 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do, 
Let's  kifs  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do,  [Exeunt^ 

MiXiut  Luciu5. 

Luc.  Farewcl  jidronicns,  my  noble  Father, 
The  woful'ft  Man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome; 
Farewel,  proud  Rome,  till  Lncius  come  again, 
H^  leaves  hi$  Pledges  dearer  tlun  his  Life; 
Farewel  LdvMa,  my  noble  Sifter, 
O  w^uld  thou  wert  as  thou  to  fore  haft  been, 
But  qpw,  nor  LhcIhs  nor  LavirM  lives 
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But  in  Oblivion  and  hateful  Griefs; 

If  Lmcius  live,  he  will  requite  your  Wrongs, 

And  make  proud  Samrmnm  and  his  Emprefs 

Beg  at  the  Gates  like  Tar^mn  and  his  Queen, 

Now  will  I  tp  the  Goths  and  raife  a  Power, 

To  be  revenged  on  Rome  and  SMurniu^.  \Exit  Lucius. 

A  Banquet.  Enter  Tiius^  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and  the  Boy. 

Ttt.  So,  fo,  now  fit,  and  look  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preferve  )uft  fo  much  Strength  in  us, 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  Woes  of  ours, 
Marcus^  unknit  that  Sorrow* wreathen  knot; 
Thy  Niece  and  I^  poor  Creatures,  want  our  Hands 
Ana  cannot  paffiopate  our  ten- fold  Grief, 
With  folded  Arm*;.  This  poor  Right- Hand  of  mine 
Is  left  to  Tyrannize  upon  my  Breaft, 
And  when  my  Heart,  all  mad  with  Mifery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  Prifon  of  my  Fleih, 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. 
Thou  Map  of  Wo,  that  thus  doft  talk  in  Signs, 
When  thy  poor  Heart  beats  with  outragious  beating. 
Thou  canft  not  ftrike  it  thus  to  make  it  ftill; 
Wound  it  with  Singing,  Girl,  kill  it  with  Groans; 
Or  get  fome  little  Knife  between  thy  Teeth, 
And  juft  againft  thy  Heart  make  thou  a  hole. 
That  all  the  Tears  that  thy  poor  Eyes  let  fall 
May  run  into  that  Sink,  and  foaking  in. 
Drown  the  lamenting  Foo^  in  Sea-falt  Tears. 

Mar.  Fie,  Brother,  fie,  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  Hands  upon  her  tender  Life. 

Tit.  How  now !  Has  Sorrow  made  thee  doat  alre^y^ 
Why,  Marcus^  no  Man  (hould  be  mad  but  I ; 
What  violent  Hands  can  fhe  lay  on  her  Life  ? 
Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  urge  the  name  of  Hands,  •— -« 
To  bid  t^neat  tell  the  Tale  twice  o^er. 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miferable  { 
O  handle  not  the  Theam,  no  talk  of  Hands, 
Left  we  remember  ftill  that  we  have  none. 
Ke,  fie,  how  Frantickly  I  fquare  my  Talk, 
As  if  we  (hould  forget  we  had  no  Har  ds, 
/f  MarcMS  did  not  naipe  the  wor^  of  Hands  / 

Come^ 
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Come,  let's  fall  too,  and  gen^e  Girl  eat  thi^' 
Here  is  no  Drink :  Hzx)^  Marcus,  what  flic  lay% 
I  can  interpret  all  her  martyred  Signs, 
She  fays,  (he  drinks  no  other  Drinl  but  Tears, 
Brew'd  with  her  Sorrows,  me(h*dupon  her  Cbeeks# 

Speechl^fs  comphint' O  I  will  learn  thy  Thougju^ 

In  thy  duipb  Adion  witt  I  h%  as  perfed 

As  bcggfng  Hermits  in  their  holy  Prayers. 

Thou  (halt  not  figh,  nor  hold  thy  Stumps  to  Heaven, 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  Sign» 

But  I,  of  thefe,  will  wreft  an  Alphabet, 

And  by  dill  Pradice,  learn  to  know  thy  Meaning. 

Boj.  Good  Grandfire  leave  thefe  bitter  deep  LameotSi 
Make  my  Aunt  merry,  wirh  fome  pleafing  Tale. 
Mdr.  Alas  the  tender  Boy«  in  Pal£on  mov*d, 
Doth  weep  to  fee  his  Grandfice's  heavinefs. 

Tit.  Peace  tender  Sapling,  thou  are  n^de  of  Tears, 
And  Tears  will  Quickly  melt  thy  Life  away; 

Marcus  J?r%  tlu  Dijh  with  a  Knife. 
What  doft  tbou  ftrike  at,  Afarcm^  with  thy  Knife  \ 
Mdr.  At  that  that  I  have  kilTd,  iny  Lord,  a  Fly. 
Tit.  Out  on  thee,  Murderer;  thou  kiirftmy  Hearty 
Mine  Eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  Tyranny: 
A  deed  of  Death  done  on  the  Innocent 
Becomes  not  Titus  B/othQr ;  get  thee  gone, 
I  fee  thou  arc  not  for  my  Company. 

Mar.  Alas,  my  Lord,  I  have  but  kiirda  Fly. 

Tit.  But how  if  that  Fly  had  a  Father  and  Another? 

How  would  he  hang  his  flender  gilded  Wing<?, 
And  buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  Air  ? 
Poor  harmfefs  Fly, 

That  with  hfs  pretty  buzzing  Melody* 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry. 
And  tbou  hafl  kill'd  him. 
Mar.  Pardon  me.  Sir, 
It  was  a   black  ilI-favour*d  Fly, 
Like  to  the  Emprefs,  Moor^  therefore  I  kill'd  him. 

Tit,  O,  o,  o, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee. 
For  thou  haft  done  a  Charitable  Deed; 
Give  me  thy  Knife,  I  will  infult  on  him, 
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Fbttering  my  feU^  as  if  it  were  the  Aioifr% 
Come  hither  purpofely  to  goifon  me. 
There's  for  thy  felf»  and  that's  for  Tamora :  Ah  Sitr^! 
'  Yet  I  think  we  are  Dot  brought  fo  low. 
But  that  between  u%  we  can  kill  a  Fly,, 
That  comes  in  likenefs  of  a  CoI.e-bUck  Mopr. 

Mar.,  Alas  poor  Man^Gr ief  has  fp  wifo^ght  q()  hiflV 
He  takes  falfe  Shadows  for  true  Suhftaoccs^ 
Come,  take  away ;  Ldvinia^  go  with  me» 
I'll  to  thy  Cloret,  and  go  read  witb  thee 
Sad  Stories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old* 
Come,  Boy,  and  go  with  me,  thv  Sipht  is  yc^W)^ 
And  thou  Jhalt  read,  when  mineoegiQ  to  dazle.       [Exifm^ 
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ACT    IV.     SCENE   I. 

^ntif  J9ung  Lucius  and  Lavinia  running  after  bint^  and  ihe 
Boy  pes  fi'om  hir$  with  his  Bool^  stndcr  his  Arn$.  Enser 
Titus  and  Marcus. 

Boy*T  TEclpj  Grand*()rej  help^  my  Auflt  Lavmi^ 

XjL  Follows  me  every  where,  I  koowinoc  why* 
Good  Uncle  Marcus^  fee  how^  fwift  flie  copes: 
Alas,  fweet  Aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucittj,  do  not  &ar  thy  Aunt» 

Tit.  She  loves  thee.  Spy,  too  lu^ll  to  do  thee  harm. 

Boy.  Ay,  when  my  Fathei:  was  H>  Home  ihe  did. 

if/4r.  What  means  my  NeeceZr4t;/;ir/^by  thefe  Signs? 

77/.  Fear  thou  nor,Livoiyi^romewhat  doth  (h^meao : 
See  Lstans,  fee,  how  much  ihe  midces  o(  thee  : 
Some  whither  would  ihe  have  thee  go  with  ber« 
Ah,  Boy,  Ornilia  never  with  ignore  care 
Read  to  her  Sons,  than  ihe  hath  read  to  thee^ 
Sweet  Poetry,  and  Tt^llfs  Oratory  :     . 
Can'ft  thou  not  guefs  wherefore  (he  plies  thee  thus? 

Boj.  My  Lord,  I  know  not  J,  nor  can  I  gueiS^ 
Unlefs  fome  Fit  or  Frenzie  do  poflTcfs  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  Grand-fire  fay  full  off, 
Extremity  of  Grief  would  make  Men  mad* 
An^  1  have  read,  that  Hecteh^  of  Tr^j    "  j^^a 
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Ran  mad  through  forcow^  that  made  me  to  liear; 
Although^  my  Lord»  I  know  my  noble  Aunt 
Loves  me  as  dtar  as  e'er  my  Mother  didy 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  Youth, 
W>;ich  made  me  down  to  throw  my  Books,  and  flie 
Caufe^ets  perhaps;  bur  pardon  me,  fweet  Aunt, 
Andi  M.idam,  if  my  Uncle  Marcns  go, 
I  will  m  )ft  willingly  attend  your  Ladyflijp. 
Msir  Ltuius^  I  will. 

Tit.  H)W  nowt  Laviniai  i)/4rci»i,what  means  this? 
Some  book  there  is  that  (he  d.fikes  to  fee. 
Which  is  it.  Girl,  of  th  fe  I  Open  thcm»  Boy, 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skiird» 
Come  and  make  choice  of  all  my  Library, 
And  fo  beguile  thy  Sorrow, 'ri!i  the  Heavens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed  : 
What  Book! 
Why  lifts  (he  up  her  Arms  in  fequence  thus  ? 

Mar^  I  think  (he  mear.s  that  there  was  more  than  one 
Confederate  in  the  Fad.     Ay,  more  there  was  : 
Or  elfe  to  Heaven  (he  heaves  them»  to  revenge. 
Tit.  LttciuSf  what  Book  is  that  (httotTcs  fo  ? 
Boy.  Grand-drc,  'tis  Ovi^s  Mitamcrphofis, 
My  Mother  gave  it  me. 

Aldr.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone. 
Perhaps  ihe  cuIFd  ic  from  among  the  reft. 

Tit.  Soft  I  fee  how  bufily  (he  turns  the  Leaves  i 
Help  her:  What  would  (he  find  ?  Lavinis^  fliall  I  read? 
This  is  the  tragick  Tale  oi  Philomel^ 
And  treats  of  Terctss  Treafon  and  his  Rape ; 
And  Rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

A^ar.  See,  Brother,  fee,  note  hojv  (he  qiiorcs  the  Leaves. 
Tit.  Ldvinia^  were  thou  thus  furpriz'd,  fweet  Girl, 
Ravilh'd  and  wronp'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthlel's,  vaft,and  gloomy  Woods? 
See,  fee;  Ay,  fuch  a  P  ace  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
^O  had  we  never  never  hunted  theie^ 
Patterned  by  that  the  Poet  here  defcribes. 
By  Nature  made  for  Murders  and  for  Rapes. 

Mat.  O  ^hy  (hould  Nature  build  fo  foul  a  Den, 
Unlefs  the  Gods  delight  in  Tragedies  ? 

77/. 
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Tit.  Give  Signs,  fwcct  Girl,  for  here  arc  none  but  Friends, 
What  Roman  Lord  it  was  durft  do  the  deed ; 
Or  funk  not  Satmnine^  as  Tarquin  erft^ 
That  letc  the  Camp  to  Hn  in  Luctece  Bed  { 

Mar.  Sit  down,  fweet  Ncecc;  Bi other,  fit  down  by  me, 
JifolLo^  Pallas  J  Jovty  or  Mtrcurj^ 

Inlpire  me,  that  I  may  thts  Treafon  find.  ^    ' 

My  Lord,  look  here ;  look  here  Lavinia. 
He  Tinitcl  his  Name  with  his  Staffs  and  guides  it  with  his  Feet 

and  Mouth. 
This  Tandy  Plot  is  plain,  guide,  if  thou  canft. 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  Name, 
Without  the  help  of  any  Hand  at  all. 
Curft  be  that  Heart  thj^t  forced  us  to  this  (hift  I 
Write  thou,  goed  Niece,  and  here  difplay  at  leaft, 
What  God  will  have  difcovcr'd  for  Revenge; 
Heaven  guide  thy  Pen,  to  print  thy  Sorrows  plain^ 
That  we  may  know  the  Traitors,  and  the  Truth. 
She  takes  the  Staff  in  her  Mouthy  and  guides  it  with  her  Stttmps^ 

and  Writes. 

Tit.  (Dh  do  you  read,  my  Lord,  whatihe  hith  writ? 
Stufrum,  Chiron^  Demetrius. 

Mar.  What,whatl the  luftful  Sonsof 7kw«r4, 

Performers  of  this  hateful  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.  Magni  Dominater  Pali, 
Tarn  leuttts  auMs  fcekra  !  tarn  lentus  vides  ! 

Mar.  Oh  calm  thee,  gentle  Lord;  although  I  know 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  Earth, 
To  ftir  a  Mutiny  in  the  mildeft  Thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  Infants  to  Exciaim^. 
My  Lord,  kneel  down  with  me :  Lavinia  kneel. 
And  kneel,  fweet  Boy,  the  Reman  HeSor's  hope. 
And  fwear  with  me,  as  with  thcwoful^Peer, 
And  Father  of  that  chaft  diflionourcd  Dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  f ware  for  Lucrece  R  ape^ 
That  we  will  profecute  ^by  good  Advice) 
Mortal  revenge  uppn  thefe  Traiterous  Goths^ 
And  fee  their' Blood,  or  die  with  this  Reproach. 

Tit.  Tij  fure  enough,  and  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hurt  thefe  Btai^ whelps,  then  beware. 
The  Dam  will  wake,  and  if  flie  wind  you  once. 

She's 
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sale's  with  the  [ion  deefty  ftill  in  League^ 
And  lulls  him  uQiilft  Aie.[4«]«thon  her  BtdU 
And  when  be  fleeps  will  (he  do  what  (he  lift. 
You  are  a  young  HnntriHD*  Mttrmt,  let  it  iloae  ; 
And  come,  I  will  «o  gee  a  leaf  of  Brafs. 
And  with  a  Gad  of  Steel  will  -write  tbefe  Word^ 
And  Iiy  ic  by ;  the  -angry  Nonliero  Wind 
Will  blow  thefe  Sands -like  Sy^  leaves  abroad, 
Anfl  Where's  your  l-eiToo  then  \  Bo^*  what  lay  you  / 

B»y.  I  fay,  my  Lord,  that  if  I  were  t  Man, 
Tbeir  Mother's  Bed-chimber  Aiould  not  be  fa^* 
For  thefe  bad  Bond-men  to  the  Yoik  of  Xnwf. 

Mur.  Kri,  that's  my  Boy,  thy  Father  haChfuU  (MFc 
For  his  ungrateful  Country  done  the  like. 
Baj.  And*  UncK  ^  will  I,  and  if  I  Kve. 
Tit.  Come,  go  with  toe  into  mine  Annory, 
LmmtV^ia.  thet^  and  withil,  my  Boy 
Shall  carry  finm'tne  to  the  Empreg  Sons, 
Pwfims  chat  I  intend  to  (bnd  tham  both, 
Comr,  come,  thou'k  do  my  Melliige.  wilt  thou  not? 
Bvj.  Ay,  «Hih  my  Dagger  in  their  Bofoni,  GnUKlliri 
Ttt.  No,  Boy,  not  fo,  I'll  teachthee  another  Courier 
LMvinUt  come;  Mmrettjf  look  to  my  Uoufe, 
Lucius  and  Til  go  br;ive  it  at  the  Court, 
Ay,  marry  will  we.  Sir,  and  we'll  be  waited  on.  \Extm 

M*r.  O  Heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  Man  groan. 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compaQion  him  \ 
Marcus  attend  him  in  hii  Extafie, 
That  hath  more  Scars  of  Sorrow  in  his  Heart, 
Than  Foe-mens  Marks  upon  his  batter'd  Shield, 
But  yet  fo  juft,  that  he  will  oot  revenge, 
Kevenge  the  Heavens  for  old  Andremcm,  \_Ex 

Enter  Aaron,  Chiron,  atd  Dnnetrius  Mt  ontDttr:  jhid 
MMher  Doorjoumg  Lucius  and  Mother^  with  m  Imitdtt 
We^ons,  Axa  Vtrfis  writ  ufoti  them. 
Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  Son  oi  Lucius, 
He  hath  feme  MefTageto  deliver  us. 
Aar.  Ay,  fomemad  MefTage  from  his  mad  Gnfidfathc 
£07.  My  Lords,  with  all  the  humblenefs  1  may, 
I  greet  your  Honours  fmm  AndrvnieMt^ 
And  pray  the  RomM  Gods  confound.you  both. 


i/-\ 


Da 


Titus  Androhicas.  ^©47 

Dem,  Gramercy  lovdy  LMci$Uj  whit's  tAie  NMrs  ? 
Boy.  For  Villains  roark'd  with  tli|>e*    May  it  {deafe  you. 
My  Grandfire  well  advis'd  iiath  fent  by  m^. 
The  goodlieft  Weapons  of  Iris  Armory  > 
To  gratifie  your  honourable  Yourb» 
The  hope  of  Rome^  for  fo  he  bid  roe  fay : 
And  fo  I  do,  and  with  his  Gifts  prefent 
Your  Lordfliips,  when  ever  you  have  needy 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  wdl. 
And  fo  I  leave  vou  both,  like  bldbdy  ViMaios.  [Exk. 

Dem.  What  s  here,  a  Scrole,  and  written  round  4beiiti 
Let's  fee, 
InUf€r  vitdfiilmfque  pmruSf  non  tgtt  AfMmriJMcmHs  f$ec  mtu^ 

Chi.  O  'tis  a  Verfe  in  Hoymc.  I  know  ic  Well: 
I  read  it  in  the  Grammdr  long  ago. 

jidr.  Ay  juft,  a  Verfe  in  Hordce^^righu  you  have  It—— 
Now  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  Afs  ? 
Here's  no  found  Jeft,  th'  old  Min  hith  found  thehr  Gitth^ 
And  fends  the  Weapons  wrap'd  about  wirii  Limes^ 
That,  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  tothe<iuick: 
But  were  our  wiuy  Emprefs  weU  a-fooe. 
She  would  applaud  jindromms  conceit : 
But  let  lier  reft,  in  her  unreft  a  whilew  / 

And  now,  young  Lords*  was't  noi  a  happy  Star 
Led  us  to  Sptm,  Strangers,  and  n()ore  than  fe^ 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height? 
It  did  me  good*  before  the  P&lace  Gate 
To  brave  the  Tribune  is  his  Brother's  hearing* 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  fit  ib  gitat  aLcxrd 
Bafely  infinuate,  and  (end  us  Gifts^  • 

jidr.  Had  he  not  reafon.  Lord  Dtalktrim  i 
Did  you  not  ufe  his  Daughter  very  friefnUy? 

Dem.  I  would  we  had  a  thouftnd  Ramdn  DaAfts 
At  fuch  a  Bay,  by  turn  toferve  our.Luft. 
Chi.  A  charitable  wifh,  and  full  of  L^Are. 
jidr.  Here  lacks  but  your  Mother,  for  to  fa)%  Afteik 
ChL  And  that  would  0\t  for  tw'enty  thoufand^torA. 
Bern.  Come,  let  us  go^  and  pray  to  iA  the  Gdft 
For  our  beloved  Mother  in  her  Pah>s. 
Mr.  Pray  to  the  Devils,  the  <^ds  have  givti.\!s  w€f. 
«  rUmriftK 

Dem. 
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Jkm.  Why  do  the  Emperor's  Trumpets  flourifli  thus  \ 
Chi.  Behkc  for  joy  the  Emperor  hath  a  Son. 
Dem. ,  Soft,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Nttrfe  with  d  Blacked*  moor  ChilHm 
Nttr.  Good  morrow.  Lords  : 
O  tell  me,  did  you  fee  ji^on  the  Moor  ? 

jiar.  Well,  more  or  lefs,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  alf. 
Here  Aaron  is,  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 
Nmr.  O  gentle  Aaronj  we  arc  all  undone* 
Now  help,  or  wo  betide  thee  evermore* 

^ar.  Why,  what  a  Cater  walling  doft  thou  keep? 
What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  Arms? 

Nmr.  O  that  which  I  would  hide  from  Heav'ns  Eye, 
Our  Emprefs  ihame,  and  (lately  Rome's  di%race, 
Sheis  delivered.  Lords,  (he  is  delivered. 
Adr.  To  whom  i 

Nm.  I  mean,  (he  is  brought  to  bed. 
.    Aar.  Well,  God  give  her  good  reft. 
^  What  hath  hefentheri 
Nnr.  ADeviU 

Aar.  Why  then  flic  is  the  Devil's  Dam:  a  joyful  I/Tue. 
Nwr.  A  joylefs,  difmtl,  black  and  forrowful  Iflue, 
Here  n  the  Babe,  as  loatMbme  as  a  Toad> 
Amongft  the  faireft  Breeders  of  our  Clime> 
The  Emprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  Stamp,  thy  Seal, 
And  bids  thee  Chriften  it  with  thy  Dagger's  point. 
Aar.  Out,  you  Whore,  is  Black  fo  bafe  a  hue? 
Sweet  Blowfe,  you  are  a  beauteous  BofTom  fure. 
Veno.  Villain,  what  haft  thou  done? 
Aar.  That  which  thou  canft  not  undo. 
Chi.  Thou  haft  undone  our  Mother. 
Hem.  And  therein,  he)li(h  Dog,  thou  haft  undone-— 
Wo  to  her  Chance,  and  (|anm'd  her  loathed  Choice, 
Accurs'd  the  Off-fpring  of  fo  foul  a  Fiend. 
Chi.  It  (hall  not  live. 
Aar.  It  fliall  not  die* 

Nm.  Aaron  it  muft«  the  Mother  wills  it  fo. 
Aar.  What,  muft  iti  Nurfe  ?  Then  let  no  Man  but  I 
Do  Execution  on  my  Flefli  and  Blood. 

Dem.  Ill  broach  the  Tadpole  on  my  Rapiers  point: 
Nurfe,  give  it  me^  my  Sword  (hall  foon  difpiftch  it. 

Aar^ 
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A^^  Sooner  this  Svord  (hall  plou^  thy  Boi^Is  iip« 
Stay,  murtherous  Villains,  will  you  kill  your  Brother} 
Now  by  the  burrang  Tapers  of  the  Sky, 
That  Ihone  fo  brightly  when  this  Boy  was  got# 
He  dies  upon  my  Cymitar's  (harp  points 
Thar  couches  this  my  lirft-born  Son  and  Heir* 
I  tell  N  ou.  Younglings,  not  Enccladms 
With  all  his  rhrcatning  Band  of  Tjfhon\  Brood, 
N<ir  great  Akides^  nor  the  God  of  War, 
Shall  (eix^  this  Prey  out  of  his  Father's  Hands: 
VVnat,   what»  ye  fanguine  fh allow- hearted  Boys, 
Ye  white-limb'd  Walls,  ye  Alehoufe  painted  Signsj 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue  , 
In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue  : 
For  ail  the  Water  in  the  Ocean 
Can  never  turn  the  Swan's  black  Legs  to  white^^ 
Although  (he  lave  them  hourly  in  the  Flood. 
Tell  the  Emperefs  from  me,  I  am  of  Age 
To  keep  mine  own,  excufe  it  how  (he  can. 
Dim.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  ooble  Miftrcfs  thus  ? 
Adr.  MyMiflreft  is  my  Miftrefs;  this,  my  (elf; 
The  Vigour,  and  the  Pifturc  of  my  Youth : 
Thi<j,  before  all  the  World  do  I  prefer; 
Th  s,  mauere  all  the  World,  will  I  keep  fafe. 
Or  fome  of  you  (hall  fmoke  for  it  in  Rome* 
Dem.  By  this  our  Mother  is  for  ever  ftiam*d. 
Chi.  Romi  will  defpife  her  for  this  foul  Efcape. 
Nur.  The  Emperor  in  his  rage  will  doom  herDcaHi. 
Chi.  I  ^b(h  to  think  upon  this  Ignominy. 
Aar.  Why  there's  the  privilege  your  Beauty  beaw : 
Fie  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betary  with  blufhing 
The  clofe  Ena6is  and  Counfels  of  the  Heart : 
Here's  a  young  Lid  framed  of  another  leer, 
Look  how  the  black  Slave  (miles  upon  the  Father; 
As  who  (honldfay,  old  Lad  I  am  thiae  own. 
He  is  your  Brother,  Lords;  fenfibly  fed 
Ofthatfelf-blood  that  firft  gave  life  to  jrou. 
And  from  that  Womb  where  you  imprifoned  wiJre, 
He  is  infranchifed  and  come  to  light  : 
Nay,  he  is  your  Brother  by  the  Airer  fide,  , 

Although  my  S:al  be  ftamped  on  his  face. 
-    Vol.  IV.  L  I  Nttr. 
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Nwr.  AdT%n.  what  (hall  I  Tay  unto  the  Efiipre&{ 
Dtm.  Advife  thee»  Axron^  what  is  to  be  done> 
And  we  will  all  fubfcribe  to  thy  advice  : 
Save  thou  the  Child,  fo  we  may  all  be  fafe. 

Amt.  Then  (it  we  down,  and  let  us  all  confulr. 
My  Son  and^i  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 
Keep  there,  now  talk  at  pleafure  of  your  fafecy. 

[T^JCjfii  an  the  Gnu 
Dcm.  How  many  Women  faw  this  Child  of  his  ? 
Aar.  Whyfo,  brave  Lords,  when  we  all  join  in  league, 
I  am  a  Lamb  ;  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  Boar,  the  Mountain  Lionefs, 
The  Ocean  fwells  not  fo  as  Aaron  ftorms  : 
But  fay  again,  how  many  f<4w  the  Child? 

Nur.  Cornelia  the  Midwife,  and  my  felf. 
And  none  elic  but  the  delivered  Emprefs. 

Aar.  The  Emprefs,  the  Midwife,  and  your  (elf— — 
Two  may  keep  Counfcl,  when  the  third's  away : 

Go  to  the  Emprefs,  tell  her,  this  I  faidr [^He  kjBs 

Week,  week,  fo  cries  a  Pig  prepar'd  to  th'Spit. 

Dem.  What  mean 'ft  thou,  Aaron  ? 
Wherefore  didft  thou  this  ? 

Aar.  O  Lord,  Sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  Policy : 
Shall  (he  live  to  betray  this  Guilt  of  ours  ? 
A  long-tongu'd  bablinj^  Goffip  ?  No,  Lords,   no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent  : 
Not  far,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  Country-mar, 
His  Wife  but  ytftcrniglit  was  brought  to  Bed, 
His  Child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are: 
G  )  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  Mother  Gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumftance  of  all. 
And  how  by  this  their  C  hi!d  fliall  be  advanc'd. 
And  be  received  for  the  Emp.rorN  Heir, 
Aid  fubftituted  in  the  place  of  n:inc. 
To  ca!m  this  Tempeft  whirling  in  the  Court; 
And  let  the  Emperor  dandle  him  for  I  is  own. 
Hark  ye.  Lords,  ye  (^t  I  have  given  her  Ph)  fick. 
And  you  muft  needs  bcflow  her  FuncrJ, 
The  Fields  are  near,  and  you  are  galbnt  Grooms : 
This  done,  fee  that  you  take  no  longer  Days, 
But  f;;nd  the  Midwife  prefcntly  to  me. 
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iThe  Midwife  and  the  Nurfe  well  made  away^' 
Then  let  the  Ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe. 

Chi.  jUtohj  I  fee  thou  wilt  not  truft  the  Air  with  Secrets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  T4imorA^ 
Her  felf  and  hers  are  highly  bound  to  thee.  [Exmnt. 

jUr.  Now  to  the  Goths^  as  fwift  as  Swallow  flies^ 
There  to  difpofe  this  Treafure  in  mine  Arms» 
And  fecretly  to  greet  the  Emprefs  Friends* 
Come  on»  you  thick-lip*d  Slave,  FlI  bear  you  hciice^ 
For  it  i%  you  that  puts  us  to  our  Ihifts : 
I'll  make  you  feed  on  Berries»  and  on  Roots* 
And  feed  on  Curds*  and  Whey^  and  fuck  the  Goar^ 
And  Cabin  in  a  Cave,  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  Warrior,  and  command  a  Camp.  [Ekiu 

Enter  Titus,  old  Marcus,  young  Lucius,   and  other  Gentle* 

men  with  BowSj  and  Titus  bears  the  Arrowe  with  Letters 

on  the  end  of  them. 

Tft.  Come,  Marcus^  come  Kinfmen,  this  \%  the  way. 
Sir  Boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  Archeiy, 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  (Iraight: 
Terras  jifiraa  relianit^"^  be  you  remembred,  Aiarcms^-"-^ 
She*$  gone,  ftie's  Bed       ■  -Sirs,  take  you  to  your  Tools^ 
You,  Coufins,  (hall  go  found  the  Ocean^ 
And  cad  your  Nets,  naply  you  may  find  her  in  the  Seti 

Yet  there's  as  Httle  Juftice  as  at  Land • 

No  Ptsblius  and  Semfronins^  you  muft  do  ir,  ^ 

'Tis  you  muft  dig  with  Mattock  and  with  Spade^ 

And  pierce  the  inmoft  Center  of  the  Earth : 

Then  when  you  come  to  Plnto^s  Region, 

I  pray  yqu  to  deliver  him  this  Petition, 

Tell  him  it  is  for  Juftice,  and  for  Aid, 

And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicms^ 

Shaken  with  Sorrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. 

Ah,  Rome! ^Well,  well,  I  made  thee  miferablei 

What  time  I  threw  the  Peoples  Suffrages 
On  him,  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. 
Go  get  you  gone,  and  pray  be  careful  all, 
Ancf  leave  you  not  a  Man  of  War  unfearch'di 
This  wicked  Emperor  may  have  (hip'd  her  henc6^ 
And  Kinfmeu  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  Juft.c<.. 

L  1  a  M^r. 
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^  Mxr.  O,  PMl^JsHSi  is.  nor  ti)if  a  Heavy  cai€^ 

1*0  fee  thy  noble  Unkle  thu»  diftta*  ? 

.  Pa^t^  Therefore^  my  Lord,  ic  highly  us  ^onccrni^ 
By  Day  and  N'^hc  t'^ttend  hinicafeiuUy  : 
AAd'^oed  his  Humour  kindly  as  we  fiisy^ 
'Till  time  beget  fome  careful  Remedy. 

Alan  Kinfmen,  his  Sorrows  are  paA  remedy. 
Join  >virh  the  G^ths^  and  with  revengeful  War, 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  Ingratitude, 
And  Vcnpeance  on  the  Traitor  SatftmitHf. 

Tit.  PuhltHs^  how  now?  how  now,  niyMifter% 
What  have  you  met  wi  K  her  ? 

Pub.  No,  my  gcx>d  L(>f d,  bur  Wmt^  fend*  you  wordt 
l£you  will  have  Revenge  fronViHeiU  ycu  ihali  : 
Marry  for  Juf^ice  ihe  is  fo  imploy  d, 
Hft.chtnkf  with  y^ve  in  Heav*n,  or  fome  where  eKe^. 
So  that  perforce  you  mi\{\  needs 'ftay  a  time. 

Xit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  deUy% 
1*J1  dive  into  the  burning  Lake  below, 
And  puH  her  out  of  jlcherom  by  the  Heels# 
A/arcm^  we  are  but  Shrubs^  no  Cedars  we^ 
No  big4)an'd  Men,  framed  of  the  Cyxlopi  fire. 
But  Metal,  MarcHSy  Steel  to  the  very  Back,. 
Yet  wrung  with  wronjo^f  more  than  our  Backs  can  bear. 
And  fith  there's  no  Juflice  in  Eaith  nor  Hell, 
Wc  will  follicit  Heav'n,  and  move  the  Gods, 
To  fend  down  Juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs : 
Come  to  this  gear,  you  arc  a  good  Archer,  AiarcMS* 

[He  gives  them  the  ^rrefu 
yid  Jovem^  that's  for  vou— — here  4id  Afellonem*^^-^ 
Ad  Afartentj  that's  for  my  felf ; 

Here  Boy,  to  Pall.^s here  to  Mercury 

To  Ccelus  and  to  Saturn       -not  to  Saturnine  ■ 
You  were  as  good  to  flioot  aqainft  the  Wind. 

To  ir.  Boy,  Afarcus loofe  when  I  bid: 

Of  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effe(ft. 
There's  not  a  God  left  unfollicited. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  flioot  all  your  Shafts  into  the  Court, 
We  will  afflid  the  Emperor  in  his  Pride,  [They  Jb^e 

Tst.  Now,  Mafterc,  draw?  Ohwellfaid#  Lucius:^ 

Good  Boy  in  yirgo^  Lap,  give  it  PalUu 

M£ 
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Mar.  My  Lord,  I  am  a  mile  beyond  the  Moon; 
Your  Letter  is  wirB  Jupiter  by  thij. 

Tiu  Ha,  ha,  PubliHs^  Publius^  what  haft  thou  done? 
Srt,  &e,  diQu  haft  ftiot  o£F  one  of  Tkirrivifs  Horns. 

M^.  This  uas  the  fport,  my  Lord^  when  Pi$htim  (ho^. 
TJie  Bull  being  ;>aird>  gave  ./^/V/fuch  a  knock. 
That  down  fell  both  the  Rams  Horns  in  the  Court,  ,^ 

And  who  ftiould  find  them  but  the  Emprefs,  Villain;  . 
She  !ii]^''d,  and  told  the  Adoor  he  (h  oil  Id  not  chufe 
But  give  tbem  to  his  Mafter  for  a  preftnt. 

77/.  Why  there  it  goes,  God  give  your  Lord  (hip  joy.  ■ 
Enter  a.  Ckvm  TiuUh  a  Baskgt  and,  tTM  Pigeons* 
News,  News  from  Heaven ; 
MarcHSy  the  P  )ft  is  c  me. 

Sirrah,  what  Tydings?  have  yon  any  Letters?  .    . 

JShaM  f  have  Juftlce,  what  fays  Jupiter\ 

CUwt.  Who?  thf  Gibbet*maker?  he  fays  that  he  hath  l«k<.n 
th?m  down  again,  for  the  Man  muft  not  be  hang'd  'till  the 
next  Week. 

77/.  Tnr,  what  fays  j^iv^i/^,  I  ask  thee? 

Qow.  Alas,  Sir,    I  know  not  3^iyirfr, 
I  ne^er  drank  with  him  in  all  my  Life. 

Tit.  W  ly  Villain,  art  not  thou  the  Carrier? 

Clow.  Ay,  of  my  Pigeons,  Sir,  nothing  elfe.  ' 

Tit.  Why,  didft  thou  not  come  from  Heaven? 

Clow.  From  Heaven?  Alas,  Sir,  r  never  came  there. 
God  fo'-bid  I  flio']|d  be  fo  bold  to  prcfs  into  Heaven  in  my 
V^ung  Days.     Why  I  am  going  with  my  Pigeons  to  the 
Tfibimal  Plebs,  to*  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  becwiiLt  toy 
Uncle  and  one  of  the  Cmperials  Men. 

Mar.  Why,  Sir,  that  is  asfit^as  can  be  to  ferve  for  yoar 
Oration,  and  lev  him  deliver  the  Pigeons  to  the  EmpeiOr 
from  you. 

'  Tit.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  Oration  to  the  Emperor 
wirh  a  G»ace? 

Clow.  Nay,  truly.  Sir,  I  could  never  fay  Grace  in  all  my 
Life. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  npa^ce  no  more  ado. 
But  give  your  Pigeons  to  the  Emperor. 
By  me  thou  (halt  have  Juftice  at  his  Hands. 
Hild,  hold          -mean  while  here's  Mony  fibr  tby  Chaises. 

LI  3  Givt 
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Tn.  Sirrah) haft  rhou  akmfp{Coiiif,|etii)eree 
Here,  AiMTCMty  fold  it  in  the  Oratioti. 
Fot'thou  baft  made  it  tike  an  humble  Suppliaor, 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  the  Eni{>erair, 
ICnock  at  my  Door,  and  tell  mc  what  he  fays. 

C/«u^>  Gud  be  with  you,  Sir,  I  wilf. 

Tit.  Cotntf,  Marcus^  let  us  go,  Publiui  fiolloi 

fMfff  Emftror  tad  Emprefit  tudhtr  twa  Santi  tl 
'■    '        brings  tkt  Arrotui  in  his  Band  thdt  Titus  Jl 

Sdt.  Why  Lords 
What  Wrongs  are  thefe  ?  wai  ever  (cen 
Ao  Emptror  of  Rome  thus  over-(>orn, 
Troubled,  confronted  thus,  and  for  the  cxiert 
Of  equal  Jufiice,  us"d  in  fuch  Contempt  X 
My  Lords,  you  know.  ai  do  the  mightfulGods, 
^However  the  difturbcrsof  our  Peace 
Buz  in  the  Peoples  Ear})  there  nought  hath paft* 
But  t-ven  with  Law'agiinft  the  wilml  Sons 
Of  old  j4ttdromcHs.     And  what  and  if 
His  Sorrows  have  fn  over-whelm'd  bis  Wits, 
Shall  we  be  (h  IS  iifflji5ted  in  his  wrtaks, 
Hii6ts,  his  frtnfie,  ard  his  bittcrnefs? 
And  now  he  writes  to  Heavin  forhisredtefi, 
See,  here's  to  yevty  and  this  ioMercuryj 
This  t(i  ^ollo,  this. to  th;  God  of  Wan 
Sweet  Serf  wlj  tti  fly  about  the  Streets  of  Rimt. 
What's  thii  biit  Libellini?  aeainft  the  Senatr. 
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BuThe  and  his  (hall  know,  that  Jufti'ce  lives 
In  SaturninHs  health,  whom,  if  (he  flecp, 
He'll  fo  awake,  as  (he  in  fury  (hall  ., 

Cut  off  the  proudt  ft  Confpurator  that  lives. 

Tarn.  My  gracious  Lord,  my  lovejy  Saturnine^ 
Lord  of  my  Life,  ComiTiander  of  my  Thoughts, 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus  Age, 
Th'effefts^  of  Sorrow  for  his  valiant  &;ns, 
Whofe  lofs  hath  pierc'd  him  deept  and  fcarr'd  his  Hearts 
And  rather  comfort  his  diftre(red  plight^ 
Than  profecute  the  meaneft  or  the  beft. 
For  thefe  Contempts.    Why  thus  it  (hall  biecome 
High  witted  Tamora  to  glofe  with  all : 
But  Tit  US  t  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick,  .      . 
Thy  Life-blood  on't :  l(  jiaron  now  be  wife,    .   -      .; 
Then  is  all  fafe,  the  Anchor's  in  the  Port. 

Enter  Claw»%  ...   , 

How  now,  good  Fellow,  wouldft  thou  fpeak  with  u^ ?. 

Cl<yw^  Yea  foifooth,  and  your  Miftcr(hip  be  £r9pei;jiaL 

Tarn.  Emprefs  I  am,  but  yonder  firs  the  Emperor.   .. ' . 

Clow.  ^Tis  he :  God  and  Sr«  Suphcn^  give  you  good^e'cn, 
I  have  brought  you  a  Letter  and  a  couple  Pigeons  here. 

[^Hc  reads  the  Letter^ 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  prefentjy. 

Clowm  How  much  Mony  muft  I  have  ? 

Tarn.  Come,  Sirrah,  thou  rouft  be  hang'd. 

Clow.  Hang'd !  by'r  Lady,  then  I  have  brought  up  a  Neck 
to  a  fair  end.  ^  *    L^xin 

4^^^.  Defpightful  and  intolerable  Wrongs, 
Shall  I  endure  this  monftroiis  Villany  ?  ;  * 

I  know  from  whence  this  fame  Device  proceeds : 
May  this  be  born  ?  As  if  his  Tj  aiterous  Sons,    .  r 

That  dy'd  by  Law  for  Murther  of  puc, Brother, 
Have  by  my  means  been  biitcher'd  wrongfully  { 
Go,  drag  the  Villon,  hither  by  the  Hair, 
Nor  Age  nor  Honour  (h^ll  (hape  Privilege, 
For  this  proud  mock  Til  be  thy .  SIaugbter«man ; 
Sly  frantick  Wretch,  that  holp*^  to  pake  me  great,. 
In  hope  thy  fclf  (hould  govern  Home  ^nd  me. 

*■  *  ■  ■  ■ 

^-'  4  Enter 
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Ef^er  NttOtius  i£iniiiu5. 

Sat.  What  News  wicb  tbcei  u£miliMsi 

^y£mil.  Arm,  my  Lords,  Rom^  never  bad  morecautc  ; 
The  Goihs  have  gather  d  head,  and  wkh  a  Power 
Ol  high  rcfolv'd  Men,  bent  to  the  fpoi?. 
They  tiicher  march  amain,  under  the  Condud 
Of  Luctusy  Son  to  old  jindromicm  : 
Wiio  threats  in  courfe  of  his  revenge  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Corhlanm  did. 

Sat.  Is  warlikt  Li$€mi  G'.nerhlof  the  G^tbsf 
Tha'c  Tydinj^s  nip  roe,  and  I  hang  the  Head 
A^  FJowtTs  with  Frolt,  or  Grafs  beat  down  with  Storms. 
Ay 9  now  begin  our  Sorrows  to  approach, 
'Tis  he  '^he  Common  People  love  fo  much, 
M  V  (elf  hath  often  heard  ihcm  fay, 
(When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  ManJ 
That  Lttcims  Baniihment  was  wrongfully. 
Ad  they  have  wifli'd  tlut  Lticius  were  their  Emperor, 

73w».  Why  fhould  you  fear?  Is  not  our  City  ftrorg? 

Sat.  Ay,  but  the  Citizens  favour  Lucirssy 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  fnccour  h)m. 

Tdm.  King,  be  thy  Tliou(jht<  imperious  )iU  thy  Name. 
Is  theSun  dinoi^d,  that  Gnat^  do  fly  in  it  i 
The  Eagle  fuffers  little  Birds  to  iing. 
And  is  not  careful  uhat  they  mean  thereby, 
Knowing  that  with  the  Shadow  of  his  Wings, 
He  can  at  pleafurc  flint  their  nnelody  ; 
Even  fo  may'ft  thou  the  gi^^Jy  Men  of  Rome. 
Thi^n  cheer  thy  Spirit,  for  know,  thou  Emperor, 
I  wi;!  enchant  the  oU  AndrcuicuSy 
With  Words  more  fwcer,  and  yet  more  dangerous 
Thin  bats  to  Fi£h,  or  Honey- fhlks  to  Sheep, 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait. 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  Food. 

Sat.  But  he  will  not  inrrcat  his  Son  for  us. 

7\ifn.  If  Tamora  intreat  him>  then  he  will. 
For  I  c^n  foiooth,  and  fill  his  aged  Ear 
W.rri  i^olden  Promife-S  that  were  his  Heart 
A'm  >*t  impregnable,  his  old  Ears  deaf, 
Y'.'t  ihould  boti^  ^ar  and  Heart  obey  my  Tongur. 

Go 
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Go  thm  h^dfM  9S  .wr  Am^^di^^  [7>  4&IIJttiS« 

Say,  tkat  Ae  Bmff^rQr ffi^ui^  ^  JP§gkf 
Of  warlike  Lucims^  and  ^99>¥  W  mfiS^* 

Sat.  c/Emilims^  do  tlni^  jil^af;e.J|ipno«ra%t 
And  if  he  ftand  on  Ho(^fi|^  for  h^  f«filty# 
Bid  him  demand  wh«  Ptodg^  iiriU  p|efii(e  Jvoi  b^^ 

e/£«f/A  Your  bidding  ib«tt  I  do  <ffc4lwiily.  [fiw^ 

74ixf.  Now  AfjM  I  jtp  obii  ^il  jindrmkn^t 
And  temp^  Jiyn  d^ath.^ll  ^hit  Ant  I  have. 
To  pluck  pro^id  lu0€w  ^om  thfi  wvW^  09$bu 
And  now,  fwee^c  jBtnf^^or,  \>it  bUbh  flgaiR, 
And  bury  all  tby  Fear  in  my  Devices. 

Sat.  Tji^n  go  /bccefsfdJy  tM  plead  for  me*  £^«»r^ 
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A  C  T   V.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 
SCENE     A  Camp. 

Enter  l.}^O^S  wi0h  Qpths,  whh  Drum  m4  Saldifru 

Luc.    A  Pproved  Warriors,  and  my  /aithfal  ¥nenA$^ 

Jl\,  I  have  received  Letters  from  great  Rptme^ 
Which  fignifie  what  hace  they  bear  their  Emperor^ 
And  how  defirous  of  our  (tght  they  are, 
Therefore,  great  Lotdf,  be  as  your  Titles  witnefs» 
Imperious. and  impatient  of  your  Wrongs^ 
And  wherein  Rome  hafh  done  you  any  fcitlic^ 
Let  him  n?ake  treble  Satisfadioo* 

Goth.  Brave  Slip^fprung  from  the great^^dlw^^mM/, 
Whofe  Name  was  once  our  Terror^  now  our  Comfortf 
Whofe  high  Exploits,  and  Honourable  Deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  Contempt, 
Be  bold  in  us,  we^ll  follow  Whtre  thou  leacrft : 
Like  flinging  ^ees  pn  hotteft  Summer's  Day^ 
Led  by  then-  Mafter  to  the  flower'd  Fields, 
And  be  aveng'd  on  curfed  Tdmera. 

Omn.  And  as  he  faith,  fo  fay  we  all  with  him^ 
Lhc^  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all» 
Sut  who  comes  here  led  by  a  lufty  Geib  f 


fmn 


10  $t  Titus  Andronicus. 

Emar  d  Goth  UddsMg  Aaron  TiHtb  his  Child  in  bis  Arms. 
Goth.  Kenowned  Lsscims^  from  our  Troops  I  ftraid 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  Monaftery, 
And  as  I  earndiUy  did  fix  mine  Eye 
Upon  the  wafted  Building,  fuddenly 
I  heard  a  Child  cry  underneath  a  Wall ; 
I  made  unto  the  Noife,  when  foon  I  heard. 
The  crying  Babe  controPd  with  this  Difcourie; 
Peace,  Tawny  Slave,  half  me,  and  half  thy  Dam, 
Did  not  thy  Hue  bewray  whofe  Brat  thou  art. 
Had  Nature  lent  thee  but  thy  Mothers's  look, 
Vilhin,  thou  might*ft  have  been  an  Emperor : 
But  where  the  Bull  and  Cow  are  both  Milk-white,' 
They  never  do  beget  a  Cole-black  Calf; 
Peace,  Villain,  Peace,  (even  thus  he  rates  the  Babe) 
For  I  muft  bear  thee  to  a  trufly  Goth^ 
Who  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  Emprefs  Babe> 
Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  Mother's  fake. 
With  this,  my  Weapon  drawn  I  ru(h'd  upon  him, 
SurprizM  him  fuddenly,  and  brought  him  nither* 
To  ufe,  as  you  think  needful  of  toe  Man. 

Luc.  Oh  worthy  Goth^  this  is  the  incarnate  Devil, 
That  robb'd  jindronicfss  of  his  good  Hand  ; 
This  is  the  Pearl  that  pleas*d  your  Emprefs's  Eye^ 

And  here's  the  bafe  Fruit  of  his  burning  Luft. 

Siy,  wall-ey'd  Slave,  whither  would'ft  thou  convey 

This  growing  Im^ge  of  thy  Fiend-like  Face  ? 

Why  doft  not  fpeak?  what  deaf?  no  I  Not  a  word  J 

A  Halter,  Soldiers  hang  him  on  this  Tree, 

And  by  his  fide  his  Fruit  of  Baftardv. 
Aar.  Touch  not  the  Boy,  he  is  ot  Royal  BIood» 
Luc.  Too  like  the  Syre  for  ever  being  good. 

Firft  hang  the  Child*  that  he  may  f;.e  it  fprall, 

A  fight  to  vex  the  Father's  Soul  withal. 

Aar.  Get  me  a  Ladder,  Lnciust  fave  the  Childj 

And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  Emprefs  ; 

If  thou  do  this.  Til  fliew  thee  wondrous  thing*:. 

That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear  ; 

If  thou  wilt  nor,  befall  what  may  befall* 

I'll  fpeak  no  more;  but  Vengeance  rot  you  all. 
Lhc.  Say  on,  and  if  it  pleafe  me,  which  thou  fpeak'ft 

Thy 
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Thy  Child  (hall  live,  and  I  wiU  fee  it  NourifliU 

Aar.  And  if  it  pleafe  thee  i  why  aflbre  thee^  Lndmt^ 
'Twill  vex  thv  Soul  to  hear  what  I  fhall  ipeaki 
For  I  mull  talK  of  Murthers»  Rapes,  and  Maifacresy 
A  As  of  black  Night*  abominable  Deeds, 
Complots  of  Mi^hief,  Treafon,  VillanieSa 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteoufly  perform'dt 
And  this  (hall  all  be  buried  by  my  Death, 
Un]e(s  thou  fwear  to  me  my  Child  (hall  live. 

Lftc.  Tell  on  thy  mind, 
I  fay  thy  Child  (hall  live. 

Aiir.  Swear  that  he  (hall,  and  then  I  will  begin.  ; 

'Luc.  Who  (hould  I  fwear  by  ? 
Thou  believeft  no  God, 
That  granted,  how   can'ft  thou  believe  an  Oath  /  •  > 

Aar.  What  if  I  do  not,  as  indeed  I  do  not^ 
Yet  for  I  know  thou  art  Religious,  S 

And  haft  a  thing  within  thee  called  Confciener, 
With  twenty  Popi(h  Tricksand  Ceremonie 
Which  I  have  feen  thee  careful  to  obferve : 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  Oath,  for  that  I  know 
An  Idiot  holds  his  Bauble  for  a  God, 
And  keeps  the  Oath,  which  by  that  God  ho^fwears. 
To  that  ril  urge  him;  — '  therefore  thou  (halt  vow 
Py  that  fame  God,  •  what  God  fo  e'er  it  be 
That  thou  adoreft  and  haft  in  reverence, 
To  fave  my  Boy,  noalri(h  and  bring  fiiin  up, 
Qr  elfe  I  will  difcover  nought  to  thee. 

Lite.  Even  by  my  God  I  fwear  to  thee^  I  will, 

Amt.  Firft  know  thou, 
I  begot  him  on  thy  Hitipereis. 

Luc.  O  moft  in(athte  luxurious  Woman ! 

Aar.  Tut,  Livrii^/,  this  was  but  a  Deed  of  Charity, 
To  that  which  thou  (halt  hear  of  me  anon; 
'Twas  her  two  Sons  that  murdered  BaffiAnuSy 
They  cut  thy  Sifter's  Tongue,  and  Ravi(h*d  her,' 
And  cut  her  Hands  off,  and  trimmM  her  as  thou  faw*ftj 

Luc.  Oh  detcftable  Villain  f 
Cairft  thou  that  trimming  / 

Aar.  \Vhy  (he  was  wa(h'd,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd; 
And  'twas  trim  fpqrt  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 

f  Luu 


t4>tf A  Ticus  Ai^dfonioms. 

Lmc.  OlUMiiiaratts  faetftly  ViSaios,  VkeAy  fc)£\ 
j4m.  IfidJDed»  I  vm  their  Tutor  to  ioArcidtheiOy 

Tbat  codding  Spirit  had  thejr  from  cheir  Moilier« 

As  fure  a  Coid,'  as  ever  von  the  Ser ; 

That  bloody  mind  I  chiilk  tbey  learo'Vd  of  mt^ 

As  true  a  Dog  as  ^ver  (bugbt  at  Head; 

Welly  let  my  Deeds  be  HI'^v^  «f  my  Wocch* 

I  train'd  thy  Brethren  to  thtt  guileful  hde^ 

Where  the  dead  Corps  of  h^ffimm  lay  s 

I  wrote  the  Letter  that  thy  Father  foimdy 

And  hid  the  Gold  within  the  Letter  mentiQn*<f» 

Confederate  with  the  Queen  and  h^  two  Sow. 

And  what  not  done  that  thou  baft  cauie  to  rucj 

Wherein  T  had  no  ftroke  of  Mifchi^iii  it? 

I  plaid  the  Cheater  for  thy  FtfheiTs  Hand^ 

And  when  I  had  it,  drew  my  ielf  apart^ 

And  almoft  broke  my  Heart  with  extream  Laughter* 

I  pried  me  through  the  Crevice  of  a  WaH, 

When  for  his  Hand>  he  had  his  two  Sons  Heads, 

Beheld  his  Tears,  and  Ja4igh*d  fo  heartily. 

That  both  mine  Eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his  \ 

And  when  I  told  the  Emprefs  of  this  Sport, 

She  fwooncd  almoft  at  my  pleafing  Tale, 

And  for  my  Tidings,  gave  me  twenty  Kiffes. 

Goth.  What  can'ft  thiu  fay  all  this,   and  never  blufli  \ 
Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  Dog,  as  the  faying  i$. 
Lhc.  Art  thou  not  forry  for  thefc  hainous  Deeds  ? 
Adf.  Ay>  that  I  had  not  done  a  thoiifand  more. 

Even  now  I.cur(ethe  Day,  and  yet  I  think 

Few  come  within  the  Compafs  of  my  Curfc, 

Wherein  I  did  not  fome  notorious  III, 

As  kill  a  Man,  or  elfe  dtvife  his  Death, 

RaviHi  a  Miid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it, 

Accufe  fome  Innocent,  and  forfwear  my  felfc 

Set  deadly  Enmity  between  two  Friends 

Make  poor  Mens  Cattle  break  their  Necks, 

Set  Fire  on  Barns  and  Hay-ftacks  in  ths  Night, 

And  bid  the  Ovvners quench  them  with  their  Tears; 

Oft  have  I  digg*d  up  dead  Men  from  their  Graves, 

And  fee  th^m  upright  at  their  dear  Friends  Doors, 

£ven  whc.i  their  Sorrow  almDftwas  forgot. 

And 


And  on  their  f Mnt^  or  Mi  flUl  Rr(  «f  TfOI!^ 
Have  with  my  Kdtie  <iiar*<Fd  iff  RottUn  iMtkn^ 
Let  not  your  Sorrow  d4»i  thcMififh  I  im  IMid^ 
Tut»  I  have  done  a  rhoufand  cttl^M  Am^ 
As  willingly  as  oM  wbfaltf  Mil  i  Ftyi 
And  nothing  griet6§  ffli!'  htfavrily  ihdecfdy 
But  that  I  cannot  do-^n  ttitfufftfid  itM-a;- 

Z.ivr.  Bring  dov^ff  the  Devif*  fbr  htf  ixfoft^DOl  cKt 
So  fweet  a  l>earh,  a^  Hingitigf  pitfeildlf. 

yf^r.  If  there  be  Devil»,  would  I  Were  A  0e^il»^ 
To  live  and  biirtl'  ih *ev(»f lifting  Firey 
So  I  might  have  your  Company  in  1^^ 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bittier  Tdngut. 

Luc.  Sirs,  fiop  his  Mbutll^  and  let  him^  fpeifr  nd  HMK^ 

Eitier  iSmiliut. 

G0th.  My  Lord,  there  is  a  MefTeogier  irom  Jt^ttm 
Defires  to  be  admittdd  to  your  Prefaoce. 

Luc.  Let  him  come  neiar.      ■  i    ■ 
Welcome,  t/£miliu$i  whifs  the  News  from  X^mei 

9^mi.  Lord  Luiimi  ^  you  PriDceMf  the  OPibt^ 
The  Romam  Emperor  j^eets  you^  ail  by  me^ 
And,  for  he  underfttmds  you  are  in  Armi^ 
He  craves  a  Parley  at  your  Father's  Houfe^ 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  Hoftages^ 
And  they  (hall  be  imittedlately  delivered. 

66th.  What  fays  our  Gererat  t 

Luc.  n/£miUus^  IktbeEmpevor  give  his  Pledges 
Unto  my  Father>  and  n^y  Uncle  Mmrtm^ 
And  we  wiii  come  ;  March  flwiy»  \TS,immu 

SCENE  IL  TitusV  Vatace  in  Rome. 

Enter  Tamoray  Chiit)a  md  Demetrius^  JD$Jg$MAL 

Tarn.  Thus  in  this  ftftngeandftd  Habiliments* 
I  will  encounter  with  jMroniem^ 
And  fay,  I  am  Revenge  ferit  frond  belo#» 
To  join  with  biro,  and  right  his  heinous  Wrortgss 
Knock  at  the  Study,  where  they  fay  he  keep^. 
To  ruminate  ftrange  Plots  of  dire  Revenge^ 
Tell  him  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  hinit 
And  work  Confufion  on  his  Eoemief. 

\Th^  hiwki  ^Md  Titus  ^9ff 4ri  4^^. 


%o6t  Titus  Androoicui. 

r$f.  Who  doth  mokft  my  Contemplation  i 
Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  Door^ 
That  fo  my  fad  Deprees  may  fly  away^  , 
And  all  my  Study  be  to  no  effed  i 
You  are  deceived,  for  what  I  mean  to  do. 
See  here  in  bloody  Lines  I  have  fet  down  ; 
And  what  is  written,  (hall  be  executed* 

Tarn.  TitmSf  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee, 

TU.  No  not  a  word :  How  can  I  grace  my  ToUu 
Wanting  a  Hand  to  give  it  A&ion  { 
Thou  haft  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more* 

Tdm.  If  thou  didft  know  me. 
Thou  would 'ft  talk  with  me. 

Tu.  I  ^  not  mad,  I  know  thee  well  enough^ 
Witnefs  this  wretched  Stump, 
Witnefs  thefe  Crimfon  Lines, 
Witnefs  thefe  Trenches,  made  by  Grief  and  Carey 
Witnefs  the  tyring  Day  and  heavyNight ; 
Witnefs  all  Sorrow>  chat  I  knew  thee  well 
For  o\ir  proud  £mprefs,  mighty  Tamara  i 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  Hand  i 

Tarn.  K  now  thou,  fad  Man,  I  am  not  Tamwsh 
She  is  thy  Enemy,  and  I  thy  Friend ; 
I  am  Revenge,  fent  from  the  infernal  Kingdom^ 
To  eafe  the  gnawing  Vulture  of  thy  Mind, 
By  working  wreakiul  Vengeance  on  thy  Foes. 
Come  down  and  welcome  me  to  this  World's  light  i 
Confer  with  me  of  Murder  and  of  Death, 
There's  not  a  hollow  Cave,  or  lurking  place. 
No  vaft  obfcurity  or  mifty  Vale, 
Where  bloody  Murther  or  detefted  Rape, 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  our, 
And  in  their  Ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  Name,^ 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  Offenders  quake* 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  And  arc  thou  fent  tome. 
To  be  a  Torment  to  mine  Enemies? 

TAm.  I  am ;  therefore  come  down  and  welcome  me^ 

Tit.  Do  me  fome  Service,  e'er  I  come  to  thee: 
Lo  by  thy  fide,  where  Rape  a.nd  Murder  ftands. 
Now  give  fome  furance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  them»  or  tear  them  on  thy  Chariot  Wheels, 

And 
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And  then  I'll  come  and  be  thy  Waggoner^ ' 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  Globes: 
Provide  two  proper  Palfries  black  as  Jet, 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  Waggon  fwift  awayt 
And  find  out  Murders  in  their  guilty  Caves. 
And  when  thy  Car  is  loaden  with  their  Heads, 
I  will  difmount,  and  by  thy  Waggon  Wheel 
Trot  like  a  fervile  Foot*man  all  day  long ; 
Even  from  Hjperhtfs  rifmg  in  the  £aft, 
Untill  his  very  downfall  in  the  Sea. 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  Task» 
So  thou  deftroy  Kapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tdm.  Thefe  are  my  Minifters*  andxome  with  me. 

Tit.  Arethey  thy  Minifters;  wbataretbeycaU'd? 

Tom.  Rapine  and  Murder,  therefore  called  fo, 
Caufe  they  take  Vengeance  on  fuch  kind  of  Men. 

Tit.  Good  Lord,  how  like  the  Emprefs  Sons  they  are# 
KnA  you  the  Emprefs:  But  we  Worldly  Men> 
Have  miferable  mad  miftaking  Eyes  : 

0  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee. 
And  if  one  Arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by.  [Ex$tTLitosfr9mah9Vi. 
Tarn.  This  clofing  with  him  6ts'his  Lunacy* 

What  e'er  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain- (ick  fits. 
Do  you  uphold,  and  maintain  in  your  Speech 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  roe  for  Revenge ; 
And  being  credujous  in  this  mad  Thought, 
III  make  him  fend  for  Lucius  his  Son : 
And  whilft  I  at  a  Banquejt  hold  him  fure, 
I'll  find  fome  cunning  Pra&ice  out  of  Hand, 
To  fcatter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths^ 
Or  at  the  leaft  make  them  his  Enemies : 
See  here  he  comes,  and  I  muft  play  my  Theam. 

Enter  Titus. 
Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee : 
Welcome,  dread  Fury,  to  my  woful  Houfe ; 
Rapine  and  Murthen  you  are  welcom  too: 
How  like  the  Emprefs,  and  her  Sons  you  are  I 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor; 
Could  not  all  Hell  afford  you  fuch  a  Devil  { 
For  well  I  wor>  the  Emprefs  never  wag^, 
^ut  in  her  Company  there  is  Moor;         ^  And 


io^4  '^^^^  AndroniGUS* 

And  would  you  rqHvfenc  oUr  Queeil  artghry 
It  wer<  conTebtatc  you  had  fuch  i  Devil  t 
But  welcome,  as  you  arc ,  what  fliall  we  do  ? 

Titm.  What  wouldft  thou  have  usdo^  j^ndr^micmfi 

Dem.  Shew  me  t  MuKherer,  TU  deal  with  him. 

Chi.  Shew  ine  a  Villain  thathach  done  t  Rape, 
And  I  am  fent  to  be  reveng'd  on  li^m* 

Tarn.  Shew  me  a  Thoufand  that  have  done  thee  wroogi 
And  I  will  be  revenged  or  them  ali. 

7!r.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  Streets  €3f  Ramt^ 
And  when  thou  find^ft  a  Man  chat's  lik^  thy  fcli^ 
Good  Murder  (lab  him>  he's  a  Murderer. 
Go  thou  #ith  him,  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee* 
Gjod  Rapiaie  ftab  him»  he  is  a  Raviftier. 
Go  thou  with  them,  and  in  the  Emperor's  Court 
There  is  a  Qiieen  attended  by  a  Mocr ; 
Well  may'ft  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion^ 
For  up  and  down  flie  doth  reiiemblc  thee; 
I  pray  thee  do  on  them  fome  violent  Death  ; 
They  have  bei^  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Ttm.  Well  haft  thou  L^fTon'd  us ;  this  (hall  we  do4 
But  would  it  pkafe  thee,  good  ^mdfnictup 
To  fend  for  Lnciiis  thy  thrice  valiant  Son, 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  Band  of  Warlike  Coths^ 
And  bid  him  come  and  Banquet  at  thy  Houfe. 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  Fcaft> 
I  will  bring  in  the  Emprefs  and  her  Sons ; 
The  Emperor  himfelf,  and  all  thy  Foes, 
And  at  thy  Mercy  ihall  they  ftoop  and  kneelt 
And  on  them  (halt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  Heart: 
What  fays  Andronicm  to  this  Devife? 

Ennr  Mircus. 

Tit.  Marcus  my  Brother,  'tis  fad  Tttus  calls  j 
Go  gentle  Marcus  to  thy  Brother  Lncius  ; 
Thou  (halt  enquire  him  out  among  the  Gfnhs : 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefeft  PrincJes  of  the  Goths ; 
Bid  him  Encamp  his  Soldiers  where  they  are; 
Tell  him  the  Emperor  and  the  Emprefs  too, 

Feafts 
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Feaft  at  my  Houfe,  and  he  (hall  Feaft  with  them; 
Thisxlo  thou  for  my  love,  and  fo  let  him. 
As  he  regards  his  aged  Father's  Life, 

Mat.  This  will  I  do,  and  foon  return  agairt.  [i?*i>. 

Turn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  Bufinefs^ 
And  take  my  Minifters  alonp  with  roe. 

Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  ftay  with  me, 
Or  elfe  I'll  call  my  Brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  Revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tarn.    What  (ay  you,  Boys,  will  you  abide  with  him, 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  Lord,  the  Emperor* 
How  I  have  govcm'd  our  determined  juft? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  fmooth  and  fpeak  him  fair* 
And  tarry  with  him  'till  I  turn  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  tho*  they  fuppofe  me  mad, 
And  will  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  Devifcs, 
A  pair  of  curfed  Hell-hounds  and  their  Dam.  [^^ew 

Dem.  Madam,  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here. 
Tam.  Favewel,  jindronicus^  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  Complot  to  betray  thy  Foes.  [^Exit  Tamonu 

7/r.  I  know  thou  doft,  and  fweet  Revenge  f;irewel, 
Chi.  Tell  us.  Old  Man,  how  (hall  we  be  employed? 
Tit.  Tur,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do, 
Puhliusy  come  hither>  Caius  and  FaUntine. 

Enter  Publius  and  Servants* 
Pub.  What  is  your  will? 
Tit*  Know  ye  thefe  two? 
Pub.  Tiie  Emp  efs  Sons 
I  take  them,  O^iren,  Demetrius. 

Tit.  Fie,  Publius^  fie,  thou  art  too  much  deceived, 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  Name ; 
And  therefore  Bind  them,  gentle  Publius, 
Caius  and  f^ubntine,  lay  hands  on  them, 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wifli  for  fuch  an  hour, 
And  now  I  find  ir,  therefore  bind  them  fure.   [ExitlkitViU 
Chi.  Villain?,  forbear,  we  are  the  Emprefs*  Son$« 
Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded. 
Stop  clofc  their  Mouths;  let  them  not  fpeak  a  Word* 
Is  he  fure  bound  ?  look  that  ye  bind  them  faft* 
Enter  Titus  Andronicus  y^fith  a  Knife,  and  Lavinia  ysfith  a  Bafen^ 

Tit.  Comej  come,  LaviniUf  look,  thy  Foes  are  bound ; 
Vot.  IV.  Mm  Sirs 
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Sirs  ^^?  ^^^'^  Motijths  let  chem  not  fpeak  co  ipe. 

But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  Words  I  utter. 

Oh  Villains^  Chir6n  and  Dcmcirim  I 

Hefc  Hands  the  Spring  whom  you  have  ftain'd  with  M  jd. 

This  goodly  Summer  with  your  Winter  mixt : 

You  kill*d  her  Husband»  anid  for  that  vile  Fault, 

Two  of  her  Brothers  were  condemned  to  Death, 

My  Hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jefi. 

Both  her  fweet  Hands,  her  Tongue,  and  that  more  dear 

Than  Hands  or  Tongue,  her  fpotlefs  Chaftity, 

Inhuman  Traitors,  you  conftrain'd  and  forc'd. 

What  would  you  fay  if  I  ihould  let  you  fpeak  ? 

Villains !  -for  ihame  you  could  not  beg  for  Grace. 

Hark,  Wretches,  how  I  mean  to  Martyr  you^ 

This  one  Hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  Throats, 

Whilft  that  Ldvimid  *twixt  her  Stumps  doth  hold 

The  Bafon  that  receives  your  guilty  Blood. 

You  know  your  Mother  inteans  to  feaft  with  me» 

And  calls  her  felf  Ke venge,  and  thinks  me  mad 

Hark,  ViUains^  I  will  grind  your  Bones  to  Duft, 

And  with  your  Blood  and  ir,  I'll  make  a  Pafte, 

And  of  the  Pafte  a  Coffin  will  I  rear. 

And  make  two  Pafties  of  your  (hameAil  Head^' 

And  bid  that  Strumpet,  your  unhallowed  Dam, 

Like  to  the  Earth,  fwallow  her  own  Increafe. 

This  is  the  Feaft  that  I  have  bid  her  to. 

And  this  the  Banquet  (he  fhall  furfeit  on; 

For  worfe  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  Daughter, 

And  worfe  than  Progne^  I  will  be  reveng'd, 

And  now  prepare  your  Throats :  Lavima^  come, 

[flip  cufs  their  Throats^  and  Lavinia  receives  the 

Blood  in  a  Bafon. 
Receive  the  Blood,  and  when  that  they  are  dead 
Let  me  go  grind  their  Bones  to  Powder  fmall. 
And  with  this  hateful  Liquor  temper  it; 
And  in  that  Pafte  let  their  wild  Heads  be  bak'd. 
Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  Banquet,  which  I  wilh  might  prova 
More  ftern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs  Feaft. 
So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I'll  play  the  Cook, 
And  fee  them  ready  'gainft:  the  Mother  comes.      \EMmt$. 

Enur 
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Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  Goths  vfith  Aaron  Priftmr* 

Lmc.  Uncle  Aidrcmt,  fiace  'tis  my  Fither's  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Xtme,  I  am  content. 

Geth.  And  ours  with  thine,  befal  what  Fortuse  viff. 

Lmc.  Good  Uncle,  lade  you  in  this  barbarous  Mnr, 
This  ravenous  Tiger,  this  accurred  Devil, 
Let  him  receive  no  SuAenance,  fetter  him. 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  Emperor's  Face^ 
For  Teflimony  of  thefe  foul  proceedings. 
And  fee  the  Amhufh  of  our  Friends  be  ftron^ 
.  1  fear  the  Emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

^4r.  Some  Devil  whifper  Curfes  in  my  Ear, 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  Tongue  may  Utter  forth 
The  ventmius  Malice  ot  my  fwelling  Hearts  ' 

Lfie.Av/iyy  inhuman  Dog.  unUllowed  Slave, 

[^Exemia  Gotbi  with  Aaron. 
Sirs,  help  our  Uncle,  to  convey  him  in.  [FUmriJb, 

The  Tiumpets  thew  the  Emperor  isat  hand. 
SoMtd  Tmmpeii,    Emtr  Emfirar  Mid  Emftefh,  with  Tri' 
ymnet  dnd  ttbert. 

S4t.  What,  hath  the  Firmament  more  Suns  than  one! 

Lmc.  Whit  borts  it  thee  to  call  thy  felf  t  Sun  J 

/l/*r.  Rome's  Emperor  and  Nephew  break  the  Ptrlev, 
Thefe  Q^i  irrels  muft  be  quietly  Debated : 
The  Ftall  is  ready,  which  the  cartful  TtiMt 
Hath  ordair.cd  to  an  honourable  end. 
For  Peace,  for  Love,  for  League,  and  good  to  gtme : 
Pleafe  you  therefore  draw  nigh  and  take  your  places. 

Sm,  AftircMiy  we  will.  [HuMtiris, 

A  Tabu  broMght  in.  Enter  TituS  likg  <*  CtakspUcing  the  AftMt 

»n  the  Table,  Mnd  Lavlnia  with  *  fhl  ever  her  Fgce* 

Turns.  Welcome,  my  gracious  Lord, 
Welcome,  Dread  Queer, 

Welcome,  ye  Warlike  G§tht,  welcome  LMCimSf 
And  welcome  all ;  although  the  Cheer  be  poor, 
'Twill  fill  your  Stomachs,  pleafe  you  eat  of  it* 

Sa,  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  AMdmicut  / 

Tit.  Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  have  all  welJi 
To  enteitain  your  Highnef^  and  your  Emprefs. 

Tom,  We  arebeholdine  tojou,  good .^Ai^viiwau. 

Tit.  And  if  your  Hignnefs  knew  my  Heirb  you  were; 
My  Lord)  ikc  Emperor,  refolve  me  rnis  t 

M  m  1  Was 


'I  I'm  hii'i'i-  ■  ' 
tPrt,.   ,>„  M-  ' ■     "•" 

,  tMt'.H- 1'.  *,--<i  ■■■■  y  ■■'■    '■  >>■■/ 

hmH"*''* n..  ,:,■./■  '    / 

fh,h,,'i'."i-    »■■■   ■<>'■/ 

ttii  iftt  > '-t  I /  ii'y  '1^  ■"•   •    ■' /     '   "' 
IHft^,  *'t  ''*'"    "'  '    "   '    '  ' 
It  /hM-fhtf  "*■*'  "    '  '     '■' 


llu    I'Mll  lif  lilt    iMfll'  t'lilmu 


